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PREFACE. 


The  present  Publication  is  intended  to  form,  with  The  British  Brania,  and 
Shakspeare,  a  complete  and  uniibrm  Coilection,  in  Ten  Vohunes/ of  the 
best  English  Plays.  The  distincticm  of  Jncient  and  Modem  will  be  found 
to  consist  chiefly  in  reference  to  their  having  lost  or  retained  possession  t>f 
the  Stage.  JJamkt  and  Macbeth^  for  example^  cannot^  in  tiiis  Setis^,  b^ 
termed  ancient  Plays,  although  prior  in  date  to  many,  or  indeed  to  most 
of  those  which  will  be  found  in  the  following  Volumes.  It  is  inmecessafy 
to  inform  the  lovers  of  the  Drama,  that  although  the  later  and  more 
fashionable  department  6f  the  Collection  will  be  found  most  useful  to 
the  frequenters  of  the  Theatre,  yet  that  which  we  are  now  prefacing  wtS 
be  the  most  acceptable  to  the'  admirers  of  poetry.  From  the  latter  tnA 
of  the  sixteenth  century  to  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  war,  the  best 
Poets  of  England  were  engaged  id  dramatic  composition;  and  Dkayton 
and  SpENCttE  are  the  only  authors  of  eminent  reputation,  who  have  hot 
written  for  the  Stage. 

It  must  be  recollected,  that,  besides  the  immottal  Sh  akspeaeb,  there 
flourished,  during  this  period,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonson, 

VOL.    I.  b  Digitized  by  Google 


of  Shirleyi  Daniel,  BjiaxBy/>lABrFdiryiinB||itAd»^iaiid')ot&tti]0yladom 
'dle<  iame^^igek*  i  Atti'df  whoia)eitlMr  dent«didbei|r  pnHcipaH  subsistence 
from,  or  at  least  dedicated  most  «f  tbdih:  tiaie^kiy  dMunalii/.cempoMlioK. 
Nor  are  the  monuments,  of  their  labour  unworthy  of  the  associates, 
perhaps  the  friends,  of  SHAMifnniu  Thcae  efforts  of  the  earlier  dra- 
ij^atic  Muse  are  in  general  free  from  the  licentiousness  which  invaded 
ii^sfiU^i^Si&c^^lSk6$totQAm  >GDaM[jMd>wddiealeTpasafl^e4>may 
fijutrt'by  thdse  ivto  h^  -fii'^^  fcrihm;  bttt  the  geiicml  Ydridur 
of  our  more  ancient  Plays  is  highly  virtuotis :  nor  bad  the  Stage  at  any 

'v.;;i.  '•.'■   ^.V'> .!-'  -  J:  '   ;;f  vlr.'.  i- •».   c'  i' :   .  ••   ,-^'~."   *      v-    'i  •  '^ 

tim^^^jr  ,in^  ai|7  conntiyi  so  gQQ|4,  a  tide  to  ]i>e  considered  as  a  school  of 

Charles  th^  First.  Such  being  the  case,  little  wpoldfff  k  mecm^Mty 
for  introducing  to  the  public,  in  a  compendious  and  at  the  same  time  an 
elegant  form,  diose  works  in  which  genius  has  aided  virtue ;  and  an 
elegant  and  classical  amusement  is  combined  with  lessons  of  morality, 
and  a  knowledge  of  the  human  heart* 

The  ground^work  of  the  present  Collection  is  the  excellent  Selection 
Impwn  by  the  name  of  Dodblsy's  OldPlaff$.  Some  variations,  however, 
have  been  introduced ;  and  particularly  all  the  Plays  ascribed  to  Shak- 
8PEARB,  but  lefl  out  in  the  later  editions  of  his  worics,  have  been  ex- 
tracted from  Johnson  and  Steevens^s  Supplement  of  17B0.  Some  other 
Plays  have  been  added,  and  some  of  Dodsley's  Collectioii  omitted ; 
^ther  because  they  appeared  to  possess  but  little  interest,  or  on  account 
of  their  being  lately  republished.  The  Plays  of  Massinger,  for  example, 
,haye  been  left  out,  on  account  of  the  excellent  edition  of  Mr.  Gifford  : 
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and  iaa»*thc>8e;ofiFoi»^  ibfe  vteHsr  is^iiefeire?^^         ivAndxidhcrmfrb- 
pared  for  pQblicati«iili]Fi)&*'HB]»RTrW,HBiES>.-'  ,;    i/^(f  .^lir  ({>!:o 
•  ")  'Witfe  ikm^iSev^  pfciiitinnaTtieakBtks^  the  'SPubRsher  jofferBi>la 'tbe 
weiM>>7He'Ai9cisiit9BiTtsfii>s!AiftA;">  ^^  '>  -•.-•>        >r.  J  s^  -^^  ,.-yo-;i 

.•r<i /».    'i:      'd'l    |o     /  UlO'/ni'    ia.i-*':I     'J  -1*    I..    - 'r;  'j.,.;i'Mt<      nil     j./     iM/^ 

Bard  are  known,  to  al^nost  eyery  reader.  It  may,  ho^^ver^  be  proper  to  obeerve, 
that  it  is  tbe  edition  of  1778»  which  is  uniformly  meant— —-References  are  also 
'ma^'m  some  of  ue  notes,  to  Dodslei^s  0/ljf  i^jft)  ^nUout  nientioning  tk!eliite^ 
«f>oB8«toii  (W?%#;^  l78(K^h<il tKlnkfficM  i«ia«ir:iBll  Aid m  4mMk!j 
viil.diagipipiHiBg.thy,  > ; :  . !    -;,„  .„•;.:•  ^•:'.  ,:.;•,.<     .>  -    •'  .:"..'..*.<"//*;) 
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J.METWOOD. 


JoHH  HcT^opi»9  or  Pemood,  one  of  the  mott  ancient  dramatic  wnter$  in  the  English  language^ 
WMU  horn  in  the  city  of  London,'  and  educated  in  the  university  of  Oiftird,  at  the  ancient  Hostle 
called  Broadgatt^s,  in  St  Aldgate's  Parish.  He  was  in  his  time  more  celebrated  for  his  wit  than  his 
^e4trmng;  and  hoping  some  fair  possessions  at  North  Mints,  he  resided  there  after  he  left  Oxford, 
mnd  b^uane  intimately  acquasnted  with  Sir  Thomas  More,  who  lived  in  that  neighbourhood.^  Here 
the  latter  wrote  his  celebrated  work  called  Utopia,  and  is  supposed  to  have  assisted  Heywood  in  the 
composition  of  his  Epigrami. '  Through  Sir  Thomas  More*s  means,  it  is  probable  our  author  was  in- 
troduced to  the  knowUdge  of  King  Henry  VIIL,  and  of  his  daughter  the  princess,  afterwards  Queen 
Mary  :  by  the  former  Sfwhom,  he  was  held  in  much  esteem  for  the  mirth  and  quickness  of  his  cou" 
ceits:  and  so  muck^  valued  by  the  latter,  that  he  was  often,  after  the  came  to  the  throhe,  admitted 
to  the  honour  ^waiting  upon  and  exercising  his  fancy  before  her,  even  to  the  time  she  lay  languishr 
ing  anker  death-bed.  His  education  having  been  in  the  Roman  Cat  hoUc  faith,  he  continued  steadily 
attacked  to  the  tenets  of  that  religion  ;  and  during  the  reign  *  of  Edward  Vl^fell  under  the  suspicion 


'  Wood,  in  his  jilhem^  Oxonientta,\o\.  I.  p.  149,  positively  fixes  his  birth  at  this  plaee.  Other  wri- 
ter! have  made  him  a  miUve  of  North  Mims,  in  Hertfordshire,  hot  appar^tly  without  any  authority* 
Bale,  who  lived  nearest  to  the  author's  time,  calls  him  Civit  LondinensU ;  which  words,  though  they  do 
not  absolutely  prove  that  he  was  bom  in  London,  yet  surely  are  sufficient,  {n  a  matter  of  this  uncertamty, 
to  warrant  any  one  to  conclude  that  he  was  a  native  of  timt  city,  ^s  mi  circumstance  appears  to  induce 
a  belief  that  he  acquired  the  title  of  citizen  of  London  otherwise  t(tan  by  birUu 

^  Peacham*s  Complete  Englbh  Gentleman,  4to,  *1627,  p.  95. 

3  Gabriel  Harvey^s  MS.  Note  to  Speyghf  s  Chaucer,  as  quoted  in  Mr  Steevens*s  Shakespeare,  YoL  Y. 

^  Atben.  Ozon.  Yol.  I.  p.  149. 
.     '  **  But  to  step  backe  to  my  tcske,  (though  everie  place  I  step  to,  yeeldes  me  sweettr  ditcoune,)  what 
**  tbfaike  yon  by  Haywood,  that  scaped  h^ging  with  his  mirth  ;  the  king  being  ^ciously,  and  (as  I 
**  thinke)  truly  perswaded,  that  a  man  that  wrate  so  pleasant  and  harmelesse  verses,  could  not  have  any 
f*  karmefiill  conceit  agaiost  his  proceedings,  and  so,  by  the  honest  motion  of  a  geottenfan  of  his  chamber 
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2  THE  FOUR  Fs.  [Hetwood. 

of  practising  against  the  government^  and  narrowly  escaped  the  halter.  After  the  death  of  his  pa" 
ironess  the  queen,  he  Ufi  thej^tion^  swfs  Wood,  ^  for  religion  sake^  and  settled  at  Mechlen,  in  Bra- 
banty  where  he  died  about  the  year  1565,  leaving  several  children  ;  one  of  whom^  Jasper  Heywoodf 
translated  three  qfSeneca^s  playSy  and  wrote  several  poems^  printed  in  the  Paradise  of  Dainty  De- 
viseSy  4tOf  1578.  This  Jasper  Heywood  was^  according  to  Fuller,  executed  in  the  reign  of  Queen 
Elizabeth  ;  but  more  probabfy,  as  Sir  Richard  Baker  asserts,  was  among  those  who  were  taken  in 
1585,  and  sent  out  of  England, 

John  Heywood  ^  appears  to  be  the  second  English  dramatic  writer,  Oldys  ^  says  he  began  to  write 
about  the  year  15S0»  but  tkdt  he' could  not  find  he  published  any  thing  so  early  ^  The  fillowing  is  a 
list  of  his  works : 

«  A  Play  betwene  Johan  the  Husband,  Tyb  the  Wyfe,  and  Sir  JohaH  the  Priest,  by  John  Hey- 
wood, 4to.  Imprvnted  at  London  by  William  Rastall,  the  l%th  day  of  February,  15S3.''  (Oldyis 
MS  Notes,  and  Companion  to  the  Playhouse,) 

**  A  Mery  Play  betwene  the  Pardoner  and  the  Frere,  the  Curate,  and  neybour  Pratte,  4to,  Inf 
*^prynted  by  William  Rastall,  5th  of  April,  IdSS.*"  (Ames,  182.  Oltfy^s  MS.  Notes,  and  Compor 
nion  to  the  Playhouse,) 

•*  The  Playe  called  the  Foure  P.  P.  A  newe  and  a  very  mery  EnterludeofA  Palmer,  A  Par- 
"  doner,  A  Potyiary,  A  Pedler.  Made  by  John  See^ood,  4to,  Imprvnted  at  London,  in  Flete  Strete 
**  at  the  synge  of  the  George,  by  Wyllyam  Myd^lton,  4to,  no  date.     Also, 

**  A  Play  of  Uenteelness  and  Nobilitie,  An  Diterludi  in  two  Parts,  4to,  no  date!*  (Companion 
to  the  Playhouse,) 

"  A  Play  of  Love,    An  Interlude,  4to,  1533."    (Companion  to  the  PUyhouse). 

^  A  Play  of  the  Weather,  called  A  new  and  a  very  merry  Interlude  of  all  manner  of  Weathers, 
**  1553,  foUo^  (Companion  to  the  Playhouse.  Ol^sU  MS,)  Also  in  IfUno,  printed  by  Robert 
Wyer,  no  date,    (Ames,  15T.^ 

*^  2'he  Spider  and  the  Flie,  a  Parable,  made  by  John  Heywood.  Imprinted  by  Thomas  Powell, 
«  1556,  B.  L,  Ato,"* 

**  John  Heywood*s  Woorkes,  A  Dialogue  contemning  the  Number  of  the  effectual  Prcnerbee  in  the 
^  English  longue,  compacte  in  a  matter  concerning  two  Manor  of  Manages :  with  one  Hundredth 
^  of  Epigrammes ;  and  three  Hundredth  of  Epigrammes  uppon  three  Hundred  Proverbes,  and  a  fifth 
**  hundred  of  Epigrammes,  Whereunto  are  newly  added,  a  sixte  hundred  of  Epigrammes,  by  the  said 
f  John  Heywoode,    Imprinted  by  Thomas  Marshe,  1576,  4to,  B,  LP 

Another  edition  was  printed  ^  Felix  Kyngston,  in  4to,  B,  L,  1598. 

^  A  Brtfs  Balet,  touching  the  trayterous  takynge  qfScarborow  Castle,  Imprinted  at  London  by 
^  Thomas  roweC  On  a  broad  side  of  two  columns^  B,  L,  (Among  the  PoUo  Volumes  of  Dysons 
Collections,  in  the  Library  of  the  Society  of  Antiquarians.)  Thomas  Stafford,  who  took  that  castle 
ftSd' April,  1557)  and  proclaimed  himself  protector  of  the  realm,  was  beheaded  9Bth  May  foUoming^ 
and  three  qf  his  accomplices  were  hanged,    Oldy^s  M& 

"  A  Balade  of  the  Meeting  and  Marriage  of  the  King  and  Queenes  Highness,  Imprinted  by  W, 
"RtfddeC    One  side  (fa  large  ha{f  sheet.    Oldys. 

^'instanly^  hath  exprested  a  doubt,  whether  the  author  of  the  Epigrams,  and  of  the  Plays,  were, 
not  different  persons.  The  following  Epigram  will  be  sufficient  to  set  that  fact  beyond  contra?' 
diction,  and  at  the  same  time  exhibit  a  specimen  of  the  author^s  manner : 

Art  thou  Heywood,  with  thy  mad  inerry  wit  ? 

Yea,  forsooth,  master,  that  name  is  even  hit. 
Art  thou  Uey  wood,  that  applied  mirth  more  than  thrift  I 

Yes,  sir,  I  take  merry  mirth  a  golden  gift. 
Art  thou  Heywood,  that  hast  made  many  mad  plays  ? 

Yea,  many  plays,  few  good  wpfks  in  my  days. 
Art  tboa  Heywood,  that  hath  made  men  merry  long  ? 

Yea,  and  will.  If  I  be  mftde  merry  among. 
Aft  thtfu  Heywood,  that  wouldst  be  made  merry  now  ? 

Yes,  sir,  helj^  me  to  it  now,  I  beseech  you. 


*<  saved  Un  fh>iii  the  Jerke  of  the  sil-strlnged  whip."— ^a&riiictok's  Metamorphoses  efJJax,  1506, 
p.){5. 

^  Athetu  Oxon.  Vol.  I.  p.  149. 

7  Dr  Palsgrave,  whose  play  of  Aeolaiiw  was  printed  In  the  year  1529^  seems  to  bate  been  the  first* 
See  Ames,  166. 

B  MS  Notes  on  Langbaine.  f  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  p.  45. 
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WmiUmhf  an4*fhilip9t^9eriie  to  kimy  I  tMnhfalMefy,  The  Pinner  qfWakefield^  ani  Phibtut, 
printtd  at  Edinburgh,  160S. 

J)rfnikr\  me^iiom  a  book  written  by  our  tmthoTy  intitled,  M^i^agi^pta  X^iteraria;  which  are 
Mid  to  be  Noo  t^m  hhor^  opndic^,  qaam  lepore  tondita. 


THE  FOUR  P's. 


DRA5IATI8  PERSONiE. 


A  Palmer f 
A  Pardoner, 


A  Poticary, 
APedid'. 


'  Pabner  tpeaketK 
Now  God  be  here ;  who  kepeth  this  place  ? 
Now  hy  my  fayth,  I  cr?e  you  mercy ; 
Of  reason  I  must  sew  for  grace, 
'  My  rewijoess  sheweth  qie  so  homely. 
Whcrof  your  pardon  axt  and  wonne, 
I  sew  Tou,*  as  curtesy  doth  me  byude. 
To  tftii  this  wfaicbe  sbalbe  begonne, 
Id  order  as  may  come  beste  in  mynde. 
I  am  a  Palmery  as  ye  ^  se, 
Whiche  of  my  lyfe  muche  part  have  ♦  spenl 
lo  mauiy  a  fayre  and  farre^  cautric, 
As  pilgryms  do  of  good  intent 
At  ifierosalem  ^  bavel  bene 


Before  Chryste's  blessed  sepulture : 
The  mount  of  Calvary  have  I  seoe,^ 
A  holy  place  ye  may  be  sure. 
To  Josaphat  and  Olyvete,* 
On  fole,  God  wote,  I  went  ryght  bare : 
Many  a  salte  tere  dyd  I  swete,. 
Before  thvs  carkes  coulde  ^  come  thare. 
Yet  have  I  bene  at  Rome  also, 
And  gone  the  statyons  '^  a)l  a  row. 
Saynt  Peter's  shryue,  and  many  mo, 
Than  yf  I  told  ell  ye  do  know. 
Except  that  there  be  any  suchc, 
'Hiat  fiath  ben  there,  and  diligently 
Hath  taken  hede,  and  marked  muctii^ 
Then  can  they  speke  as  muche  as  I. 


*  Vat  in.  +  Worthies,  p.  221 . 

'  Palmer — **  The  difference  between  a  pilgrim  and  a  palmer  was  thus  :  The  pilgrim  bad  some  hoawv 
•r  iwcUmg  place ;  but  the  palmer  liad  none.  The  pilgrim  travelled  to  some  certain  designed  piace,  or 
piaecs  I  bat  the  palmer  to  all.  The  pilgrim  went  at  bis  own  charges ;  bat  the  palmer  professed  wilful 
poverty,  and  went  upon  alms.  The  pilgrim  might  give  over  his  profcssioB,  and  return  home ;  but  the 
paioMr  most  be  constant  till  he  had  obtoined  the  palm,  that  is,  victory  over  all  spiritaal  enemies,  and 
life  by  deatby  and  thence  bis  name  Palmer  i  or  else  from  a  staff,  or  boughs  of  palm,  which  he  always 
carried  aloi«  with  hlm."~-8TAVELBY's  Roman  Uttrukeck^  1769,  p.  93. 

*  Sew  y<w— sue  now,  edition  1669.  3  re--yoa,  edit.  1509. 

^  HoM    hnth,  1st  edit.  s  fv^^e  andfarrt—iax  and  fiure,  edit.  1560. 

*  Biefjumlem — ^Jerusalem,  edit  1509. 
'  JTcoe  I— I  have,  edit  1569. 

*  To  JaottphtA  and  ObfotU — Maoadevile  thus  mentions  these  places :  '^  And  towards  th^  est  syde,  with<* 
Oite  the  walles  of  the  cytee  {U  e.  Jerusalem)  is  the  vale  of  Josaphathe,  that  touchethe  to  the  waUes,  as 
thoaghe  it  were  a  large  dycbe.  And  anen  that  vale  of  Josaphathe  out  of  the  cjtee,  is  the  chircbe  of 
Seynt  Stevene,  where  he  was  stoned  to  detbe."— flotage  and  TnmaiU,  8vo,  IT35,  p.  06.  '*  And  above  the 
vale  is  the  momai  of  Otyveie :  and  it  is  cleped  so  for  the  plentee  of  olyves  that  growen  there.  That  mount 
is  more  highe  than  the  cytee  of  Jerusalem  is ;  and  therefore  may  men  upon  that  mount  see  many  the 
Mictes  of  the  cytee.  And  betwene  that  moubt  and  the  cytee  is  not  but  the  vale  of  Jooapkatke^  that  is  not 
AAe  large.  And  fro  that  mount  sleighe  oure  Lord  Jesa  Crist  to  heven  upon  Ascension-day ;  and  zit 
there  schewetbe  the  schapir  of  his  left  foot  fai  the  ^touc^-^Voiage  and  Traoaile,  Svo,  1725,  p.  1 16. 

*  CMldiH-woald,  edit.  1560. 

^  J%e  aiatjfoiu  (otationeSt  or  Jamee^^Answered  to  the  stages  between  London  and  Rome,  or  Holy  Landi 
of  wUch  there  fo  a  map  m  a  MS.  of  Math.  Paris,  Roy.  Ub.  14#  C.  YII.  and  Bonnet.  Coll.  c.  U«  and 
PL  VII.  Brit.  Topog.  Vol.  I.  p.  85.    G. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THEF0UllFs- 


tHElrwooii. 


Then  at  the  Rodes  ***♦  also  I  was; 
And  rounde  about  to  Aihias." 
At  Saynt  Toncomber  and  Saynt  Tronion :  ** 
At  Sajnt  Bothulph^  '^  and  Saynt  Anne  of  Back- 
•ton,** 


Oh  the  brUes  of  Anaenj,  where  I  nw  '^  Noe's 

aite;** 
With  holy  Job,  andSaynt  George  in  Southwarke;'^ 
At  Waitam/*  and  at  Walsyn^uun ;  ■' 
And  at  the  good  rood  ^  of  Dagnam ; " 


'°  •  Rodea^Rhadai  an  island  to  whitb  tbe  Knigbts  Ho^ltalleni  now  Kaigfats  of  Malta,  Ktiied,  on 
being  driyen  oat  of  Jerusalem. 

"  Jmia» — probably  Emaos,  near  Jerusalem. 

'*  Sayia  Toncomber  andSofnt  TVonion — Of  these  saints,  or  ^ces,  I  can  give  no  accout. 

'^  Saynt  Bothulph — Saint  Bothulpb  is  said  to  have  been  bom  In  Cornwall^  and  was  eminent  for  work- 
ing  miracles  about  the  time  of  Lucius.    He  was  buried  at  Boston,  in  Lincolnshire. 

'^  Saynt  Jnne  of  Buckston^*^  Within  the  parish  of  Bacwell,  in  Derbyshire,  is  a  ckappeU  (sawtetyme 
dedicated  to  St  Anne,)  in  a  place  called  Hucston^  wheare  b  a  hotte  bathe,  of  such  like  ipalitie  as  those 
mentioned  in  Bathe  be.  Hyther  tkey  tceare  wont  to  run  on  pilgrimage^  ascribinge  to  St  Anne  minunilously» 
that  thinge  which  is  in  that  and  sondrye  other  waters  naturatty.** — LAHBAnDE^sDicfiMMrtaijis,  p.  48* 
Drayton  says, 

*<  — I  can  again  produce  those  wondrous  wells 
Of  Buestony  as  I  have  that  most  delicious  fount 
^  IVbich  men  the  second  Bath  of  England  do  accoan't, 
AVhich  in  the  primer  reigns,  when  first  this  we^  begad 
To  iiave  her  virtues  known  unto  the  blest  St  Anne, 
Was  consecrated  then." 

Poly  Olbi&n^  Simg  TxvU    . 

**  Sai0— see,  1st  edition* 

*^  Hylles  ofArmeny^  tohere  Isoto  iVoeV  arke^-^*  And  so  passe  men  be  this  Rrmonie^  aad  entren  the  see 
of  Peraie,  Fro  that  cytee  of  Artyroun  go  men  to  an  faille  that  is  elept  SobiesocoUe.  And  thera  be^de  Is 
another  hille  that  men  clepen  Araralhe ;  but  the  Jewes  clepen  It  Taneez  f  where  Net's  schipp  rested,  and 
zit  Is  upon  that  montayne ;  and  men  may  seen  it  a  ferr  in  cleer  wedr^ :  and  that  montayne  Is  wd  a  T 
myle  highe.  And  sum  men  seyn,  that  tbei  ban  seen  and  touched  the  schipp,  and  pu(  here  fyngres  In  the 
parties  where  tbe  feend  went  out,  whan  that  Noe  seyde,  Benedicite,  But  tbey  that  seycn  sucbe  wordes, 
seyen  here  wille;  for  a  man  may  not  gon  up  tbe  montayne  for  gret  plentee  of  snow  that  is  alle  w«yi  on 
that  montayne,  noutber  somer  ne  wynter ;  so  (bat  no*  man  may  gon  up  there,  ne  nevere  man  dide,sHfae  tbe 
tyme  of  Noe,  saf  a  monk,  that,  be  the  grace  of  Clod,  brougbte  on  of  tbe  plankes  doun,.tbat  zit  Is  iu  the 
mynstre  at  tbe  foot  of  the  mountayne.**— Maundevile*8  Foiage  and  TravaiUj  1727,  p.  179. 

'7  Saynt  George  in  Southwarke — Formerly  belonging  to  the  priory  of  Bermoadsey.  See  Stow's  Sur^ 
rey. 

'•  FTfl/tem— The  famous  holy  Cross  of  Wallham,  which  tradition  says  was  discovered  in  the  foUowii^ 
manaer :  A  carpenter,  in  the  reign  of  Canute,  Ihrilig  at  Lutegnrsbyry,  bad  a  vision  in  the  night  of  Christ 
crueMed,  by  whom  be  was  commanded  to  go  to  the  parish  priest,  and  direct  him  to  walk,  accompanied 
with  bis  parishioners,  in  solemn  procession  to  the  top  of  an  acyoining  htU,  where  on  dicing  they  would 
find  a  cross  tbe  very  sign  of  Cbrist^s  passion.  Tbe  man^  neglecting  to  perform  the  orders  of  the  image, 
was  visited  by  it  a  second  time,  aad  his  bands  were  then  griped  in  such  a  manner,  that  tbe  marks  remained 
some  time  after^  lie  then  acquainted  the  priest,  and,  as  tbey  were  ordered,  they  pioceeded  to  tbe  place 
pointed  out,  where  tbey  discovered  a  great  marble,  having  ia  it  of  black  flint  the  ifuag e  of  the  crucifix> 
Tbey  then  informed  tbe  lord  of  the  manor  of  tbe  transaction ;  and  be  immediately  resolved  to  send  tbe 
cross  first  to  Canterbary,and  afterwards  to  Reading;  but  on  attempting  to  draw  it  to  tbese'piaces,  althoagh 
with  tbe  force  of  twelve  red  oxen,  and  as  many  white  kine,  it  was  found  impracticable^  and  be  was 
obliged  to  desist.  He  then  determined  to  fix  it  at  Waltham,  and  immediately  the  wain  b^n  to  move 
thither  of  itself.  In  the  way  many  persons  were  bealesd  of  disorders ;  and  the  relick  soon  became  misch 
resorted  to  by  tbe  pilgrims  on  account  of  the  miracles  performed  by  it.  LAnnAUDE^s  Dictionarium  Jitt^ 
glia  Topographiatm  et  ili^toricum^  4to.  17 SO,  p.  4^1. 

'9  fVal^ngham---**  Walsiogbam,  in  Norfolk,  where  was  anciently  aa  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  faiDoot 
over  all  Europe  for  the  numerous  pilgrimages  made  to  it,  and  the  great  riches  it  possessed.  Erasmus  has 
given  a  very  exact  and  bumourous.description  of  the  superstitions  practised  there  in  his  time.  See  his 
Account  of  tbe  Virgo  Parathalastia,  in  his  Coloquy,  intitled,  Peregrinatio  Religionie  Ergo^  He  tells  us, 
the  rich  offerings  in  silver,  gold,  and  preeipus  stones,  that  were  there  shewn  him,  were  incredible  ;  there 
being  scarce  a  person  of  any  note  in  England,  but  what  some  time  or  jotber  paid  a  visit,  or  sent  a  present 
to  pur  Lady  of  Walsingham.  At  tbe  dissolution  of  tbe  monasteries,  in  I53ti,  this  splendid  image,  witli 
anottier  from  Ipswich,  was  carried  to  Chelsea,  and  there  burnt  in  the  presence  of  commissioners.'* — Set 
Pbucv's  Rdiquet  of  Ancient  Poetry,  Vol.  II.  p.  79.  Uobert  Longlaud,  in  Pier's  Plowman's  risions,  l^^a 
p.  1.  says, 
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AtStjntCorael/s;^  atSftpit  James  in  Gtle»f'  |  At  our  Lady  of  Boston;**  at  St  Edmond's  Bury  ;*« 
And  at  Sajnt  Wyncfiredc's  well  *♦  in  Walles ;        |  And  streyght  to  Sayni  Patrike'a  purgatory ;  ^{ 


"  Hermets  on  a  hcape,  wyth  hoked  stavesy 
Weoten  to  WalMmgham,  and  her  wenches  alter. 
Great  loabies  and  looge,  yt  loth  were  to  swinke. 
Clothed  him  in  copes  to  be  knowen  firom  other^ 
And  shopen  hcrifher  mets,  her  ease  to  haTe." 

See  dm  Weerer't  FtmeMi  MmtnmU^  p.  ISh 

^  Aood^Hcame,  in  his  Gtossary  to  Peter  Langtofly  p.  544,  under  the  word  crotf,  obterres,  that,  al- 
thsigh  the  crofs  and  the  r9od  are  commoaly  taken  for  the  same,  yet  the  rood  properly  sigaiied  formerly 
tke  isage  of  Christ  on  the  cross,  so  as  to  represent  both  the  cross  and  the  figure  of  our  blessed  Saviour  as 
he  votntA  upon  it.  The  t9oi»  thai  were  in  churches  and  chapels  were  placed  In  shrines,  chat  were  styled 
Mood-h^.  ^  JUod-hfti**  saith  Blount,  **  a  shrine,  whereon  was  placed  the  cross  of  Christ.  The  rood 
was  aa  uaage  of  *Chnftt  on  the  cross,  made  generally  of  wood,  and  erected  in  a  loft  for  that  purpose,  just 
•T»  the  puMuge  oot  of  the  church  into  the  chancel."  But  rood-loft  sometimes  also  signifies  a  shrine,  on 
which  was  plhced  the  imace  or  relicks  of  a  saint ;  because  generally  a  crucifix,  or  a  cross,  used  likewise 
ta  attend  such  image  or  reficks* 

"  Dagmam — L  e*  Dagenham,  In  Essex. 

^  Sapif  Comefyo — Saint  CorUelys,  according  to  (he  lAgmdM  Amroa^  succeeded  Fabian  in  the  papacy, 
»i  was  beheaded  in  the  reign  of  Oeciaa,  for  refusing  to  sacrifice  in  the  temple  of  Mars.  There  was  a 
fratefuicy  ia  his  honour  at  Westminster.    See  their  pardon,  BriU  Top,  1. 772. 

^  Sa^HiJamm  a*  Gale»— Wee?er,  in  bis  Pimeml  MonumaUs,  p.  11^,  observes,  that  '<  the  Italfams,  yea 
those  that  dwell  neaie  Rooe,  will  mocke  and  scoife  at  our  Bnglish  (and  other)  pilgrims  that  go  to  Rome 
ta  see  the  Pope*a  bolinesse,  and  St  Peter's  chaire,  and  yet  they  themselves  will  runne  to  tee  the  relique$  of 
8t  Jttmts  of  CompotteUm  in  the  kingdom  of  Oalicia^  in  Spaine,  which  is  above  twelve  hundred  English 
ttUcs.**    See  alao  Dr  Geddes*s  Trocfo. 

^  8oMt  fr$me/rM*9wM^StdM  Wcnefrede's  well,  near  Holywell,  in  the  county  of  Flint,  is  a  spring 
vhlch  rises,  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  hill,  out  of  a  rock,  and  is  formed  into  a  beautiful  polygonal  well,  co» 
vetad  with  a  rich  arch,  supported  by  pillars ;  the  roof  exquisitely  carved  in  stone ;  over  the  fountain,  the 
l>|ead  of  St  Weoefrede  oa  a  pendent  projection,  with  the  arms  of  England  at  the  bottom.  Numbers  of 
ise  ribs  secure  the  arch,  whose  intersections  are  coupled  with  some  sculpture.  To  this  place  the  resort 
af  pilgrhus  was  formeily  very  great  $  and,  though  considerably  diminished,  there  are  stili  to  be  seen,  in 
tha  saauaer,  a  ftw  in  the  water,  in  deep  devotion,  up  to  their  chins  for  hours,  sending  up  their  prayers  t 
^Mforming  a  number  of  evolutions  round  the  polygonal  well ;  or  threading  the  arch  between  well  and 
«^apffcscribe<l  number  of  times.  The  legend  of  SaWenefrede  is  well  known.  Those  who  desire  more 
Jiftsmuion  on  this  sul^ject,  may  be  referred  to  the  Legenda  Aurea;  Bishop  Fleetwood's  Works^  or  Mr 
^«aal's  Tbar  HUo  WaU$y  p.  28. 

^  ^t  oar  Ladg  of  Boitmh—OT  Botolph's  town,  in  Lincolnshire,  where  St  Botolph  was  buried. 

**  Delicious  Wytham  leads  tO  Ao(y  Botolph's  town,**— Po(y  OlHouy  Song  xzv.  , 

*•  Jt  SmfiU  EdmuntTa  Btay^** b  named  of  Kinge  Edmunde,  whom  the  comon  chronicles  call  St 

WBaiiJ,  or  Edmund  the  Martyr,  foi*  Bury,  is  but  to  say  a  court  or  palace.  It  was  first  a  colledge  of 
pfiesies,  founded  by  Athelstane,  the  kinge  of  Ingland,  to  the  honour  and  memorye  of  Edmund,  that  was 
4a^  «t  Hoxton  (then  caHed  Eylesdnnd  [or  Egfesdon]  as  I.eland  thinketh,)  whose  bones  he  removed 
tl)rfber.  The  bole  historic  of  this  matter  hi  so  enterlaced  with  miracles,  that  Polydor  himselfe  (who  be- 
Ittvcil  them  tietter  tban'I)  began  to  dalye  with  it,  sayinge,  that  monket  were  muche  delighted  with  them,*'' — 
LAnasaok's  Dictionantm,  p.  85.  . 

^^  Sqwf  PaMke*9  purraf 073^— This  place,  which  was  much  frequented  by  pilgrims,  was  situated  on  a  lake 
cJei  Lai^  Deif  ,  in  the  southern  part  of  the  county  of  Donegall,  near  the  borders  of  Tyrone  and  Fer- 
i^auA.  ft  was  Surrounded  with  wild  and  barren  mountains,  and  was  almost  inaccessible  by  horsemen, 
rve»  10  summer  time,  on  account  of  great  bogs,  rocks,  and  precipices,  which  environed  it.  The  popular 
Crodition  coocemiog  it,  is  as  ridiculous  as  is  to  be  found  in  any  legend  of  the  Romish  Martyrology.  After 
^aathmiog  la  great  credit  many  years,  it  began  to  decline;  and,  in  the  IStb  of  tfcnry  the  Seventh,  was 
4eMaiished  wKh  great  solemnity,  on  St  Patrick's  day,  by  the  Pope's  express  order.  It,  however,  afler- 
virdi  came  into  reputation  again ;  imomuch,  that,  by  an  order  of  the  Privy-council,  dated  13th  of  Scp- 
tnuhu,  IfiSi,  it  was  a  second  time  destroyed.  From  this  period,  as  pilgrimages  grew  less  in  foshion,  it 
^anear  extraordinary,  that  the  phice  should  bea  third  time  restored  to  its  original  state,  and  as  much 
^ittted  as  in  any  former  poriod.  In  this  condition  it  continued  until  the  second  year  of  Queen  Anne,  when 
aa  net  of  the  Irish  Parliament  declared,  that  all  meetings  and  assemblies  there  should  be  adjudged  riots 
*^  aalawfal  assemblies,  and  inflicted  a  penalty  upon  every  person  meeting  or  assembling  contrary  to  the 
*tat8te.  The  ceremonies  to  be  performed  by  the  pilgrims  are  very  exactly  set  forth  in  Richardson's  Great 
^•tfy,  Snpentition^  and  Idolatry^  of  Pilgrimages  in  JreUmdy  especiallif  of  that  to  St  Patrick's  Pmrgatorf/,^^ 
Bablin,  8vo,  1727. 
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At  Rid>boDe,*»  and  at  the  Wood  of  Ilaytef;**      I  At  Saynt  Bfat^w,  and  Sajnt  Mark  in  Vanit;  »* 
Where  piJgrymes  paynes  rvght  muche  avaylea;     I  At  Mayster  Johan  fihorne  m  Canterbury ;  '^ 
At  Saynt  Davys,'®  and  at  Saynt  Denis ; "  |  The  graet  God  of  Katewajle,'*  at  Kynge  Henry '» 


It  is  mentioned  in  Erasmus's  Pratte  of  Folic,  1649,  sign.  A^<-*-*^  Whereas  before  ye  satte  all  heavie  and 
glommyng,  as  if  ye  had  come  lately  from  Troponins  cave,  or  SaM  Pettrieke^s  purgaiorie.** 

^>  Rid^one — i.  e.  Redbnme,  within  three  miles  of  8t  Alban's.  **  At  this  place,**  says  Norden,  "  were 
foande  tlie  reliques  of  Arophil>a]l,  who  is  saide  to  be  the  Insllkictoar  and  conrertour  of  Alhan  from  Pagan- 
isme,  of  whose  retiques  such  was  the  regard  that  the  abbottes  of  tlie  monasterie  of  Alban  liad  that  Siej 
should  be  devoutly  preserved,  that  a  decree  was  made  by  Thonai,  then  abbott,  that  a  pr^oi  ani  three 
jBiunckes  should  be  appointed  to  this  holie  flinction,  whose  allowance  in  those  dayei  ameuated,  yrarely,  to 
twenty  pound,  or  upwards,  as  much  as  three  bandred  pound  In  this  age."-«-X>escr(p<ie8  of  iIartfb9Mir$f 
p.  SS.    See  also  Weever*s  Funeral  Monumenlt,  p.  686. 

Dr  Middleton,  in  his  Letter  from  Rome,  says.  Bishop  Usher  has  proved  that  this  saiat  fever  existed, 
and  that  we  owe  the  honour  of  his  saintship  to  a  mistaken  passage  la  the  legend  of  St  Alban,  where  the 
'uimokiMut,  tliere  mentioned,  b  nothinji:  more  than  a  cloak, 

^^  Blood  of  Uaofleo—The  abbey  of  Hailes,  in  Gloucestershire,  was  founded  by  Richard,  king  of  the  Ea« 
mans,  brother  to  Ueury  the  Third.  This  precions  relick,  which  was  commonly  called  tke  blood  ofHaik^ 
was  brought  out  of  Germany  by  Riehard*s  son  Edmund,  who  bestowed  a  third  part  of  it  upon  bis  fiatherb 
abbey  of  Hailes,  and,  some  time  after,  gave  the  other  two  parts  to  an  abbey  of  his  oira  fonadaiion  at 
Aihnig,  near  Berkbaqistead.  It  was  given  out,  and  believed  to  have  this  property,  that  if  a  man  was  in 
mortal  sin,  and  not  absolved,  be  could  not  see  it ;  otherwise,  be  might  see  it  rery  well  i  therefore,  every 
man  that  came  to  see  this  miracle,  this  most  precious  blood,  confessed  himself  fint  to  one  of  the  priests 
there,  and  then,  offering  something  at  the  altar,  was  directed  to  a  chapel  where  the  miracle  was  showed* 
The  priest,  who  confessed  him,  in  the  mean  time,  retiring  to  the  back  part  of  the  said  chapel,  and  patting 
forth  a  little  cabinet,  or  vessel,  of  crystal  |  which,  being  thick  on  the  one  side,  that  nothing- coald  be 
^seen  through  it,  but  on  the  other  side  thin  and  transparent,  they  used  diversely,  as  their  interest  required. 
On  the  dissolution  of  the  abbey,  it  was  discovered  to  be  nothing  more  than  honey  clarified  and  colouicd 
with  saffron; — **  an  unctowse  gumme  coloured ;  which,  in  the  glasse,  apperyd  to  be  a  glisteryage  red,  re- 
semblyng  partlie  the  color  of  blood  i  and,  owte  of  the  glasse,  apparaante  glysteriag  yelow  eolour»  lifca 
arobre  or  basse  gold.** — Certificate  of  Fititon,  printed  at  end  of  Heame*s  Benediatui  AMm  IL  76K 

^^  Saynt  Davyf—i,  e.  Saint  David.    Drayton,  in  his  Poly  Olbion,  song  xxiv.  says, 

**  Whose  Cambro-Britons  so  their  saints  as  duly  brought, 

**  To  advance  the  Christian  faith,  effectually  that  wrought ; 

*•  Their  David,  (one  derived  of  the  royal  BVitisb  blood,) 

*'  Who  *gainst  Pelagius*  false  an^  damned  opinions  stood ;  * 

**  And  turned  Menenia*s  name  to  Bavid'e  sacred  see, 

••  The  patron  of  the  Welsh  deserving  well  to  be.** 

See  an  account  of  him  in  an  extract  from  Bale,  in  Godwin  de  Pramlilnu  AnglUc,  p..  673.  edit.  1743.— 
He  is  said  to  have  been  bbhop  65  years,  and  to  have  lived  146.  He  died,  according  to  soi^e  accounts,  in 
the  year  646 ;  according  to  others,  In  the  year  54^.  His  shrine,  I  am  informed,  remains  in  the  wall  of 
bis  cathedral  in  Pembrokeshire. 

3'  Saynt  Denit—Si  Denis,  the  patron  of  France,  is  said  to  have  been  the  disciple  of  St  Paul,  and  the 
first  who  preached  the  gospel  to  the  French.  The  legend  concerning  him  aflirms,  that  after  be  was  be* 
beaded,  near  Paris,  he  walked  four  miles  with  liis  head  in.his  hands.  His  body  was  said  to  be  entombed 
very  magnificently  at  the  abbey  of  St  Denis,  to  which  the  pilgrims  used  to  resort. 

3^  Saynt  Mark  in  Feni*— At  the  chnrcb  of  St  Mark,  in  Venice,  they  pretend  to  have  the  body  of  that 
evangelist,  which  was  brought  thither  by  certain  merchants  from  Alexandria,  in  Egypt,  in  the  year  810. 
Coryat  says,  that  the  treasure  of  this  church  was  of  that  inestimable  value,  that  it  was  thought  no  trea- 
sure whatsoever  in  any  other  place  in  Christendom  might  compare  with  it,  neither  that  of  St  Denis  in 
France^nor  St  Peter*s  in  Rome,  nor  that  of  Madonna  de  iioretto  in  Italy,  nor  that  of  Toledo  in  Spain,  nor 
any  other. — See  Coryat*s  Crudities,  p.  214.  and  The  Commonwealtk  and  Government  of  Fenice,  by  Contare- 
no,  translated  by  Lewes  Lcwknor,  Esq.  1599,  p.  175. 

^^  MaysterJokaa  Shome  in  Canterbury — Who  this  John  Shorue  was,  I  can  eive  no  account.  In  the  pre- 
face to  The  Accedence  of  Armorie,  4to,  1697,  a  story  is  told  of  one  who  had  been  called  to  worship  in  a 
city  within  Middlesex,  and  who  being  desired  by  a  herald  to  show  bis  coat  [t.  e.  of  arms,]  **  called  unto 
bis  roayd,  commanding  her  to  fetch  hb  coat,  which,  being  brought,  was  of  cloth  garded  with  a  burgnniaa 
gard  of  l>are  velvet,  well  bawdefied  on  the  balfe  placard,  and  squaUoted  in  the  fore  quarters.  Lo,  quoth 
the  man  to  the  heraugbt,  here  it  b ;  if  ye  will  buy  it,  ye  shall  have  time  of  payment,  as  first  to  pay  balfe 
in  hand,  and  the  rest  by  and  by.  And  with  much  botte  he  said,  he  ware  not  the  same  since  be  came  last 
from  Sir  John  Shome,*'  &c. 

^  KatcKodc — Catirade  Bridge  b  in  Sampford  handred,  in  the  county  of  Sablk,  where  there  may  have 
been  a  famous  chapel  aod  rood.    G% 

«  i/oiry— lierry,  edit,  1569. 
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AtSiyttSftTjroaf't;^  tt OorlAdjr of Sovthitciej^^  I  I  truste  the  Boon«r  t6  obtain ^ 

At  Crome,^'  at  WylMloiBey''  luid  At  Maswel ;  ^  I  For  m¥  Aalvac^Yoii.  irtuce  and  m 

At  Sajnt  Jtycharde,**  and  at  8«;iit  Roke  j^ 

And  at  our  Lady  that  statideth  m  the  oke. 

Tathe^y  with  other  manj  one, 

Devotttlj  have  I  prajad  aad  gone^ 

Prayebg  to  them,  to  praj  for  me 

Unto  the  blessed  Trynytje, 

Bj  whose  prajers  and  my  dayly  payne^ 


For  my  MdtacyoD,  gluce  and  mercy. 
For  be  te  sure  I  thynke  ateuredly,^ 
Who  fceketb  saynts  for  Chryste*8  sake, 
And  namely  sucbe  as  patne  do  take 
On  fote,  to  punish  their  *^  frail  body, 
Shall  therby  ineryte  more  hyely 
Then  by  any  thyng  done  by  man. 
Fard.^  And  when  ye  ImYe  gone  as  far  as  ye^^cai^^ 


^  Sagia  Smytmr**-"**  la  September,  the  Muae  yeare,  (says  Weever,  p.  111.)  >i2.  an.  90.  Hen.  VIII.  by. 
the  special  motion  of  great  Cromwell,  all  the  notable  images,  uito  the  which  were  made  any  especiaU 
pUgriraages  and  offerings,  as  the  Images  of  ottr  Lady  of  WaUingham^  Ipswich,  Worcester,  the  JUidy  of 
fViltdoHy  tlie  rood  of  grace  of  oor  Lady  of  Boxley,  and  the  image  of  the  rood  of  SiUnt  Saviour  ia  Bermond* 
lejf,  with  all  the  rest,  were  brought  ap  to  London,  and  burnt  at  Chelsey ;  at  the  commandment  of  the  fore* 
laid  CroBwell,  all  the  jewels,  and  other  rich  ofieriogs  to  these,  and  to  the  shrines  (which  were  all  likewise 
taken  away,  or  beaten  to  pieces)  of  other  saints,  throoghont  both  England  and  Wales,  were  brought  into 
the  ki^^s  treasure.'* 

^^  M  OUT  Ladif  of  Southmeh-^The  church  dedicated  to  Saint  Mary  at  Sooth wel,  in  Nottinghamshire* 

^  Cronu-^lu  the  county  of  Kent,  near  Greenwich. 

^  Wybd^mB    In  Finsbury  hundred,  Middlesex,  the  chapel  dedicated  to  St  Mary,   See  above,  note  SO. 

^  M  Mtmoei  **  iBmmeli'hiU^  called  abo  Pinsenall-hill;  there  was  a  chappie  sometime  bearing  the 
naow  of  our  Ladie  of  Muswell,  where  now  Alderman  Roe  hath  erected  a  proper  house,  the  place  taketh 
naaw  of  the  well  and  of  the  hill,  MeusewelKbill  i  for  there  Is  on  the  hill  a  spring  of  faire  water,  which  is 
BOW  within  the  compass  of  the  house.  There  was  some  time  an  image  of  the  Ladle  of  Muswell,  where^ 
ttoto  was  a  continuaU  resort  in  the  way  of  pylgrimage,  growing,  as  is  (though,  as  I  take  it,  fabulouslie)  re- 
ported, in  regard  of  a  great  cure  which  was  performed  by  this  water  upon  a  king  of  Scots,  who  being 
itnttgely  diseased,  was,  by  some  devine  intelligence,  advised  to  take  the  water  of  a  well  in  England,  call- 
ed MMtwdi;  which,  after  long  scrutation  and  inquisition,  this  well  was  found,  and  performed  the  cure.'* — 
Noansif  *9  Speculum  Britannia,  p,  S6.  edit.  1728.  I  am  informed,  that  the  mosaic  pavement,  and  other 
rauB  of  this  weQ  and  Hs  chapel,  were  to  be  seen  about  twenty-five  years  ago.  ' 

^  S^yut  Bychatrde  This  was  probably  Richard  Fitznige,  bishop  of  London,  and  treasurer  of  England, 
in  the  time  of  Henry  4lie  Second.  His  shrine  was,  as  Weever  observes,  p.  714.  in  St  PauFs  church ;  and, 
ai  he  contributed  largely  to  the  building  of  the  church,  be  coiijectnres  It  to  have  been  erected  there  on 
that  aecooat.    Drayton,  however,  in  his  Poly  Olbion,  song  zzlv.  speaks  of  others  of  that  name  ^  as, 

*<  Richard,  the  dear  son  to  Lothar,  king  of  Kent, 
When  he  his  happy  days  religiouslPy  had  spent; 
And,  feeling  the  approach  of  his  declining  age. 
Desirous  to  see  Rome  in  holy  pilgriniage. 
Into  thy  country  come,  at  Lucca  left  his  life  $ 
Whose  miracles  there  done,  yet  to  this  day  are  rife.'* 


Again, 


Again, 


'<  So  countries  more  remote  with  ours  we  did  acipiaiat; 

As  Richard,  for  the  fame  his  holiness  had  won. 

And  for  the  wondrous  things  that  through  his  prayers  were  done } 

From  this  his  native  home  into  Calabria  called. 

And  of  St  Andrew's  there  the  bishop  was  imtall'd; 

For  whom  she  hath  profess'd  much  reverence  to  this  land." 

"  So  other  southern  sees,  here  cither  less  or  more, 
Havo  likewise  had  their  saints- 


■  we  have  of  Chichester 


SmU  Richard,  and  with  him  Saint  Gilbert,  which  do  stand 
Inroll*d  amongst  the  rest  of  this  our  mitred  band." 

^  Swpd  i?ol»— Saint  Roke,  or  Roch,  was  bom  at  Montpelier,  in  France  i  and  died  in  prison  at  A%( 
l^erye,  in  the  province  of  Lombardy,  where  a  large  church  was  built  in  hoooar  of  him.  See  ItogonM 
Awea^^,99%* 

^^  OMofo— obtaye,  1st  edit.  ^  ^stiirM%--fiBrely^  1st  edit.  ^^  7Aeir— thy,  1st  edit. 

^  Poriofiff^— «**I>ardonen  were  certain  fellows  that  carried  about  the  Pope's  Indidgences,  aad  sol^ 
them  to  such  as  would  bay  them;  against  whom  Luther,  by  Sleydan's  ivpert.  Incensed  the  people  of 
Cermany  In  hb  time,  exhorting  them  nt  ntercts  tarn  viles  taati  enteral/.'' — Co  wel. 

*7  JTe—you,  edit.  1B69. 
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[Hetwodd* 


For  all  yonr  bibonr  and  gost^y  entente, 
Ye  will  come  borne  ^  at  wyse  as  ye  wente^ 

Palm,  Why,  syr,  dyspyse  ye  pylgryinage  ? 

PanL  Nay,  fore  ^  Gid,  syr,  then  dyd  I  rage ; 
I  thynke  ye  ryght  well  occupyed. 
To  seke  tbes^  saynts  on  every  syde. 
Also  yoar  paynes  '^  I  nat  dyspraise  it; 
But  yet  I  discomende  your  wit : 
And  or ''  we  go  even  so  shall  ye. 
If  you  in  this  wyl  answere  me. 
I  pray  you  shew  what  the  cause  is, 
Ye  wente  all  these  p^lerymages  ? 

Pdm,  Forsoth,  this  Tyfe  I  did  begyn, 
To  rydde  the  bondage  of  my  syn : 
For  whiche  these  sayntes  rehersed  or  this : 
I  bave  both  sought  and  sene,  I  wys ; 
Besechynge  them  to  bear  recorde 
Of  all  my  payne,  unto  the  Lord, 
That  gyveth  all  remyssion. 
Upon  eche  man's  oontricyon : 
And  by  thyr  eood  mediadon, 
Upon  myne  '^  humble  submyssion, 
I  trust  to  have  in  very  dede, 
For  my  soule  helth  the  better  spede. 

PardU  Nowe  is  your  owne  confeseyon  lykely 
To  make  yourselfe  *'  a  fool  quickly. 
For  I  perceyve  ye  wolde  obtayn 
Ko  other  ^^  thynge  for  all  your  payne, 
But  onely  grace  your  soule  to  save : 
Now  mark  in  this  what  wyt  ye  have. 
To  seke  so  farre,  and  helpe  so  nye ; 
Even  here  at  liome  is  remedy : 
iFor  at  your  dore  myselie  doth  dwell, 
Who  coulde  have  saved  your  soule  aswel, 
As  aU  your  wyde  wandrynge  shall  do. 
Though  ye  wente  thryes  to  Jericho. 
Nowe  syns  ye  myght  have  spedde  at  home, 
What  have  ye  wonoe  by  running  ^'  to  Rome  ? 


Palm,  If  thb  be  true  that  you  have  mofed, 
Then  is  my  wyt  in  dede  reproved. 
But  let  us  here  fyrste  what  ye  are  ? 

Pard,  Truly  I  am  a  Pardoner. 

Palm,  Truly  a  Pardoner !  that  may  be  true ; 
But  a  true  Pardoner  doth  nat  ensew. 
Ryght  seide  is  it  seae,  or  never. 
That  trueth  and  Pardoners  dwell  together. 
For  be  your  pardons  never  so  great, 
Yet  them  to  enlarse  ye  wyl  nat  let, 
With  suche  lyes,  Uiat  oft  tymes,  Ciyste  wo^ 
Ye  seme  to  liave  that  ye  have  nat. 
Wherfore  I  went  myselfe  to  the  selfe  thyoge 
In  every  place,  and  without  faynyng : 
Had  as  muche  pardon  there  assuredly. 
As  ye  cat!  promyse  me  here  doutefully. 
Howe  be  it,  I  thynke  ye  do  but  soo£fe :  '^ 
But  yf  ye  hadde  all  the  pardon  ye  speak '^  of. 
And  no  whyt  of  pardon  graunted 
In  any  place,  where  I  have  haunted ; 
Yet  of  my  labour  I  nothynge  repent ; 
God  hatbe  respect  how  eche  tyme  is  spent. 
And  as  in  his  knowled^  ail  is  regarded ; 
So  by  his  goodness  all  is  rewarded. 

Pard.  By  the  '*  fyrste  parte  of  this  lastc  tale. 
It  seemeth  ye  came  of  late ''  from  the  ale  \ 
For  reason  on  your  syde  so  farre  doth  fayle, 
That  ye  leve  reasoning,*®  and  begyn  to  rayle ; 
Whenn  you**  forget  your  owne  part  clerdj. 
For  you  ^  be  as  untrue  as  I : 
And  in  one  poynte  ye  are  beyonde  me, 
For  you  ^'  may  lie  by  aucthoryte. 
And  all  that  have  ^  waudred  so  farre. 
That  no  man  can  be  theyr  controller. 
And  where  you  ^  esteme  your  labour  so  muche ; 
I  say  yet  agayne  my  pardqns  are  ^  suche. 
That  yf  there  were  a  tliousande  soules  on  a  hepe, 
I  W0I4  bryi^  theqi  all  to  heven,  as  gpod  chepe^^^^ 


♦•  Ye  will  come  home — Yet  welcome,  Ist  edit. 

^  Fore— for,  Ist  edl^  ^o  jPuj^iie,— payee,  Ist  edit.  "  Or— ere,  edit.  1569. 

«*  jlf^e— my,  edit.  1569.  *'  rourfcZ/e— you,  edit.  1569.        '♦  No  olAet^-^notber,  Ist  edit. 

s$  Rwminr — ronnyiog,  Ist  edit   **  Scofe— scofte,  Ist  edit,  '^  Speoib— kepe,  1st  edit. 

58  2%e— this,  edit.  1569,  '9  Ye  came  oflate-^you  comelate,  Istedit, 

^  Reatoning-'MDyDgf  1st  edit.    **  You — yc,  1st  edit.  **  You — ye^  Ist  edit. 

*5  Foil— >e,  Ist  edit.  «♦  /lace— hath,  Ist  edit.  «  Fou— ye,  Ist  edit. 

^  ^re— be,  Ist  edit. 

^7  /  ioold  brynge  them  all  to  heven^  as  good  chepe — Cheap,  as  Dr  Johnson  observes,  is  marketf  and  good 
cheap,  therefore,  is  bon  marche.  The  expression  is  very  frequent  in  ancient  writers,  as  in  Churchyard's 
frortJ^fae$$  of  Walee.    £van8*8  edition,  1716,  p.  S. 

**  Victuals  good  cheape  in  most  part  of  Wales.'* 

f  *  Scehig  thou  wilt  not  bale  coonsayle  at  the  first  haode  jrootf  eheape^  thou  shalt  bay  repentance  at  second 
hand,  at  such  an  unreasonable  rate,  that  thou  wilt  corse  thy  hard  peoywortb,  and  ban  thy  bard  beart.*^-^ 
Euphues,  1581,  p.  8.  *'  He  bneys  other  men's  conning  good  cheape  in  London,  and  ten  it  deare  in  the 
'  countrey.** — DESKiia's  Belman'e  Night'-waUuy  H.  4.  See  other  instances  In  Mr  Steeven's  Note  on  Pint 
Part  of  King  Uenry  IV.  A.^.  8. 3. 
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At  je  bare  brought  yonreelfe  on  pylgrymage^ 

In  the  last^  qaarter  of  your  voyage, 

Which  a  ^  far  a  this  side  heaven,  by  God : 

Tb«re  your  labour  and  pardon  is  od. 

With  smale  cost  without  any  payne, 

^ese  pardons  bring  '°  them  to  heven  playne. 

Geve  me  but  a  peny  or  two  pens. 

And  assone  as  the  soule  departeth  hens, 

In  balfe  an  houre,  or  thre  quarters  at  the  moste, 

The  sode  is  in  heven  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Pot,  Send  ye  any  souls  to  heaven  by  water  ? 

Tard,  If  we  doo,'*  sir,  what  is  the  mater  ? 

Pot,  By  God,  I  have  a  drye  soule  shulde  thy 
ther; 
I  pray  you  let  our  ^ules  go  to  heven  togyther ; 
So  bysy  you  twayn  be  in  soules  helth, 
May  nat  a  Potvcary  come  m  by  stelth  ? 
Yes,  that  I  wyl,7»  by  Saynt  Antony; 
And  by  the  leve  of  thys  company. 
Prove  ye  false  knaves  bothe,  ere  ''  we  goo, 
In  parte  of  your  sayings,  as  thys,  lo : 
Thou,  by  thy  travayle,  thynkest  heven  to  gete ; 

[To  the  Palmer, 
And  thou  by  pardons  and  reliquescountest  no  let,^^ 
\To  the  Pardoner, 
To  sende  thyne  owne  soule  to  heven  sure, 
And  all  other  whorae  thou  lyste  to  procure. 
If  I  toke  an  acdoo,  then  were  they  blanke ; 
For  lyke  theeves  the  knaves  rob  ^^  away  my  thanke. 
All  soules  in  heven,  havynge  releefe, 
Shall  they  thanke  your  craftes  ?  -xiay,  thanke  royn 

chefe. 
No  soule,  ye  knowe,  entreth  heven  gate, 
Tyll  from  the  boljfye  he  be  separate : 
And  whome  have  ye  knowen  dye  honestly,^* 
Withoot  helpe  of  the  Potycary  ? 
Nay,  all  that  commeth  to  our  handlynge, 
^■cept  ye  happe  to  come  to  hangynge ; 
That  way,  perchaunce,  ye  shall  nat  myster 
To  go  to  heven  without  a  glyster. 
But  be  ye  sore  Twolde  be  wo,'^ 
If*  ye  shulde  chauncc  to  beetle  me  so. 
As  good  to  lye  with  me  a  nyght. 
As  hai^  abrbde  in  the  raone  light. 
There  it  no  choyse  to  fle  my  hand; 
But^  as  I  sayd,  into  the  bande. 


Syns  of  our  bonles  the  multitude 
I  scnde  to  heaven,  when  All  is  vewd. 
Who  shulde  but  I  then  all  togyther 
Have  thanke  of  all  their  comyn};e  thvther? 

Pard,  If  ye  kyl'd  a  thousande  in  an  houre  f  pace. 
When  con^p  they  to  heven  Hyenge  oat  of  grace  r^* 

Pot,  If  a  thousande  pardons  about  your  necks 
were  teyd ; 
When  come  they  to  heven,  yf  they  never  dyed? 

Palm,  Long  lyfe  after  good  workes  in  dede 
Doth  hinder  manne's  receyt  of  medc ; 
And  deth  before  one  dewty  done 
May  make  us  thynke  we  dye  too  sone ; 
Yet  better  tary  a  thing  then  *°  have  it, 
Then  go  to  sone,  and  vaynly  crave  it. 

Pard,  The  lunger  ye  dwell  in  commnnicacipn 
The  Icsse  shall  ye  lyke  thys  ymagynacion. 
For  ye  *'  may  percey  ve  even  at  the  fyrsc  chop 
Your  taie  is  trapt  in  such  a  stop, 
That,  at  the  leste,  ye  seme  worse  than  we. 

Pot,  By  the  masse,  I  holde  us  nought  all  thre. 

Pedi  By  our  Lady,  then  have  I  gone  wrongc 
And  yet  to  be  here  I  thought  it  longe. 

Pot.  Brother,  ye  have  gone  wrong  no  wyt, 
I  prayse  yout  fortune  and  ^our  wyt, 
That  can  dyrecte  you  so  discretely, 
To  plante  you  in  this  company. 
Thou  a  Palmer,  and  thou  a  Pardoner, 
I  a  Poticary. 

Ped.  And  I  a  Pedler. 

Pot,  Nowe,  on  my  fayth,  full  well  watched     ■ 
Where  the  devyll  were  we  foure  hatched  ? 

Ped,  That  maketh  no  mater,  since  ^e  be 
matched, 
I  coulde  be  mery  yf  that  I  had  catchyd 
Some  money  for  parte  of  the  ware  in  my  packe. 

Pot.  What  the  devy  1 1  hast  thou  there  at  thy  back  ? 

Ped.  What  dost  thou  nat  knowe,  that  every 
Pedler 
In  all  kinde  of  trifles'*  must  be  a  medler? 
SpecyaUy  in  women's  tryflinges; 
Those  use  we  ch'eefly  "  above  all  thyngcs. 
Whiche  thyngs  to  se,  yf  ye  be  disposed, 
Beholde  what  ware  here  is  disclosed  : 
This  gcre  sheweth  itself  in  suche  bewte. 
That  eche  man  thynketb  *♦  it  stuth  come  bye  mc. 


^  !«<— leste,  Ist  edit,  least,  edit.  1569.    69  /j^-^,  igt  edit,  7°  Brt'ng^bryngeth,  Ist  edit. 

^'  Doo-idyd,  Ist  edit.  7»  /wyl— we  will,  ed.  16(59.    73  £re— or,  1st  edit. 

7^  I.e<— I.  e.  biodrance.  "^^  Rob — they  robied.  1569.    7*AfOTt<ai/y— hostely,  Istedit. 

77  /  wolde  bt  wo—To  he  woe^  is  often  used  by  old  wrlten  to  signify  (•  be  torrif.  So  Sbakspeare's  T^mpeitx 
A.  5.  8.  !• 

"  Jai»«o«for't,  Sir." 
Chaacer's  Omri  of  Love : 

*•  ItBotie  bewOf 

That  I  presome  to  ber  is  wrltin  so,** 

See  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  on  Shakspeare.  Vol.  I,  n.  106. 
7«  //^chat,  edit.  1569. 

J»  Dyenge  out  of  grmi»— from  stVtT  of  gTacc„  1st  ^it.  «o  T^cJi— Mr  Dodslcy  rcads^  and. 

»'  r«— yon,  edit.  1569.  »*  jfu  kinde  of  trifles^every  tryfull,  1st  cdit^ 

w  CAe^y-cbefey  1st  edit.  »4  Th^kctk-'ihinks,  edit  158y. 
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Loke  were  yourself  can  lyke  to  be  chooser, 
Yourselfe  shall  make  prvce,  though  I  be  a  looser. 
Is  here  *'  nothynge  for  ray  father  P^mer? 
Have  ye  nat  a  waitron  in  a  comer  ? 
Fur  ail  your  walkyug  to  holy  places, 
By  Crvste,  I  have  herde  of  as  straungf  cases; 
Who  lyverh  in  love,  and  \ove  wolde  wynne. 
Even  ai  ihis  packe  he  must  begynne. 
Wherein  ^^  is  ryght  many  a  proper  token, 
Of  which  by  name  parte  shall  be  spoken  : 
Gloves,  pynnes,  combes»  glasses  unspottyd, 
Pomanders,  hookes,  and  lasses  knotted ;  •' 
Br  -ches,  rynges  and  all  manner  of  bedes; 
Luces ''^  rounde  and  flat  for  women's  heades; 
^  NedyU,  thrcde,  tbyiubell,  shers,  and  all  sucbe 

knackes, 
Where  lovers  be,  no  sucbe  thynges  lacks; 
Sypers,*®  swathbonds,^'  ryhandes,  and  sieve  laces, 
Gyrdyls,  knives,  pursses,  and  pyncaces, 

Fot,  Do  women  bye  their  pyncaces  of  you  ? 

Fed.  Ye,  that  they  do,  I  make  God  a  vow. 

Pot.  So  mot  I  thryvc  then  for  my  parte, 
I  beshrewe  ihy  knave's  nakyd  herte. 
For  makynge  my  wifys  pyncace  90  wyde, 
The  pynnes  fall  out,  they  cannat  abyde : 
Yet  pynnes  she  must  have,  one  or  other; 
Yf  she  lese'one,  she  wyll  fynde  another. 
Wherein  (  fynde  cause  to  complayne ; 
New  pynnes  to  her  pleasure,  but  to  my  payne. 


Pard,  Syr,  ye  seme  wel  sene  m  women's  cuues  ; 
I  pray  you  terl  me  what  causeth  thb : 
That  women  after  theyr  arysynge,** 
Be  so  iooge  m  theyr  appareleng? 

Fed,  Forsoth,  women  have  many  lettes. 
And  they  be  masked  m  many  nettes : 
As  frontlettes,'^  fyllettes,  partlettcs,**  amrf  brac^^ 

lettes; 
And  then  theyr  bonettes  and  theyr  poyncttes^ 
By  these  lettes  and  nettes,  the  ktte  is  sncfae. 
That  spede  is  small,  whan  haste  is  muche. 

Pot,  Another  cause  why  they  come  nat  forwunle^ 
Whiche  maketh  them  dayly  to  drawe  backwarde ; 
And  yet^  is  a  thynge  they  cannat  forbere; 
The  tryromynge  and  pynnynge  up  of  theyr  gert  ; 
Specyally  theyr  fydling  with  the  tayle  pyn; 
And  when  they  wolde  have  it  prickt  '^  vOf 
If  it  chaunce  to  double  in  the  clodie, 
s»*  Then  be  they '^^  wode,  and  swere  *°°  an  odie: 
Tyl  it  stande  re^it  they  wyll  nat  forsake  it, 
Thus  though  it  may  not,  yet  wyll  '**"  they  mikt  it 
But  be  ye  sure  they  do  but  defarre  it; 
For  when  thery  wolde  make  it,  ofle  times  diej 

marre  it 
But  prycke  them,  and  pynne  them,  as  nyche  as 

ye  wyll, 
And  yet  wyll  diey  loke  for  pynnynp  styll. 
So  that  I  durste  nolde  with  you  a  J^ynt, 
Ye  shall  never  have  them  at  a  fnl '^  point 


«*  iTCT-e— there,  edit.  1580.  »«  FFAereJn— where,  Ist  edit 

>7  /Tno^^ed-Hinkootted,  edit  1569.  »  Z.ace9~lace,  Ist  edit 

^9  Nedles,  thred,  thimbht,  and  $ueh  other  Jotadb^Editioo,  1569. 

^  Si/per$^U  e.  Cyprus  $  thin  ituff  •f  which  women's  veils  were  made.    So,  In  8balupeare*s  IflMsr's 
Tnfo,  A.  4.  S.  8. 

**  Lawn  as  white  as  driven  snow, 
Cjfprua  black  as  any  crow." 


Again,  in  Tmlfth  Night: 


" •  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bosom 

Hides  my  poor  heart."        S. 


''  Stoathbonds — I.  e.  rollers  in  which  infants  were  swathed.    So,  In  Tymon  of  Athens  t 

<*  Had  thou,  like  us,  from  thy  first  npo^A,"  &c«        8. 
^  ^ryvyn^e-noprising,  edit.  1569. 
^^   FrontUttes — FronUU^  Ft.    A  frontUt,  or  fordtead-hand.    CoTORAVB.     A /r^ti^te^  is  mentiooed  as 

Sart  ofa  woman's  dress,  in  Lyly's  Midas,  I5t)2 :  "  Hoods,  frontUtSf  wires,  cauls,  curling  irons,  periwigs, 
odkins,  fillets,  hair  laces,  riJi)bon8,  rolls,  knotstrmgs,  glasses,"  &C.   See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  KStg 
i«ir,  A.  1.8.4. 
^  Partfettef^Rufh  or  bands  for  women.    See  Glonary  to  Douglas's  Tramlation  of  ViiigiL 
^^  Poynettea — Little  bodkins  or  puncheons.    Cotgrave,  voce  Po^RfwHtaf. 
96  Kc/— II,  edit.  1569.  97  Pndfcr— prycke,  Ist  edit. 

^  Then  be  they  toode — Wode  signifies  vutd^  JMom,  or  viotent.  So,  in  Ascham*s  T^spophihay  Bemet's 
edition,  4to.  p  '^A.  **  How  will  you  tbincke  that  snche  f^irieusiie^se,  with  woode  comitenaiiee,  and  bren- 
niofe  eyes,  with  staringe  and  bragginge,  wit^  hart  red>e  to  leape  out  of  the  bellye  for  swelllage,  ca&  he 
expressed  the  tenthe-part  to  the  uttermost"  Churchyard's  WortMness  of  ITofes,  p,  103.  Evans's  edition, 
1776. 

*'  It  flowes  with  wiode,  although  no  rayne  there  bee. 
And  Bwelles  like  sea,  with  waves  and  foodag  flood  i 
A  wonder  sure,  to  see  this  river  Dee, 
With  winde  alone,  to  waze  so  wyld  and  wood^    , 
Make  such  a  sturre,  as  water  would  be  mad. 
And  8hewe  such  life,  asiboogh  some  spreete  it  had.** 
99  27k«y— they  he,  edit.  1569.  *~  Swere— swercth,  1st  edit, 

loi  fTyU'-vrn,  edit  1569.  »»  f>i*-ftai,  Ist  edit 
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Fed.  Let  woioen's  maters  passe^  aod  marke 
mjoe; 
What  erer  thejr  poyntes  be,  these  poy  ntes  be  fyu^ 
Wherfore  yf  ye  be  wyllynge  to  bye. 
Lay  downe  money,  come  off  *^  atiyckely. 

Palm.  Na?,  by  my  trouth,  we  be  lyke  fryers ; 
We  are  but  DC^^irs,  we  be  no  byers. 

PardL  Syr,  ye  may  sbowe  your  ware  for  joor 
myndey 
But  Ithynke  ye  ahall  do  profyte  fynde. 

Fed,  Well,  thoqgh  thisjourney  acquy  te  no  coste. 
Yet  thynke  I  nat  my  labour  loste : 
For,  by  the  fayth  of  my  body, 
Xlyke  ful  well  thys  companjF. 
Up  shall  this  packe ;  for,  it  is  playoe, 
I  came  not  hyther  al  for  gayne. 
Who  nwy  nat  play  one  day  in  a  weke, 
May  thyoke  hys  thryfte  is  farre  to  seyke. 
De^yse  what  pastyme  that  ye  thynke  heste, 
And  make  ye  sore  to  fynde  roe  prest  *°* 

Fot,  Why,  be  ye  so  unyversall 
That  ye  can  do  what  so  ever  ye  sl^ill  f 

Fed.  Syr,  yf  ye  lyste  for  to  impose  me ; 


What  I  can  do,  then  shall  yon  se. 
Fot.  Then  tell  me  thys;  are  yon  per^  in 

drynkynge  ? 
Fed.  Pcrfyt  in  drynkynge,  as  may  be  wysht  by 

thynkynjB;e. 
Fot.  Then,  after  your  drynkynge,  how  fall  ye 

to  wynking  ? 
Fed.  Syr,  after  drynkynge,  whylc  tJie  shot  *^  is 
tynkynge. 
Some  hedes  be  swymniyng,  *^  but  myne  wyll  be 

synkyng; 
And,  upon  drynkynge,  my  eyse  wil  be  pynkyngc; 
For  wynkynge  to  drynkynge  is  alway  lynkynee. 

Fot.  Then  drynke  and  slepe  you  can  well  do; 
But,  yf  ye  were  desyred  iherto, 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  can  you  syn^ef 

Fed.  Syr,  I  have  some  syght  m  syngyn£e. 
Fot,  But  is  -your  brest  ^^  any  tl^  nge  swetf.  ? 
Fed.  What  ever  my  breste  be,  my  voyce  is  mete. 
Fot.  That  answere  sfaowetb  you  a  ryght  syi^- 
ynge  man. — 
Now  what  is  your  wyll,  good  father,  than  ? 
Falm.  What  helpeth  wyll,  wheve  is  no  skytl } 


/^  Come  oJ^—L  e.  pay  down. 
«<4  prel^— I.  e.  ready ;  pr«e,  Fr.    80,  in  Omr  und  Pompey^  1607  s 

**  What  must  be,  mart  be ;  Cieiart  prtsi  for  all.* 

See  a  note  on  The  MerdUmt  of  Fenice^  act  i.  scene  1.    8. 
Again,  Churchyard's  Challenge,  J593,  p.  80 : 

*<  Then  shall  my  month,  my  mose,  my  p^»  and  all, 

Bt  pregt  to  serve  at  each  gqod  subject's  caU." 

Cynthia's  Beoeb.  aot  v.  scene  4 : 

*'  i  am  ffrett  for  the  eacoangter.** 

^  Skoi—U  e.  the  reckoning.  Sec  Mr  Steevens's  nqte  to  The  Fint  Part  ^fKing  Benry  IF.  act  v.  sc.  3. 
Again,  in  Cbar^ard's  Worthyneee  of  Wakt : 

**  Behold  besides,  a  farther  .thing  to  note, 
The  best  cheap  cheare  they  have  that  may  be  found ; 
The  ihot  \»  great  when  each  mans  pab  bis  groate. 
Hall  alike  the  reckoning  mnnetb  round.'' 

'^  ffmymmyng — ^The  second  edition  reads,  swynking. 

'^  But  ieifour  brest  any  thyngt  twete — In  Sir  John  tHawkins's  History  of  Munc^  Vol.  III.  p.  466.  a  pas- 
sage, in  T^isier^  Five  Hundred  Pointe  of  Husbandry^  1580,  is  cited,  in  which  this  line  occurs : 

•<  The  better  bretty  the  lesser  rfst :" 

ipoB  which  he  makes  this  observation :  **  In  singing,  the  sound  is  originally  produced  by  the  action  of 
the  longs;  which  are  so  essential  an  o^an  in  this  respect,  that  to  have  a  good  ttrtast  was  forroedy  a  con- 
OMo  pCTiphrasis  to  denote  a  good  singer.  The  Italiam  make  use  of  the  terms,  voce  de  petta^  and  voce  di 
tettoj  to  si^ify  two  kinds  of  voice,  of  which  the  first  is  the  best,  in  Shakespeare's  comedy  of  Twelfth 
Jfight,  after  the  clown  is  asked  to  sing.  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek  says, 

"  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breast,^ 

"  Aod  in  the  sbrtutes  of  Stoke  college,  in  Suffolk,  founded  by  Parker,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  is  a 
provbion  in  tMto  wmnds:  Of  which  said  queristers,  after  their  breattstLre  changed,  (t.  e.  their  voices 
broke,)  we  wtti  the  most  apt  of  wit  and  capacity  be  helpen  with  exhibitions  of  forty  sfaiUiogs,"  ^. 
See  also  the  notes  of  Mr  Warton  and  Mr  Steevens  to  Atelfth  Nighty  act  ii.  scene  3. 
Agaia^ In  Middletaa^s  Mhrt  DimemkUie  beside*  fFomen,  act  i.  scene  I.  Oondolo,  after  a  soi^  by  hb  page, 
SBJ^  ^  Oh  Hch,  ravbhiog,  rare,  and  enticiM  1    Well,  go  thy  ways,  far  as  tweet  a  bretted  page  as  ever  lay 
at  hb  master's  leet,  in  a  bw^kle-bed." 
Women  btmare  of  Women,  act  lii.  scene  2. 
«*  Dtdu.  Yea,  the  voice  too,  sir? 
Fab>  I,  and  a  sweet  brest  too,  my  lord,  I  hope; 
Or  I  have  cast  away  my  money  .wisely." 


Digitized  by 


Google 


le 


THE  FOUR  Fs 


[Hetwoob. 


PartL  And  what  belpeth  skyll,  where  is  no  wU  ?'^ 

PoL  For  wyll  or  skyll  what  helpeth  it, 
"Where  frowarde  knaves  be  lackynge  wit?'°^ 
Leve  oflf  thvs  curiositie ; 
Aod  who  that  lyste,  synge  after  me. 

[Here  they  tynge. 

Fed,  Thys  lykcth  me  wel,  so  mot  I  the. 

Pard.  So  helpe  me  God,  it  lyketh  nat  me. 
Where  company  is  met,  and  well  agreed, 
Good  pastyme  dooth  rvght  well  in£ede. 
But  who  can  syt  in  dalyaunce, 
Men  set  in  suche  a  vanaunce  ? 
As  we  were  set,  or  "®  ye  came  ih, 
Whiche  stryfe  thys  man  dyd  fyrst  begynne ; 
^lled^nge,  that  suche  men  as  use, 
For  love  of  God,  and  not  "*  refuse 
On  fot  to  goo,  from  place  to  place, 
A  pylgrimage,  callynge  for  grace. 
Shall  in  that  paync  with  penitence, 
Obtayne  discharge  of  conscvence ; 
Comparynge  that  lyfe  for  the  bcste 
Enduccion  to  your  endless  rest. 
Upon  these  workes  our  mater  grewe ; 
For  yf  he  could  avow  them  true,    • 
As  good  to  be  a  gardener, 
As  for  to  be  a  Pardoner. 
But  when  I  harde  hym  so  farre  wyde, 
I  then  aproched,  and  replyed : 
Sayenge  this,  that  this"*  indulgence, 
Havyng  the  foresaid  penitence,     • 
Dyschargeth  man  of  all  offence. 
With  muche  more  profyt  then  this  pretence. 
I  aske  but  two  pens  at  the  moste ; 
I  wys  this  is  nat  very  great  coste, 
And  from  "^  all  payne  without  dj^spayre, 
My  soule  for  his  kepe  "^*  even  his  chayre. 
And  when  he  dyeth,  he  may  be  sure 
To  come  to  heven  even  at  plesure. 
And  more  then  heven  he  can  "♦  nat  get, 
How  farre  so  ever  he  lyste  to  jet 
Then  is  hys  payne  more  then  nys  wit. 
To  waike  "^  to  heven,  syns  he  may  syt. 
Syr,  as  we  were  in  this  contenciou, 
In  came  thys  daw  with  hys  invencyon ; 
Revelynge  us,  himselfe  avauntynge, 
That  all  the  soules  to  heven  assendynge, 
Are  most  boumle  to  the  Poticary, 
Bycause  he  helpeth  moste  men  to  dye ; 
Before  whiche  deth,  he  sayeth  in  dede, 
No  soule  in  heven  can  have  hys  mede. 
Ped.  Why?  do  Poticaries  kyll  men? 


Pot,  By  God !  men  say  so  now  and  then. 

Ped,  And  I  thought  ye  wolde  nat  have  myst. 
To  make  them  lyve  as  fonge  as  ye  lyste. 

Pot,  As  loofe  as  we  lyste?  nay,  as  longe  as 
they  can. 

Ped,  So  myght  we  Ijrve  without  you  than. 

Pot,  Ye ;  but  yet  it  is  "^  necessary 
For  to  have  a  Poticafy ; 
For,  when  ye  fele  your  conscyens  rcdy, 
I  can  sende  you  to  heven  very  "'  quyckly. 
Wherfore,  concernynge  our  mater  here. 
Above  these  twayne  I  am  best,  clere; 
And  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  me  so, 
I  am  content ;  you,  and  no  mo 
Shal  be  our  judge,  as  in  thys  case, 
Whiche  of  us  tbre  shall  take  the  best  place. 

Ped,  I  neyther  wyll  judge  the  beste  nor  worste; 
For  be  ye  bleste,  or  be  ye  curste, 
Ye  know  it  is  no  whyt  my  sleyght^ 
To  be  a  judge  in  maters  of  weyght. 
It  behoveth  no  Pedlers,  nor  proctours, 
To  take  on  them  iudgemente  as.doctours; 
But  yf  your  myndes  be  onely  set 
To  worke  for  soule  belthe,  ye  be  well  met ; 
For  eche  of  you  som what  doth  sbowe 
That  soules  towarde  heven  by  you  doe  growe. 
Then  yf  ye  can  so  well  agree, 
To  contynue  togyther  all.thre ; 
And  all  you  thre  obay  one  wyll. 
Then  all  your  mvndes  ye  may  fulfyll. 
As  yf  ye  came  all  to  one  man, 
Who  shulde  goo  pylgryma^  "'  more  then  he  can? 
In  that  ye  Palmer,  as  debite, 
May  clerely  dyscharde  hym,  parde. 
And  for  all  other  syns  ones  had  contryssyon, 
Your  pardons  geveth  hym  full  remyssyon. 
And  then  ye  Mayster  Poticary, 
May  sende  hym  to  heven  by  and  hy. 

Pot.  Yf  he  taste  this  boxe  nye  aboute  the  pryme. 
By  the  masse,  he  is  in  heven  or  even-songe  tyme ! 
My  craft  is  suche,  that  I  can  ryght  well, 
Sende  my  fryndes  to  heven,  and  myselfe  to  bcIL 
But,  syrs,  marke  this  man,  for  he  is  V17SC; 
Who'"  coulde  devyse  suche  a  devyse? 
For  yf  we  thre  may  be  as  one. 
Then  be  we  **°  lordes  everych  one ; 
Betwene  us  all  coulde  nat  he  myste. 
To  save  the  soales  of  whome  we  lyste. 
But,  for  good  order,  at  a  worde, 
Twayne  of  us  must  wayte  on  the  thyrde, 
And  unto  that  I  do  agree, 


«08  irt7— wyt,  1st  edit. 

*"  Jnd  not — not  and,  1st  edU. 

"1  From— for,  edit.  1569. 

"4  Can— may,  edit.  1569. 

"<5  Y^t  U  iV— it  is  very,  edit  1569. 


109  Wit—YfyM,  Ist  edit  "®  Oi^-ere. 

"»  Thu^hhy  edit  1560. 

113  •  f{if  jifepe— for  to  keep  e^n  in  his  chair,  edit.  1569^ 
"5  fr«/Jtc— wake,  l8t  edit 
117  Ferj^-added  in,  edit  1669. 


"B  Shulde goa  pylgrymage — should  co  on  pilgrimage,  edit  156'). 

f  »9  >rA<>— Howe,  bt  edit  "o  Bq  »c— were  we  as,  edit  1569. 
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***  For  bothe  joa  twayne  shall  wayt  on  me. 

Pard,  What  chaunoe  is  this,  that  suche  ao  elf 
Commaund  two  knaves  beside  himself? 
Nay,  nay,  my  frende,  that  wyll  nat  be ; 
I  am  to  good  to  wayt  on  the.  * 

Pmlm,  By  our  Lady,  and  I  wolde  be  loth 
To  wayt  on  the  belter  of  you  both  ! 

Ped.  Yet,  be  ye  sewer,  for  all  thys  douL 
This  waytynge  must  be  brought  about. 
Men  cannat  prosper  wylfuUy  ledde; 
All  things  decay  '**  where  is  no  hedde. 
Wherfore,  doubtlesse,  marke  what  I  say, 
To  one  of  you  thre  twayne  must  obey. 
And,  synnes  ye  cannat  agree  in  voyce. 
Who  shall  be  bed,  there  is  no  choyce. 
But  to  devyse  sotne  maner  of  thynge, 
Wherin  ve  all  be  lyke  connvnge : 
And  in  the  tame  who  can  do  beste, 
The  other  twayne  to  make  them  preste, 
In  crenr  thynge  of  hys  entente, 
Holy  '^^  to  be  at  commaundement 
And  now  have  I  founde  one  mastry,'^ 
That  ye  can  do  indyfFcrcntly ; 
And  b  nother  sellynge  nor  byenge, 
But  evyn  onely  very  lyeng : 
And  all  ye  thre  can  lye  as  well,  « 
As  can  the  falsest  devyll  in  hell. 
And  though,  afore,  ye  harde  me  grudge 
In  greater  maters  to  be  your  judge ; 
Tet  iu  lyeng  I  can  boste  some  skyll. 
And  yf  I  shall  be  judge,  I  wyll. 
And  be  you  sure,  without  flattery, 
Where  my  consciens  fyndeth  the  mastrye, 
Ther  shall  my  judgement  strayt  be  founde. 
Though  I  mygbt  wynne  a  thousande  pounde. 

Paim,  Syr,  for  lyeng,  though  I  can  do  it, 
Yet  am  I  lotli  for  to  goo  to  it. 

PeAYe  have  no'*'  cause  to  fear :  Be  bolde;*** 
For  ye  may  here  **^  lie  uncontrolde. 
Aod  ye  in  this  have  good  avauntage, 
For  lyeng  it  your  comen  usage. 


And  you  in  lyeng  be  well  spedde, 
For  all  your  craft  doth  stande  in  falshed. 
Ye  nede  nat  care  who  shall  begyn ; 
For  eche  of  you  may  hope  to  wyn. 
Now  speke  all  thre  evyn  as  ye  /ynde, 
Be  ye  agreed  to  folowe  my  mynde  ? 

Palm,  Ye,  by  my  troth,  I  am  contente. 

Pard,  Now,  in  good  ffiyth,  and  I  assente. 

Pot,  If  I  denyed,  I  were  a  nody ; 
For  all  is  myne,  by  Goddes  body. 

I  Here  the  Poticary  hoppetk: 
topper  to  hop  for  the  ryng^ ! 
But,  syr,'**  this  sere  goth  nat  by  hoppynge. 

Pat.  Syr,  in  this  hoppynge  I  wyll  hop  so  well. 
That  my  tonge  shall  hop  better  ^^  then  my  hele : 
Upon  whiche  hoppynge,  I  hope  and  not  doute  i^ 
To  hop  '^®  so  that  ye  shall  hop  "'  without  it. 

Pam.  Syr,  I  wyll  neyther  boste  ne  brawll, 
But  take  suche  fortune  as  may  fall ; 
And  yf  ye  wynne  this  maystery, 
I  wyll  obaye  you  quietly ; 
And  sure  I  thynke  that  quletnesse 
In  any  man  is  great  richesse.  ^ 

In  any  manner  of  company. 
To  rule  or  be  ruled  '^*  indilierently. 

Pard,  By  thikt  bost|liou  semcst  a  begger  indede; 
What  can  thy  quietnesse  heipe  us  at  nede  ? 
Yf  we  thulde  starve,  thou  hast  nat,  I  thynke. 
One  peny  to  bye  us  one  potte  of  drynke. 
Nay,  yf  richesse  myghte  rule  the  roste, 
Beholde  what  cause  I  have  to  boste : 
Lo,  here  be  '^^  pardons  halfe  a  dosyn. 
For  gostely  rycbes  they  have  no  cosyn ; 
And  moreover  to  me  they  brynge 
Sufficient  succour  for  my  lyvynge. 
And  here  be  '^^relykes  of  suche  a  kynde^ 
As  in  this  worlde  no  man  can  '^'  fynde. 
Knele  down  all  thre,  and  when  ye  leve  kyssynge^ 
Who  lyst  to  offer  shall  have  my  blyssynge. 
Frendes,  here  shall  ye  se  evyn  anone, 
Of  All-ballowes,  the  blessyci  jaw-bone,*** 


"*'  For  hotkey  Stc, — First  edition  reads, 

*'  For  bothe  you  twayne  shall  wayt  on  me. 
What  cbaonce  is  this,  that  suche  an  elfe 
Coinmannded  two  knaves  besyde  hymselfe," 

"*  Tkingt  decay— thynge  decayed,  Ist  edit.  **'  //o^— Holly,  Ist  edit. 

'*^  On'i  maatrjt^u  e.  one  magisteriam  $  a  chemical  term,  expressive  of  the  highest  powers  of  transma* 
latloo,  aod  sometimes  used  for  any  moBterljf  performante.    S. 

"'  iVo--Dot^  Ist  edit.  '*^  Be  &o((2e— beholde,  edit  1569. 

"7  Maif  here— may  here,  Ist  edit,  t  may  lie,  edit.  1569. 

">  S^r— sirs,  edit.  1569.  '*'  JJcttw^as  wcU  as,  Ist  edit. 

»so  Ho^-bope,  Ist  edit.  "''  Hop—hope,  Ist  edit. 

'J*  Me  ruled— to  be  rulrfe,  edit  1569.  '"  Here  be—hert  are,  edit  1569. 

«'♦  Be— are,  edit  1569.  »"  Om— may,  edit  1569. 

'36  AU'haaomety  thehlenydjaw-lone-^JU-kattowes  Is  Jlt-iainte.  Mr  Steevens,  in  his  Note  on  The  First 
Part  of  King  Henry  iK.  A.  I.  S.  2.  remarks  on  the  absurdity  of  appropriatiog  a  word  formed  to  express 
a  conmonity  of  saints  to  a  particular  ope  of  the  number. 
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Kysse  it  hardelj  with  good  derocioiu 

Pot,  Thjs  kyMe  aball  hryoge  ui  mucb  promo- 
cyon. 
Fogh,  by  Saynt  Savyour  I  never  kyst  a  wars ; 
Te  were  as  good  ky«se  AIMiaUowe's  an; 
For  by  All-hallowe«»  yet  me  tfaynketfa. 
That  All-halk)we's  breth  stynketh. 

Palm.  Ye  jodge  All-ballowes  bretb  ankiioiien; 
Y(  any  breth  stynke,  k  is  your  owne. 

PoL  I  koowe  mjoe  owne  breth  from  All-bal- 
lowesy 
€h^it  were  tyme  to  kkae  thegalows. 

Pard,  Nay,  nrs,  beholde,  here  may  ye  se 
The  great  toe  of  the  Triuitye, 
Who  to  thys  tat  any  saoney  Towcth, 
And  ones  inay  role  it  in  his  moueth, 
All  hys  Ijfe  after,  I  undertake, 
'^'  lie  iball  never  be  veit  with  (be  tooth  ake. 

Pot.  I  praye  you  torne  that  relyke  aboute ; 
Either  '3>  the  trimte  had  the  go^te. 
Or  elles,  bycause  it  is  three  toes  in  one, 
God  made  it  aamuche  ''^^  as  thre  toes  alone. 

Pard.  Well,  lette  that  pa86e,and  Joke^ipon  thys; 
Here  is  a  relyke  that  doth  nat  rays 
To  helpe  the  leste  as  well  as  the  raoste : 
Thia  is  a  buttucke-boue  o(  Pentecoste. 

Pot.  By  Chr^wte,  and  yet*for  all  your  boste, 
Tliis  lelyke  hath  beshyten  the  roste. 

Pard,  Mark  well  thys ;  thys  rolyke  here  is  a 
whipuer. 
My  frendes '^  onfayned,  here  '♦'  is  a  slypper 
Of  one  of  the  seven  slepers  be  sure;  '^ 
Doutlessethys  kysse  shall  do  you  great  pleasure : 
For  all  these  two  dayes  it  bhall  so  ease  you, 
That  none  other  savours  shall  displease  you. 

Pot.  All  these  two  dayes!  nay,  alt  these  '^  two 
yere; 
"Eor  all  the  savours  that  may  eooe  beer 
Can  be  no  worse ;  for  at  a  worde, 
One  of  the  seven  simpers  trode  on  a  torde. 

p€€L  6yr^  me  thyaketh  your  devocion  is  but 
smal. 

Pard.  Small !  mary  me  thynketh  he  hath  none 
at  all. 


Pot.  What  the  devyll  care  I  what  ye  thinke? 
Shall  I  prayse  relykes  when  they  sty i ike  ? 

Pard.  Here  is  an  cye-toth  of  the  great  Turke: 
Whose  eyes  be  ones  sette  on  tliys  pece  of  work* 
May  happely  lese  part  of  his  eye-sypht. 
But  nat  all  tyll  he  be  blynde  outryght. 

Pot.  What  so  ever  any  man  seefh, 
I  have  no  devocion  unto  '^  Turkes  teeth : 
For  akhoagh  I  never  sawe  a  greter, 
Yet  me  thynke^  I  have  scne  many  better, 

Pard.  Here  is  a  box  ful  of  humble  beesy 
That  stonge  Eve  as  she  sat  on  her  knees 
Tastynge  the  frute  to  her  forbydden : 
Who  kysseth  tlie  bees  within  this  hidden^ 
Shall  have  asmuche  pardon  of  ryg^t. 
As  for  any  relyke  he  kysl  this  uvght. 

Pfl/m.  Syr,  I  will  kysse  them  with  ail  my  heite 

Pot.  Kysse  them  agayne,  and  take  my  parte^ 
For  I  am  nat  worthy;  nay,  letie  be. 
Those  bees  that  stonge  Eve  shall  nat  styn^e  me. 

Pard.  Good  frcndes^  I  have  yet  here  ^♦^  mibya 

glaa. 
Which  on  the  drynke  at  the  weddyngc  was 
Of  Adam  and  Eve  undoubtedly : 
If  ye  honour  this  relyke  devoutly, 
Although  ye  thurste  no  whyt  the  lesae. 
Yet  shall  ye  drynke  the  more,  doubtlesse. 
After  whiche  drynkynge  ye  shal  be  as  meie 
To  stande  on  your  hede  as  on  your  fete. 

Pot.  Ye  mary,  now  I  con  '^  you  thanke ;  '♦' 
In  presens  of  thys  the  rest  be  blanke. 
Wolde  God  this  relyke  had  come  rather ; 
Kysse  that  relyke  well,  good  father. 
Suche  is  the  payne  that  ye  Palmers  take. 
To  kisse  the  pardon  bowle  for  the  drynke  sake; 
O  holy  yeste,  that  ioketh  full  sowr  and  stale, 
For  Groddes  body,  helpe  me  to  a  cuppe  of  ale. 
The  more  I  bcholde  '^'  thee,  the  more  I  thurate : 
The  oftener  I  kysse  the,  the  more  lyke  to  bursts. 
But  sins  I  kysse  the  so  devoutely, 
Hyre  me  and  helpe  me  with  drynke  tyll  I  dye. 
What,  so  muche  prayeing  and  so  lytell  spede  f 

Pard.  Ye,  for  God  knoweth  when  it  is  nede 
To  aende  fiolkes  drynke;  but  by  Saynt  Antony^ 


■^  He  than  never  be  vexi  with  the  tooth  aU-^He  shall  be  rid  of  the  tooth  ake,  1st  edit. 

"*  £i/A«r— Other,  Ist  edit.  '^^  ^amMcA«— aracbe,  1st  edit. 

*^  Frendea—freendyed'ii.  1569.  '♦^  //erf— this,  edit.  1569. 

^^  One  of  the  seven  slepers  be  sure — ^Tbese  seven  sleepers  are  said  to  liave  lived  at  Epfaesos  in  the  tine 
•f  the  Emperor  Deciaa.  Being  cenmianded  4o  sacvifice  according  to  the  Pagan  manner,  they  fled  to  m 
cave  in  Mount  Celyon,  where  they  fell  asleep,  aAd  contiaacd  in  that  state  812  years,  as  is  asserted  by 
MOM,  though,  according  to  others,  only  1M)8  years.  They  awoke  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Tfaeodosian, 
wha,  being  informed  of  this  extraordinary  event,  came  from  GobsSaotte^le  to  see  tliem,  and  te  satisfy 
himself  of  the  troth  of  the  relation.  Having  communicated  to  him  the  several  circumstaaces  of  their 
case,  they  all,  as  the  Legenda  Anrea  expresees  it,  **  end^ocd  theyr  hedes  toth*erth,  and  rcadred  their 
f pyrites  at  the  comnurarideaient  of  oar  Lorde  Jesu  Cryst,  and  soo4eyod.*'  See  Legenda  Auroa^  i9tt. 

'«  7%«c— thys,  l«t  edh.  '^  To,  Ist  edit. 

««  Yett,  edit.  1589.  M«  Can,  Ist  edit. 

^^  Conym  IAimJI:^-^8ee  Note  84  to  Chunmer  Owrton't  Needle^  in  Dodsley*s  Old  llays,  Vol.  II.  p.  28. 

»*«  BeAoWe— see,  edit.  156l^. 
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I  weoe  lie  Imdi  sent  you  tx>  ahieh  ftlredj. 

Pot.  If  I  bare  ilever  the  more  for  the, 
Hien  be  thy  relykes  no  ryches  to  me ; 
Nor  to  thy  self,  cxcepte  they  he 
More  beoe^fcyali  thea  I  can  le. 
Rfcher  is  one  boie  of  this  •ryade,'^ 
Then  all  thy  relykes,  that  do  bo  rayrakelt 
If  tboQ  baddest  praved  but  balfe  so  muche  t»oie, 
As  I  have  prayed  to*  thy  lelykee  and  the, 
Notbynge  conoemynge  iByne  occupack>n» 
Bat  streygbc  sboJde  have  wrought  one'  '^  operation. 
And  as  in  value  I  pat  you  an  ace» 
So  here  lyetb  nache  rycbesse  in  a  lytdl  space. 
I  hive  a  Doxe  of  rebard  here, 
Wbicbe  is  as  deynty  as  it  is  dere. 
So '"  beipe  me  God,  and  hollydamy 
Of  this  I  wouJde  not  ge?e  a  dram 
To  the  beste  frende  i  have  in  £ngland*s  groonde, 
Though  he  wolde  give  me  twentie  pounde. 
For  though  the  stomake  do  it  abhor. 
It  pourgeth  you  dene  from  the  coler; 
And  maketh  your  stomakt:  sore  to  waiter. 
That  ye  shall  never  come  to  the  halter. 

PfdL  Then  is  that  medycyn  a  soverayn  thinge 
To  presenre  a  man  from  hangynge. 

rot»  If  ye  wyll  tasie  but  thys  crome  that  ye  see, 
If  ever  ye  be  hanged  never  truste  me. 
Here  have  I  Diapompholicus, 
A  speciall  oyotmeote,  as  doetoors  discus^ 
For  a  fistela  or  for  a  canker, 
"*  Thvs  oyntment  is  even  shet  anker : 
For  this  medecyn  "'  belpeth  one  and  other,  ; 
Or  bringeth  them  in  case  that  they  nede  no  other. 
Here  is  a  Syrapm  de  Byzamk^ 
A  lytell  thynge  is  enough  of  this; 
For  even  the  weyght  of  one  scryppal 
Sail  '^  make  you  a»  strong  as  a  ci^ppuL 
Here  are  other,  as  Diosialos, 
Diagalangt  and  Sticadom 
Blanka,  Manna,  Diospolittcon, 
Mercory  sublyme,  and  Mitridaticon ; 
Pelitory  and  Arse  fetita, 
Cassy  and  CoHoquiiitida. 
These  be '"  the  thyoges  that  breke  all  siryie 
Betwene  manne's  syckness  and  hb  lyfe. 
From  all  payne  these  shall  you  delever, 
And  set  you  even  at  reste  unt  ever. 


Here  is  a  medecyu  B9  ma  fvke  the  «ame, 

Whiche  comenly  is  caHetf  tnos  by  nam^. 

Alikakabus  or  Alkagengy : 

A  goodly  thynge  for  dogges  that  ht^^  mangy; 

Suche  be  these  med3rcine8,  that  I  can 

Helpe  a  dogge  as.wel  as  a  man. 

Nat  one  thynge  here  partycukrly 

But  worketti  universallv; 

For  it  doth  me  as  muche  good  when  I  sell  il^ 

As  all  the  byers  that  taste  tc,  or  smell  it 

Now  syns  my  raedvcyns  be  so  spedall, 

And  in  one  operacion  so  generall. 

And  redy  to  worke  when  so  ever  they  shallp 

So  that  in  ryches  I  am  principal! : 

If  any  rewarde  may  entreat  ye, 

I  besech  your  masrship  be  good  ta  '^  ree^ 

And  ye  shall  have  a  boxe  of  nnirmelade^ 

So  fyne  that  you  amy  dyg  it  with  a  spade. 

Ped,  Syr,.  I  thanke  you,  hot  your  rewards 
Is  nat  the  thynge  that  I  regarde. 
I  muste  and  wyll  be  indiffnrent: 
Wherfore  procede  in  your  intente. 

Pdt,  Nowe  yf  I  wyst  thys  wysh  w»  synnc^ 
I  wolde  to  God  I  myght  begvmie. 

Pord,  I  am  content  that  mou  lye  fyrste. 

PabiL  Even  so  am  I;  now''*  saj  tl^  worste* 
Now  let  us  here  of  aU  thy  lyes, 
The  greatest  lye  thou  mayst  devyse^ 
And  m  the  fewvst  wordes  thou  can. 

Pat.  Forsootn,  ye  be  *'*  an  honest  man. 

Ptd,  There  sayde  ye  muche,  but  y^  no  lye. 

Purd,  Now  lye  ye  bothe,  by  our  Lady. 
Thou  lyest  in  host  of  bys  honestie; 
And  he  hath  lyed  in  affirminge  the. 

Pot,  Yf  we  both  lye,  and  ye  say  troe, 
Then  of  these  lies  your  parte  adew. 
And  if  ye  wyu,  naake  none  avauat ; 
For  you  are  sure  of  one  yll  servaunte : 
You  may  perceyve  by  the  wordes  be  gave. 
He  taketh  your  mashyp  '^  but  for  a  knav«. 
But  who  tolde  truth,'^'  or  lyed  in  dede, 
That  wyll  I  knowe  or  '**  we  procede. 
Syr,  after  that  1  fyrste  began 
To  prayse  you  for  an  honest  mas. 
When  ye  afiyrmed  it  for  no  lye :  '*' 
Now,  by  your  '^  ^y^  q^ke  even  tmelf^ 
Thought  ye  your  aflyrmacyoo  truei 


'^  Tnade—ihfrhcM^  a  remedy  against  poison.    BNmiT. 

^  Owe—in,  Ist  edit.  ■*'  So— Addition. 

*«*  nyt  oimtmaU  i»  even  shot  anker— I  should  suppose  we  ought  to  read  sheet  mckor.  Tlie  sheet  mKket' 
li  the  largest  l>elonging  to  a  ship,  and  is  the  last  reAige  of  mariners ;  fbr,  when  that  feils  to  take  bold  of 
the  ground,  the  vessel  k  left  at  the  mercy  of  the  storm.  The  sheet  anchor  was  called  by  tlie  ancleats^ 
mohmru  stterm  t  and  by  the  Frenr h,  mtutfeme  aacr*.    b. 

^  Jfedbcvi— ointment,  edU.  I5e».  '^^  9aff— WW,  edit.  1509. 

>»  B»-are,edH.  1509.  »$•  Be— are,  edit.  1^69. 

»»y  TW^nto,  edit.  liMW.  «s  ;va«>— and,  Ist  edit. 

"59  y^  Afr— you  arc,  edit.  1609.  '**  Vour  mashyp—i.  e.  your  mmt€nMf.    S» 

•««  2Vk#A0— ti«e,  Ist  edit.  *«*  Or— ere,  edit.  1509. 

»«  For  to  i^s— for  no  lye,  edit.  1569.  *•♦  r<wr— our,  1st  edit 
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Palm.  Ye  mary,  for  I  wolde  ye  knewe, 
I  thynke  my  s^lfe  an  honest  man. 

Fot.  What  thought  ye  iu  the  contrary  than  ? 

Pard,  In  that  I  sayde  the  contrary ; 
I  thynke  from  trouth  I  dyd  nat  vary. 

Pot,  And  what  of  my  wordes  ? 

Pard,  I  thought  ye  lyed. 

Pot.  And  so  thought  I,  by  God  that  dyed. 
Nowe  have  vou  twayne  eche  for  hym  selle  layde, 
That  none  '^^  hath  lyed,  but  bothe  true  sayd.. 
And  of  you  twayne  none  bath  denyed, 
But  bothe  a^rmed  that  I  have  lyed. 
Now  syns  bothe  ye  '^  the  trouthe  confes, 
'^^  How  that  I  lyed,  doo  bear  witnea. 
That  twain  of  us  may  soon  agree, 
And  that  the  Iyer  the  wytmer  must  be. 
Who  coulde  provyde  suche  evydeoi^ 
As  I  have  done  in  this  pretens  ? 
Me  thynketb  this  matter  sufficient 
To  cause  you  to  gyve  judgement ; 
And  to  gyve  me  the  mostrye : 
For  ye  percey  ve  these  knaves  cannat  lye. 

Palm.  Though  neyther  *^*  of  us  as  yet  had  lyed; 
Yet  what  we  can  do  is  untryed. 
For  as  yet  we  have  devysed  nothynge, 
But  answered  you,  and  geven  you  hearing. 

Fed.  Therfore  I  have  devysed  one  waye 
Wherhy  all  thre  your  mindes  may  saye : 
For  eche  of  you  one  tale  shall  tell ; 
And  whiche  of  you  telleth  most  mervell, 
And  most  unlikest  '*^  to  be  true. 
Shall  most  prevayle,  what  ever  ensew. 

Pot.  If  ye  be  set  on  mervaylinge, 
Then  shall  ye  here  a  mervaylouse  thynge. 
And  though  in  deed  all  be  nat  true. 
Yet  suer  the  most  parte  shall  be  new. 


I  dyd  a  cure  no  longer  ago, 

But  in  Anno  Domini  MillesimOf 

On  a  woman  yonge  and  so  fayre, 

That  never  have  I  sene  a  gayre. 

God  save  all  women  of '^^  that  lyknesr 

This  wanton  had  the  Allien  syknes^ 

Whiche  by  dissent  came  lynyally, 

For  her  mother  had  it  naturally : 

Wherfore  this  woman  to  recurc 

It  was  more  harde  ye  may  be  sure. 

But  though  I  boste  my  crafte  is  suche, 

That  iu  suche  thynges  I  can  do  muche. 

How  ofte  she  fell  were  muche  to  reporte ; 

But  her  hed  so  gydy  and  her  hclys  so  sborte. 

That  with  the  twyuglynge  of  an  eye, 

Downe  wolde  she  falle  e\'yn  by  and  by : 

But  or '''  she  wolde  aryse  agayne 

I  shewed  muche  practyjte  muche  to  my  payne; 

For  the  tallest  man  within  thvs  towne 

Could  *'*  nat  with  ease  have  \)roken  her  swowne.^ 

Although  for  lyfe  I  dyd  nat  doute  her, 

Yet  I  dyd  uke  more  paiaes  *^^  about  her. 

Then  I  wolde  take  with  mine  owne  syster : 

Syr,  at  the  last  I  gave  her  a  glyster. 

^^  1  thrust  a  thampyon  in  her  tewell, 

And  bad  her  kepe  it  for  a  Jewell. 

But  I  knew  there  '^♦^  it  was  to  heevy  to  cary. 

That  I  sure  was  it  wolde  nat  tary : 

For  where  gonpouder  is  ones  fyerd. 

The  thampyon  there  wyll  no  lenger  be  hyerd, 

Whiche  was  well  sene  in  tyme  of  tliis  cbaunce; 

For  when  I  had  charged  this  ordynaunce, 

Sodeynly,  as  it  had  thonder*d. 

Even  at  a  clap  losed  hcrbumbcrd.'^' 

Now  marke,  for  here  be^ynneth  the  revell : 

This  thampion  flew  ten  longe  myle  Icvell^ 


"«  Xoiw— one,  edit.  ir>6t. 

••7  Bow,  &c. — First  edition  reads. 


«66  y«— yoar,  Ist  edit. 


And  that  we  both  my  lye  so  wltnes, 
That  twayne  of  us  thre  in  one  agree. 

**•  iVi^Aer— nothcr,  lit  edit.  ««  C7n«fe»f-unlyke,  Ist  edit. 

»70  0/-froin,  Ist  edit.  »7«  Or-ere,  edit.  1569. 

»7»  CbuW— Shulde,  Ist  edit.       •  «73  Patfnu—ptLyne,  Itt  edit. 

'7*  /  thrust  a  tbampyoo  in  her  tewel— The  allusion  is  to  gunnery.  Thampion  (tampon,  Tt.  a  bnajr, 
<ork,  or  nlog  of  wood)  b  now  written  tompion,  aod  signifies  the  stopper  with  which  the  months  of  can- 
non are  closed  up,  to  prevent  the  admission  of  rale,  or  sea-water,  whereby  their  charges  might  be  ren- 
dered incapable  of  service.— A  tewel  (tuyau  or  ttqfal.  Ft.)  is  a  pipe  f  aod  is  here  used  (for  the^ake  of 
coBtiDuing  the  metaphor)  for  bore  or  caUber.  Moxon,  in  his  Mechanic  Exercises,  defines  the  teteel  to  be 
that  pipe  in  a  smith's  forge  into  which  the  nose  of  the  beUows  is  introduced ;  and  in  a  MS.  fragment,  said 
to  be  written  by  Sir  Francis  Drake,  concerning  the  stores  of  one  of  the  ships  under  hu  command,  tht 
word  tewel  is  applied  to  a  gnn.    S. 

In  Lambardes  Didionarium  Topographicum  et  HiHoHcwn,  p.  l«9.  it  is  said,"  It  happened  io  the 
relgM  of  Queue  Marye,  that  the  roaster  of  a  shippe  passinge  by  while  the  court  lay  theare,  and  mcaainj 
(as  the  manner  is)  with  sayle  and  shot  to  honour  the  place,  unadvisedly  gave  fire  to  a  piece  charged  with 
a  stooe  instede  of  a  tampion,  which,  lightinge  on  the  quene^s  house,  ranne  through  a  chamber,  and  did  »♦ 
furtner  banne. 

"♦•  TAere— AddiUon  in  the  Sd  edit.  "7  J  Bamderd-A  piece  of  ordnance.   8. 
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To  a  fayre  castell  of  lyma  mid  ttone. 

For  stR^igth  I  know  nat  socbe  a  one ; 

Whicbe  stode  upon  a  hyll  fiiil  hje, 

At  fote  wherof  a  lyver  nume  bire^ 

So  depe  tjll  diaonce  had  it  forbjfddent 

''^Well  mfj^  the  Rq;enttbere  bavie  ryden. 

Botwheo  this  dianpTon  at  this'^^  cakell  did  lyght, 

It  pot  the  castell  so  farre  to  flyght, 

Tm  doame  thej  came  edie  upon  otbe^, 

No  tiQoe  left  stand  jng^  by  Goddes  mother, 

But  rolled  downe  so  iaste  the  hyll 

Is  toche  a  nombery  and  so  dyd  fyll 

Fnaa  botom  to  bryme,  from  shore  to  shdrei 

Thyi  foc:esayd  ryrcr,  so  depe  before. 

That  who  lyste  nowe  to  walke  tliSretd 

Umj  i»ade  it  over  and  wet  no  shoo. 

So  was  thys  castell  layd  wyde  open, 

That  erery  man  mygbt  se  the  token. 

Bot  in  a  cood  bonre  maye  these '^^  wordes  be 


After  the  thampyon  on  the  walks  was  wroken^ 

And  pecc  by  pecc  in  peoes  broken. 

And  she  defjrered,  with  soche  violens^ 

Of  all  her  inconveniens, 

I  left  her  in  good  helth  and  Inste ; 

And  80  she  doth  cootiaew,  I  trustee 

Fed.  Syr,  in  ypnr  cure  I  can  nothjrnge  tell  i 
But  to  TOur  ■'»  porpoae  ye  bare  sayd  well. 

Pari,  Well,  syr,  marke  what  I  can  say : 
I  hare  ben  a  pardoner  manr  a  day. 
And  done  more  cores  gostefy, 
Then  ever  he  dyd  bodely ; 
Naaely  thys  one,  whiolie  ye  shall  here 
Of  one' deputed  within  thys  seren  yere, 
A  ftende  of  myne,  and  lykewyse  1 
To  her  agayne  was  as  frendly'$ 
Who  fell  so  syke  so  sodeynly, 
Thitdede  she  was  eren  by  and  by. 
And  never  spake  with  preste  nor  derkei 
Nor  had  no  whjt  of  holy  warke. 
For  I  was  thens,  it  coulde  nat  be ; 
Yet  barde  1  sa j  she  asked  for  roe« 


But  when  I  bethodsiit  me  howe  thys  chaoncedy 

And  that  I  have  to  beven  avaunced 

So  hiany  smiles  to  me  bat  straungers, 

And  oonde  nat  kepe  my  frende  fh>m  daongen^ 

But  she  to  dy  so  daongeruusly, 

Por  her  soule  helth  espedally ; 

That  was  the  thyrtge  that  greved  the  soo, 

That  nothynge  could  release  my  woo 

Tyll  I  had  tryed»  even  out  of  hande. 

In  what  estate  her  soule  dyd  stande. 

For  which  try  all,  short  tale  to  make, 

I  toke  thys  journey  for  her  sake. 

Geve  ear,  for  here  begynneth  the  story  i 

From"  hens  I  went  to  purgatory, 

And  toke  with  me  thys  gere  in  my  f^st^^ 

Whereby  I  may  do  there  what  Ilyste. 

I  knocked,  and  was  let  in  quvckly ;  * 

But  Lorde,  how  lowe  the  souls  made  curtesy  I 

And  I  to  every  soule  agayne 

'*"  Dyd  gyve  a  bedc  them  to  rctayne. 

And  axed  them  thvs  question  than^ 

If  that  the  soule  oi  such  a  woman 

Dyd  Inte  nmoifg  tliem  ther^  appere  t 

Wherto  they  sayd,  she  came  tiat  here; 

Then  ferd  I  moobe  it  was  nat  well; 

Alas,  thought  I,  she  is  in  hell. 

For  with  her  lyfb  I  was  so  acqueynted, 

That  sure,  I  thought,  she  was  nat  saynted. 

With  thvs,  it  chaunced  me  to  snese ; 

Christto  help^  quoth  a  soole^  that  ley  for  his  fee% 

Those  wordet,  quoth  I,  thou  shalt  nat  lees; 

Then  with  these  pardons  of  all  degrees, 

Ipayed  his  tole,  and  set  hym  so  quyght. 

That  strayt  to  heven  he  toke  his  nyght; 

And  I  from  thens  to  hell  that  nyght. 

To  help  this  woman  yf  I  myght : 

Nat  as  who  sayth  by  aothorite, 

But  by  the  waye  of  entreate. 

And  ^rst  to  the  devvll  that'kept  the  gaid 

I  came,  and  spake  after  this  rate : 

All  hayle,  Syr  Devyll ;  and  made  lowe  curtesy  f 

Welcome,  quOth  he,  thus  '^'  smillyngly. 


'^*  Well  mjfght  tke  Begent  there  have  r^en^The  Regent  Was  dnfe  Of  the  lai^jwt  shljl*  oi  war  in  the  time 
af  King  Ueory  the  Eighth.  Ta  the  fourth  year  of  his  reign,  Sir  Thomas  Knevet,  muster  of  the  horse,  and 
^  Joha  Carew  of  Devooibire,  were  appointed  captains  of  her,  and,  in  company  with  several  others,  she 
«»  seat  to  fight  the  French  fleet  near  Breit  haven.  An  action  accordingly  ensaed,  and  the  Ri'gent 
gv^tpled  with  a  French  Canick,  which  would  have  been  taken  had  not  a  ^^unoer  on  board  the  vessd,  to. 
jrevent  her  fallii^  Into  the  bands  of  ike  English,  set  fire  to  the  powder-room.  This  communicating  the 
laaeste  both  ships,  they  shared  the  same  Ihte  together,  being  both  bnmt  On  the  part  of  the  French  900 
iMa  were  lost,  and  on  that  of  the  English  mol^  ^ban  700.    See  HalFs  ChronieU,  tempore  Henry  Vlll. 

*J^  7%«»-oo  thys  caitdl  lygW,  1st  edit;  *7t  2»ei»--thlsi  edit  I56«. 

^^  KMuwoar,  1st  edit. 

'"^  Jhfi  gjfoe  m  beck  them  lo  rttoyag  A  (adr,  among  other  significations,  has  that  of  a  salatatioa  with  the 
bead,   So,fai8hakspcare*s  TWio/^eAent: 

'*  A  serying  of  hecla^  and  jotthig  out  of  buns.**    Si 

'*' 2%«»-4hys,  1st  edit 
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Qe  knew  m«  #ett;  muI  I,  »t  kste, 

Remembred  him  ijiw  lou^  time  pastf. 

For,  as^ood  bappe  wolde  bare  it  chauocab 

Tbis  devyll  and  I  were  of  olda  acttw^riiteaaoa; 

'^^  For  oft,  ID  the  play  of  Corpoa  Cnsti, 

He  hath  playd  the  devjll  at  Coventry. 

%  his  acqueyocance,  and  any  behaToare, 

He  showed  to  me  ryght  freodly  faroure. 

And,  to  make  my  returne  the  shorter* 

I  sayd  to  this  devyll,  GckkI  mayster  pofter» 

For  all  olde  lo?e,  yf  it  lie  ia  jrour  power, 

Helpe  me  to  speke  with  my  lorde,  and  yottr. 

Be  sure,  quoth  be,  no  toofne  can  tell, 

What  tyme  thou  coudest  kafe  come  so  weU. 

For,  as  on  '*'  thys  daye  Lucyfer  fell, 

Wbiche  is  our  festyvall  in  h^ll, 

Nothynge  onreasonable  craved  (1^  dajf 

That  shall  in  hell  have  any  nay. 

But  yet  be  ware  thou  come  nat  in» 

Tyll  tyme  thou  ou^  '^  tby  pasporta  wyn; 

Wherfore  stand  styll,  and  I  will  wyt,'»^ 

Yf  I  can  get  thy  save  condyt. 

He  taryed  nat,  bot>  sbortely  gat  it 

Under  seale,  and  the  devvl's  hande  at  it, 

Tn  ample  wyse,  as  ye  sliall  here. 

Thus  It  began :  I,  Ludfere, 

By  the  power  of  God  cbefe  d^ll  of  belly 

To  all  the  devyls  that  there  do  dwell, 

And  every  of  them,  w^  sende  gretyoge, 

Under  streygbt  charge  and  eoaimaniKlyog^ 

That  they  aydynge  uid  assysteiit  be 

To  such  a  Pardoner,  and  named  me. 

So  that  be  mav,  at  lybertie, 

Passe  save  without  any  '^^  jeopardyi 

Tyll  that  he  be  from  us  extyncte. 

And  clerely  out  of  helle*s  prednctc. 

And,  hys  |Mrdons  to  kepe  in  savegarde^ 

We  wyll  they  lye  in  the  porter's  ward^ 


Gevyn  in  the  £ofpat  ef  oar  palyi^ 

In  our  high  conne  of  aalefs  drndp, 

Suche  a  day  and  yere  oTour  raype. 

God  save  the  devylU-Quaib  I,  aoMun.  '*' 

I  tmste  thys  wrytyoga  to  be  aiiM: 

Then  put  tby  tmsftt,  quod  he,  io  encr»  ^ 

Sm  thou  art  sure  to  take  oa  kamau 

Thys  devyll  and  I  wnikiH  anna  in  am^ 

So  farre»  tyfl  be  bad  krovght  ase  tky  tkar. 

Where  aU  tba  devyle  of  baU  tonthcr 

Stode  in  aray,  ia  sndie  apparall 

As  for  that  day  there  aseialy  fell. 

Theyr  bomet  well  gyk,  thi^r  dowes  full  dflae^ 

Theyr  taylles  wel  keaspl,  aod»  as  I  wane, 

With  sotbery  '^'  batlar  tktyr  bodyaa  mKomtad  ; ' 

I  never  sawe  devyUa  eo  weU  appoTnted.  '^ 

The  mayster  devyll aafc  in  kis>yclmt; 

And  all  the  soales  were  playiniQe  at  radcat. 

Nooe  other  radtatfeet  tkmr  badste  in  hande^ 

Save  every  soule  a  good  fy re-brand; 

Wkerwiih  tbey  fiia^td  sa  paeta^ 

That  Lucyfer  laugnad  nierely. 

And  all  the  medaw  of  the  feeodt,  '9' 

''*  Did  laugh  thereat  fuL  «d  like  freendfti 

But  of  my  freqde  X  sane  no  whyt^ 

Nor  durst  not  ax  for  bar  aa  yet. 

Ai^oDa  all  this  rout  wa»  bfought  in  silans^ 

And  I  by  an  luher  brai^  to  presens 

■93  Of  Lvcyfur ;  tkm  W#%  aa  wel  I  oould, 

I  knelyd,  whieht  he  m  veU  alavdie, 

That  thus  he  beckt%  aod  by  Sayal  Antony 

He  smyled  on  me  well  fa? ooaedly^ 

Bendyngc  his  brovev  aa  brode  aa  baroa  dorraa^ 

Shakyoge  bys  aaia%  aa  rugad  as  bnrrea; 

Rolynge  his  eye%  aa  voanda  aa  two  faMsbalai 

Flastvnge  the  fyre  out  of  hia  aotethryk; 

Gnasbinge  hyt  tee^  aa  va3mgk>ii(Nisly, 

That  me  thought  ^jrme  t«  lall  ta  flatany^ 


'»*  For  oft,  in  tht  pkyi  of  Corpw  CriUh 

He  hath  playd  the  devyll  at  Coventry, — ''  Before  the  supprenion  of  the  monasteries,  this  city  ({,  e^ 
Coventry)  was  very  famous  for  the  pageants  that  were  pfayM  therehi  upon  Corpui  CkrUH  day,  (this  is 
one  of  their  ancient  (aires,)  which  occasioniag  very  great  conflaence  of  people  thither  from  far  and  near, 
was  no  small  benefit  thereto ;  which  pageants  being  acted  with  mighty  state  and  reverence  by  the  friers 
of  this  boose,  had  theaters  for  the  sevenU  scenes  very  large  and  hl^  ph^ed  upon  vheds^  and  drawn  to 
all  the  emiaent  parts  of  the  city,  for  the  better  advantage  of  speclaton,  mad  coatalnMl  the  story  of  the 
New  Testament,  composed  in  old  ICnalbb  rithme,  as  appeareth  by  an  aacieaft  Mft.  entitled,  Uidnt  Cbrya- 
rit  Christi,  or  Ludut  CoventruB,  in  BibL  CoUan.  (nb  J^Higie  Vesfi.  D.  Q.).**— DVGAaui*!  ffTnrwIcfcsiUse^ 
p.  116. 

'B3  ji$  on—Add.  Ui  the  2d  edit  '^  jir<^--«aalst,  edM.  15661 

»85  fTyt-^Mr  Dodsley's  has  wriie.  »««  j^ny^J^t,  1st  edit. 

"7  ^moAi— for  playne,  Ist  edit  >««  Jfyt^^^n^  edU.  1M9. 

*>'  5o/Aery— Sweet,  or  fresh,  made  from  the  old  word  totCm 

>9o  Well  appointed-Set  note  S.  to  I%«  OvdimMry,  in  Dodsley*s  OU  Ftair 

>9i  Fe«nd9—f)rende8,  Ist  edit 

*9*  j)id,  Ac— Fiist  ediUoiL  rei^ds, 

«  Dyd  hiagb  faU  weU  togyther  lyke  fireades." 
191  O/LiM^ery&Cd— First  edfiton  reads, 

*<  Then  to  Lucyfer  low  as  I  coade.*' 
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OplwMtMiiiffel  apaM»«ChaU! 
ratred  ^  in  ftahjim  abominably 
And  tynt  dw»  it  is  inattiMaMn 
Forns  to  pnyta  Iba  W9r%^ 
iMDe  o#  nnijptey  jm  wMvortbQii 
16i»im  tte  pHQpa^^  h—cbyiigli  tba 


To  he«p  my  aa wf^  •'mI  "tt  » 1» 
a»Md  fo  iramt  iba  ibgmt  I  awra; 


And,  to  be  ilMrte^  di|a  Wd«  I  haifiat 
Iht  taida  of  OM  whkb  %lliU  %IDf  d^ 
Delhrered'"  henoa^  and  lo  oi*  lentttud. 
Aad,  b  tbjB  doya^tv  tboodi  aft  be  aat  ^jt^ 
Yet  in  some  parta  I  ahitt  ^  daaarra  il ; 


Af  tboB|Iama  , 

And  orer  taelea  aa«antroMai^ 

Throughout  tfaa>arihem3r|Miwer  doth  ttandai 

Wheie  man^  a  soole  Jgrath  a»  mj  baude^ 

Tbat  tpede  in  flMlttPaai  I  ate  tbtm^ 

As  I  recep*  than^ar  retea  tbenw 

Wherbj,  wbat  tjai»  tbjr  pldaMtfa  ii^ 

Ye  "97  ^^  iiiiawin  an ji  paifl  af  lbi% 

Ibe  lesce  daaytt  haaa  Ihal  ca»  oome  thgtheiv 

Shill  chose  ft  aoaky  aad  bi7a|e  him  hjrthec 

Ho,'»*  bo,  qaolir.tba  daiyll^ wa  ara  wail  pleased ; 

What  is  bfs  name  dieu  wotdaat  have  aasad^ 

Nty,  qoalk  I^be  1%  food  ot  evyU, 

My  cooarnge  is  fora-sbadeifyll  "* 

mat  alste  bei^  ^Mtb  be,)  tbon  wboenon? '^ 

FiWBadi,.(t|OBtkt)  BfaraM7  Cooiaon. 

Now,  bf  mm  boeaor^  sayd  LuoribN 

No  dsijttift  battsbaU  wkbbolde  bv; 

And,  yfihmm  maldai^bara  tareatgr  mo^ 

Weft  not  tejuiljro^  tbqy  sbolde  gpo. 

For  all  itt^^devyUs^  witiiiB  tbys  den, 

Hafemesfrla  do  fntb,taM>  woman, 

Tben  widk  al^obnrgs  ve  b<iva  beside; 

WIkHot^  ^C  tbaa  our  firande  wyll  be  tryedy 

Aply  thy  pardooa  to  women  so^ 

That  mitn  aa  tfaaraioome  no  mo. 

To  do  fl^  baafea  I  proiiqFs^bf  otbe; 

Whidie  i  b«re.befil«»  for,  as  the  faytb  goth 


At  dijs  day,^'  tolMven.  i  do  prooure 
Ten  women  to^Qne  man)  you  may  be  sura. 
Then  of  Lacyfer  my  leave  I  tokev 
And  streyght  unto  the  mayster  cc4e 
I  was  badde,  into  Che  kecfayn. 
For  Blargerie's  o%ce  was  therin,  ^ 


All  fhyogca  handled  diare  diserelalliv 
For  every  soule  berach  ofl^ce  mataiy : 
Woicbe  royght  be  seae  to  se  ber  syl 
So  bysely  tifraynge  of  the  spjrt. 
For  many  a  spyt  here  batb  she  turned ; 
And  miUi^  a  good  spyt  batb  she  homed ; 
Aod  iMaiy  a  spyt  ful  bote  hath  tosted ; 
Before  the  meat  eoakie  be  halfe  rested* 
And  or^^  the  meate  were  hidfc  rotted  in  dedc^ 
I  toke  her  then  fro;  tlie  sfHrt  with  spede. 
But,  when  she  sawe  tbya  broogM  to  pas^ 
To  tell  the  joy  whaffin  abe  waa» 
And  gC  alt  the  devvlls»  fop  jay^  how  thay 
Did  rore  at  her  delyvery. 
And  how  the  cheynaa  in  hell  dyd  ryngf» 
And  bow  all  the  soidea  tberin  dyd  ^ruge» 
And  how  we  w^ra  bronght  to  tbs  gata^ 
And  how  we  toke  our  leve  therat. 
Be  suer  la^be  of  tyme  sufievy th  naC 
To  reherse  the  tw^ntie  parte  of  that. 
'  Wherfore,  thys  tale  to  conclude  brevely^ 
Thys  woman  thanked  qia  chyefly,. 
That  she  was  ^yd  of  thys  encHes  deCh, 
And  so  we  departed  an  Newmarket  bath^ 
And,  vf  that  any  mim  do  myndo  her» 
Who  lysteto  aeWhery  these sballe  he  fynde  hen 

PedL^Syr^  ye^ha^§  eonght  her  wanderoas^^  well ; 
And  where  ye  Yaunde  her  as  ye  tell, 
To  here;  the  chanqc^'ye  had^^  in  heU, 
I  tind^e  were  in  ^eat  periL*^* 

Fam.  His  tale  is  all  n^uche  peribua;  *^ 
But  parte  is  mocha  n^oce  m^rv^ylous. 
A9  where  l^e  sayde  the  derylls  Qomplayney 
That  women. put  them  to  sache  payne. 
Be  t)ieyr  conoicions  so  croked  and  crabbed, 
Frowafdl^  fashoi^  so  waywanl  and  wrabbed,**^ 
So  farre  in  decision,  and  storrynge  such?  stryfe, 
That,  all  the  devyJls  be  weiy  of  theyr  life? 
This,***  in.^ect,  he  lolde  foc*^  truethf 
Whephy  ipudie  manrell  to  me  enaucth. 
That  women  in  hell  suche  shrewes  can  be^ 
And  here  so  gentyll  ay  farre  i|&  I  se. 
Yet  have  I  sene  man^  a  myle, 
And  many  a, woman  in  the  whyle. 
^fat  one^HK^  cnye^  towne.  cor  borough*. 
In  Cristendom,  but  1  have  been  thorough, 
And  this  I  wolde  ye  ahulde  understande, 
I  have  sene  women  ^ve  hundred  thouMmde ; 


m 

Ml 


Pattred  ia  JMjfttt  a»»wiiia>to— Ftatfrer,  Fr*  $  Adre  de/«N^;  fanrir  de  >halrs*«-l»  staf  wHh  fdU 

!  d*herbe,  overgrown  with  m«.    S. 

DlstfMr«^*-deUver,  edit'1569.  '^  SAaff^wU,  e4h«  156Q. 

re— I,  Itt  edit.  "»»  Kb— Nowc,  lit  edit. 

iriborfoN— boryiOB,  lit  edit.  ^^  If^e— the,  edit.  iM. 

Ikr-dayes,  lit  edit,         *«*  Or->ere.         *°5  Frimderoar— wondeit,  lit  edit 

Had-foaade,  lit  edit.  «»  Peril— parell,  Wt  edit. 

PerilM»-parrilow,  1st  em. 

Wmfmmd  amd  mnkbedr—l  suppose  wrMtd  to  be  a  word  coined  for  the  sake  of  rhytncw    flb 

Jte-Uwi,  edit.  1569.  ^  ??Ptfr-of,  edit.  1509^ 
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And  oft  vrith  them  have  longe  tyme  taried.  "** 

Yet  in  all  places  where  I  have  ben, 

Of  all  the  women  that  I  have  sene, 

I  never  sawe,  nor  knewc,  in  my  consdens. 

Any  one  woman  out  of  patiens. 

Pot,  By  the  masse,  there  is  a  great  lye ! 

Fard,  I  never  harde  a  greater,  by  our  Lady ! 

Perf.  A  greater!  nay,  kuowe  ye  any  so  great? 

Falm^  %r,  whether  nuit  I  lose  or  get, 
For  my  |>arte  judgement  shall  be  prayd. 

Pard.  And  I  desyer  as  he  hath  sayd. 

Pot,  Procede,  and  ye  shall  be  obeyd. 

Fed.  Then  shall  nat  judgement  be  ddayd. 
Of  all  these  thre.  yf  eche  mannes  tale  * 
In  Pauleys  churche-yarde  were  set  on  sale, 
In  some  mannes  hande  that  hath  the  sley^te. 
He  shulde  sure  Sell  these  tales  by  weyght : 
For  as  they  wey,  so  be  they  worth, 
But  whiche  weyth  beste,  to  that  now  forth. 
Syr,  all  the  tale  that  ye  dyd  tell, 
I  beie  in  mynde,  and  yoors  as  well 
And  as  ye  sawe  the  mater  raetely. 
So  Ijed  ye^  botbe  well  and  discretely. 
Vet  were  your  lyes  with  the  lest,  troste  me; 
For  yf  ye  had  said,  that  ye  had  made  fie 
Ten  thampyons  out  of  ten  womens  tayles. 
Ten  ttmes  ten  myle,  to  ten  castels  or  jayles,- 
And  fild  ten  ryvcrs  ten  tymes  so  depe. 
As  ten  of  that  whiche  your  casteU  stones  did  kepe; 
Or  yf  ye  ten  tyines  had  bodel^ 
"^  Fet  ten  soules  out  of  purgatory. 
And  ten  tymes  so  many  out  of  hell; 
Yet,  by  these  ten  bonnes,  I  coulde  right  well, 
Ten  tymes  soonef  alt  that  have  beley ved, 
Then  the  tenthe  parte  of  that  he  hath  meyed. 

FoL  T\Vo  knaves  before  one,  lacketh  two  knaves 
of  fy  ve ; 
Then  one,  and  then  one,  and  bothe  knaves  alyve. 
Then  two,  and  then  two,  and  thre  at  a  cast, 
Thou  knave,  and  thou  knave,  and  thou  knave  at 

laste. 
Nay,  knave,  yf  ve  trynpe  by  nomber, 
I  will  as  knavyshlv  you  accomber.*** 
Your  mynde  is  all  on  your  pryvy  tythe ; 
For  all  m  ten'm^  thynkcth  your  wit  jythe. 


*"  Now  ten  tymes  I  beseche  hym  tfaaT  bye  ijrttefl^ 
Thy  wives  ten  commaundemeotes  may  serdb  thj 

five  wyttes. 
Then  ten  of  my  tordee  in  ten  of  thy  teth ; 
And  ten  on  thy  nose,  whiche  every  man  setb; 
And  twentie  tymes  ten,  this  wysfae  I  wolde^ 
That  thou  haddest  been  banged  at  ten  yere  olde  t 
For  thou  goest  about  to  make  me  a  slave ; 
I  wyll  thou  kiK)w«  yf  1  am  a  gentleman,^^  knave;: 
And  here  is  another  shall  take  my  parte. 

Ford,  Nay  fyrtt  I  beshrew  youv  knave's  herCfl^ 
Or  I  take  parte  in  your  knavery.. 
I  wyll  speak  fair,  hj  our***  Laily. 
Syr,'  I  beseche  your  mashyp  to  be 
As  good  as  ye  can  *'*  be  unto  me. 

Fed,  I  wolde  be  glade  to  do  you  good; 
And  hym  also,  be  he  never  so  wood.*'** 
But  dout  you  not,  I  wyll  nowdo 
The  thynge  my  consciens  ledeth  me  to. 
Both  your  tales  I  take  farre  anpossybto^ 
Yet  take  I  his  farther  incredybfe. 
Not  only  the  thvnge  itselfe  alloweth  it^ 
But  also  the  bofdeues  therof  avoweth  it. 
I  knowe  nat  where  your  tale  to  trye; 
Nor  yours,  but  in  bell  or  porgatorye. 
But  hys  boldnes  hath  faoed  a  lye. 
That  may  be  tryed  evya  ia  thys  companye. 
As  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  thys  Ofoer, 
Amonge  the  women  in  thys  bolder. 
Take  thre  of  the  yoogest,  and  tbra  of  the  oldet^ 
Thre  of  the  hotest,  and  thre  of  the  coldest^ 
Thre  of  the  wysest,  and  thre  of  the  shrewdest, 
Thre  of  the  chastest,  and  thre  of  the  lewdest,*" 
Thre  qf  the  lowest,  and  thre  of  the  hyest, 
Thre  of  the  farthest,  and  thre  of  the  nyest, 
Thre  of  the  fey  rest,  and  thre  of  the  maddest^ 
Thre  of  the  foulest,  and  thre  of  the  saddest; 
And  when  all  these  thres  be  had  asonder. 
Of  eche  thre,  two  justly  by  nomber 
Shall  be  founde  shrewcs,  ezcepte  thys  (pfif 
That  ye  hap  to  fynde  them  sLrewes  alL 
Hymselie,  for  trouth,  all  this  doth  knowei^ 
And  oft  hath  tryed  sOme  of  thys  rowe. 
And  yet  he  swer^th  by  his  consciens,  j 

lie  never  saw  woman  hreke  patiens. 


***?  ror^od— maryed,  Ist  edit. 

^"  Fet  ten  iouUsj  Sic,—i,  e,  {ciqtue^,   T^fi.  wor4  Is  used  by  Tttsser,  Spenser,  and  Sbakesp^re*    S. 

*'*  ^ccpmfter— overcome. 

^'3  JVoio  ten  tifme$  I  beseche  hym  that  hife  sytteSf 

Thy  witter  tof  commmuuiemeiiUt  maj  strch  tA»J»>fi  vytiet.^So  Eleanor,  in  The  SMond^Fart  cfJOmg^ 
Henrif  VL  act  i.  scene  3.  says, 

**  IM  set  my  ten  commmdments  ib  your  face." 

Ten  comnumdments  seem  to  have  been  eaot  terms  for  the  naiU  of  the  bands.  See  also  Mr  Steeveos's  note  uj 
'  f  he  above  passage. 

*'*  Oei»(/ciium -genUe,  edit.  156p,  *«5  Oar— one,  Ist  edit. 

»"«  ye  cwt— you  may,  edit.  I5fc9.^  J^  •  FTocMt^HBiad,  faricn^ 

1*7  Addition  is  the  second  edit. 
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Wheifar^  coasjclered  with  tnie  entente^ 
Hji  Ije  to  be  «o  evident^ 
Afld  to  appere  so  evydently. 
That  both  yoo  ttffyrmed  it  a  ]ye ; 
And  that  my  consdeiis  so  depeiy, 
So  depe  hath  sought  thys  thyoj^e  to  try, 
AjmI  tryed  it  with  mynde  indyfibrent;' 
Thus  I  awarde  by  way  of  judgement : 
Of  ail  the  lies  ye  all  have  spent, 
Hys  lie  to  be  most  exoclient. 

Pain.  Syr,  though  ye  were  bounde  of  equite 
To  do  as  ye  have  done  to  me; 
Yet  do  I  thanke  you  of  your  payne. 
And  wyll  requyte  some  parte  agayne. 

Pard,  Mary,  syr,  ye  can  no  les  do. 
But  tbanke  hym  asouiche  as  it  cometh  to; 
And  so  wyll  I  do  for  my  parte : 
Now  a  vengeance  on  thy  kimve's  hearte, 
I  never  knewe  a  Pedler  a. judge  before, 
Nor  never  wvU  truste  pedlynge  knave  more. 
What  doest  thou  tbere^  thou  £>rson  nody  ? 

Pot.  By  the  masse,  leme  to  make  curtesy, 
Curtesy  before,  and  curtesy  behynde  hym, 
And  then,  on  eche  syde,  tlie  devyll  blynde  hym. 
Nay,  when  ye"'  have  it  perfytly, 
Ye  shall  have  the  devyll  and  all  of  curtesy. 
But  it  is  uat  sone  lerned,  gentle  ^''  brother, 
One  knave  to  make  curtesy  to  another.  - 
Yet  when  I  am  angry,  that  is  the  worste, 
I  shall  call  my  mayster  knave  at  the  fyrste. 

Palm,  Then  wolde  some  mayster  perhappes 
cbwt  yoo. 
Bat,  as  for  me,  ye  node  not  doute  yoo : 
For  I  had  lever  **°  be  without  ye, 
Then  have  suche  besynesse  about  ye. 

Pot,  So  helpe  me  God,  so  were  ye  better ! 
What,  sbulde  a  begger  b^  a  jetter  ?  ^" 
It  were  no  whyt  your  honesde. 
To  have  us  twayne  jet  after  ye. 

Pard,  Syr,  be  yoo  sure  he  telleth  you  true, 
Yf  we  »hulde  wayte  thys  wolde  ensew ; 
It  wolde  be  sayd,  truste  me  at  a  worde. 
Two  knaves  made  ***  curtesy  to  the  thyrde. 

Ped.  Now,  by  my  trouth,  to  speke  my  mynde, 
6yos  they  be  so  loth  to  be  assyned,^^^ 


To  let  them  lose  I  thynke  it  beste ; 
And  so  shall  ye  ly ve  the  better  ^^  m  rest. 

Palm,  Svr,  I  am  nat  on  them  so  fondc. 
To  compell  them  to  kepe  theyr  boode. 
And,  svns  ye  Ivste  nat  to  wayte  on  me, 
I  derdy  of  way  tinge  do  dyscharge  Ye. 

Fard,  Marry,  syr,  I  hertely  tlumke  yoo. 

Pot.  "*  And  likewise  I,  to  God  I  vow. 

Fed,  Now  be  ye  all  even  at  y«  begoon; 
No  man  hath  loste,  nor  no  man  hath  wooo. 
Yet  in  the  debate,  wherewith  ye  begaa^ 
By  waye  of  advyce  I  wyll  speke  as  I  can. 
I  doo  peroevve,  that  pylgrymage 
Is  chyefe  "^  the  thynge  ye  have  in  usag^; 
Wherto^  in  efiect,  for  the  bve  of  Chryst, 
Ye  have,  or  shulde  have  beeii,  entyst. 
And  who  so  dbth  with  s«cfae  intent. 
Doth  well  declare  hys  tyme  well  spoifc. 
And  so  do  ye  in  your  pretence^ 
If  ye  procure  thus  ^^^  indulgence 
Unto  your  neyghbours  charytably. 
For  love  of  thtm  in  God  onely. 
All  thys  may  he  ryght  well  applyed 
To  show  ^^  you  both  well  oocupyed. 
For  though  ye  walke  nat  bothe  one  waye^ 
Yet  walkynge  thus,  thys  dare  I  saye. 
That  bothe  your  walkes  come  to  one  ^^  end; 
And  so  for  all  that  do  pretende 
By  ayde  of  Goddes  grace  to  ensewe 
Any  maner  kynde  of  vertue. 
As  some,  great  almyse  for  to  gyve ; 
Some,  in  wyllfull  povertie  to  lyve ; 
Some  to  make  bye  wayes,  and  suche  lyke  warkes;^^^ 
And  some  to  mayntaioe  prestes  and  darkes, 
To  synge  and  praye  for  soule  departed ; 
These,  with  all  other  vertues  well  marked^ 
Although  they  be  of  sondry  kyndes, 
Yet  be  they  nat  used  with  sondry  myndes; 
But  as  God  only  doth  all  those  move. 
So  every  man  onely  for  his  love. 
With  love  and  dred  obediently, 
Worketh  in  these  vertues  uuyformly. 
Thus  every  vertue,  yf  we  lyste  to  scan. 
Is  pleasau'nt  to  God,  and  thankfuU  to  man. 
And  who  that,  by  grace  of  the  Holy  Goste^ 


"*  Ke— I,  Ist  edit.  '       »'»  GeiilA;--Addition  in  the  second  edit. 

^  Lever^ratber,  edit.  1669. 
.  ***  AjdUi^^l.  e.  ooe  who  struts  or  agitates  bis  body  in  a  pompons  manner.  So,  b  Sha]^eipeare*s2VM{^ib 

**  How  he  jets  under  his  advanced  plumes.'*    S. 

.  ^  iTailt-make,  edh.  1569. 

^^  Jujfiigd^l  believe  we  should  read  qfind,  i.  e.  joined  by  affinity  tp  each  ether*    3^9 !»  OtkeU/ff^ 
*'  If  partially  afflti'd  or  leagued  in  office."    S. 

**♦  Bdlr^— beste,  1st  edit. 

^^  And  UkemUe  /,  &c.— First  edition  reade, 

**  And  I  lykewyse,  I  make  God  a  vowe.** 

»**  Clje/i-cbecfcst,  edit.  1669,  »»7  2%«»— this,  edit  1569^ 

***  SA«D-9hewdl,  Ut  edit.  W  0>m~<>o,  edit.  1569. 

f»  L«»-ot)wr,  1st  edit. 
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THE  FOUR  Fi* 


piivwooa»« 


To  any  one  VerlM  if  Boved  OMSte, 
That  nun,  by  that  fPaoe,  tiat  one  apfk^ 
And  th#ria  acive  C^  notte  plaoi]rA%,^' 
Yet  Dat  thafe  aae  so  fam  wtm  to  wretit^ 
So  lykTDga  tk&sane  to  aytljke  the  i 
>r  who  aown^ 


For  wno  ao-wntmh,  tm  warfca  h  m  vayna; 
Andy  efcn  in  thai  caaa^  I  panotkeyoa  twajae^ 
Ijkyoga  your  fartoa  io  sacho  wysa^ 
Hiat  echo  atkti^  fwtne  ye  doo  dtBpyic 
Who  walheth  tliys  way  for  Ged  wolde  fynde  hy«i. 
The  farther  they  leke  hym,  the  fattfaer  hehyade 

hywBu 
One  kynde  of  vertae  te  dyo^yte  aaether. 
Is  Wke  as  the  snter  fliyght  haoge  the  brother. 

rot.  ^^*  JW  fore  lest  sache  parele  to  me  my^t 
fall, 
I  dumke  God  T  ase  ne  f«rtae  at  all. 

Fed.  Tbati«,ofal^tfaeMry  wwBtawi^: 
For  more  harde  it  is,  as  I  have  harde  si^re, 
To  begyone  rertne  whero  aone  is  pretended, 
Then  where  it  is  bcsoime  th' abase  to  be  mended. 
How  be  it,  ye  be*^nat  all  to  begyaae;, 
One  syne  of  v^rtae  ye  are  entred  m. 
As  thys,  I  suMose,  ye  did  saye  tree, 
In  that  yeiayd  ye  use  ao  vertue. 
In  the  whiche  wordes  I  dece  well  repert^ 
You  are  well  beknred  ef  aU  thyssorte; 
By  your  ralyynge  here  openly 
At  pardons  aDdfrelyques  so  feadly. 

Pot.  In  that  1  tbinke  my  foute  nat  grele. 
For  all  that  he  hath,  I  knowe^  is  eomitcrfote? 

P^d.  For  hifl^aad4dl  other  thai  ye  knowefoyned, 


Youbenpl**** 

To  any  sucbe  thyng^  in  i 

To  give  any  reverence  ia  aay  sa 

But,  where  ye  dooC^  the  trattm  nat  k'newyn|^ 

Belevynge  the  beete,  geed  mey  be  grewyasa. 

In  judGPge  the  besl^  ne  karma  at  the  leeta'; 

In  ludnmce  the  worsie,  no  goad  at  the  beste. 


tome^ 


judgyny  the  worrn,  no  yed 
But  beste  m  there  thynget,  it  sei 
To  make^'  nojndgemeat  iqpoa  ye. 
But,  as  the  churche  doth  ' 
So  do  ye  receyve  or  ' 
And  so  be  you  sure  ve  cannat  arte, 
But  may  be  a  Irotf^il  folower. 

Pot,  Go  ye  before;  aad^aslaml 
I  wyll  follow  as  fost  aal  eao. 

Perci  And  so wyll  I;  foryehadiii^  sawai^ 
Reason  wolde  we  shaMe  folowe  hys  coanseN. 

tasoikOwl  gyvo  as  Iva- 


Pakn.  Tbeo^  to  o«r  reason,  CJod  gyvo 
g««. 
That  we  maf  folow%  with  fayth,  so  formely 
Hys  oommaandementii,  that  we  may  parcMeft    - 
Hys  l^ve^  and  so,  ceoscqaently, 
To  byleve  hys  ofaurehe  foste  aind  faythfoly ; 
So  tlmt  we  may,  aeceid^nge  to  his  premy^r^ 
Be  kepte  out  of  erroar  m  any  wyse. 
And  all  that  hatb  seeped*^  us  here  by  n^lygesoi^ 
We  derely  revoke  and  forsake  it-* 
To  passe- the  tyme  in  t|^  witboat  ofiknoiy 
Was  the  eanse  why  the  maker  dyd  BMke  ic  ; 
And  so  we  humbly  beseche  yea  to  tdke  it: 
Bareehyaie  oar  IJorde  to  prosper  yea  all. 
In  the  fay th  of  his  churche  univeiWk 


^^<  jPMi^^p  .pltnteeaily,  edk.  ISm. 

^*  Far  fere  M  micMe  pwreU  l»  me^mji^faU    Ferkaps  by  pareh  b  wnaatjiewtffcs.  Ft.  Le.  thiagiLsfaK^ 
lar  or  jp«MXf»    Or  It  laay  he  oali  a  cernuticMi  oi perils,    8. 
»w  i<>-are»  edit,  1569.  *^  Airf— nother,  lit  edit 

?3S  jrajfc«— tajce»  edit«  IW^  ^^  Scofie^  <9K^te,  edk.  1^60. 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  **  The  Playc  called  the  Foore  PP.  A  newe  and  a  very  mery  Enterlude  of  A  Palmer,  A  PaiK 
doner,  A  Potycary,  A  Pedler.  Made  by  John  Heewood.  Imprynted  at  I^ndon,  in  Fleteitrete^  at 
the  synge  of  the  Ueorge,  by  Wyl1;jram  Myddyltou." 

This  edition  must  have  been  printed  at  least  as  early  as  the  year  1547,  at  which  time  ^fnifiam  Mid- 
dleton  eidher  died,  or  retired  from  business.    See  Ames's  Typographical  Antiquitieif  p.  SIB.  258. 

(8.)  **  The  Play  called  the  Foure  P.  A  verv  mery  Enterhide  of  A  Pahner^  A  Pardoner,  A  Poti- 
cary,  A  Pedler.  Imprinted  at  London,  at  the  long  Shop  adioyning  unto  $,  Mlidrod^  Churdbkaio  dbe 
Fultrie,  by  John  Allae,  Anno  Domini  1569,  Septembris  14^ 

|k>th  these  editions  are  in  the  coliec^Qa  of  )i(r  Qampli^ 
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BT 


r.  SACKTILLR 


TaoVAS  Sackville,  Lord  Bnckhunt,  wa$  related  to  Queen  iUzaheth,  by  her  mother  Anne  Boleyiu 
Bevof  6om  in  1536,  and  educated  at  Hart-Hally  in  the  Univenitjf  of  Oxford,  from  whence  he  went  to 
Cambridge^  and  afterwards  to  the  Temple,  In  his  younger  days  he  traxfelled  into  France  and  Itah  ; 
andf  at  the  early  period  ef  his  life  only,  he  was,  as  Mr  Spenc^  obseroes,  what  perhaps  all  persons  of  his 
birth  ought  to  be,  a  poet,  His^fkther,  dying  in  1566,  l^  him  a  large  fortune,  the  greatest  part  of 
mkkh  he  soon  spent  by  his  magnificent  manner  of  living;  but  in  the  end  became  a  better  economist^  He 
serwed  impartmsemi  both  in  the  reign  ofQ^een  Mary  and  E&xabeth.  In  1567,  he  was  created  Barom 
Buckhurst ;  in  1571,  was  sent  ambassador  to  Charles  JX,  king  of  France  ;  and  in  1567,  to  the  States 
^the  Vnkod  Promnees,  In  1588,  he  Was  nmde  one  cf  the  Kmghts  of  the  Oarttr;  in  1591,  Chan* 
tdhr  ^  fA«  IhAoeruty  of  Oxford  ;  and  tn  1598,  lard  High  Treasurer  of  England.  He  was  conti* 
maed  m  thai  egiee  by  King  Somes ;  and,  in  1603,  advanced  by  him  to  the  dignity  ofEariqfDorseti 
Us  died  suddenfy  at  the  couneit  board,  in  1606,  efafii  of  the  apoplexy. 

Be  was  ths  author  iff 

The  Induction  to  the  Mirror  for  Magistrates,  First  published  by  William  Baldwin  in  4to,  1550; 
9gain,  with  the  Second  Part,  in  4to,  1563  ;  re-puUishcd,  with  additions,  in  1575  ;  and  a  fourth  time 
firther  augmented  and  published,  by  Richard  NtcoU,  in  1610.  **  The  wurke  (says  the  original 
**  publisher)  mas  begun,  and  parte  of  it  prynted  in  Queene  Marias  tyme,  but  hmdred  by  the  Lorde 
"  Chancellour  that  then  was;  nevertheles,  through  the  nkeanes  of  my  Lord  Stafford,  the  fyrst  parte 

*  was  licenced  and  imprynted  the  fyrst  yeare  of  the  rayne  of  our  most  noble  and  vertuous  Queene* 
^  Since  whych  time,  altnough  I  have  bene  eaUed  to  an  other  trade  cflyft,  yet  my  good  Lord  Staf" 
^forde  hath  not  ceased  to  call  upon  me  to  pubBsh  so  much  as  I  had  gotten  at  other  mtiCs  hands,  so 
**  that  through  hie  Lordshipp£s  earnest  meanes  I  have  now  also  setfurth  an  other  parte,  conteyning  as 
'  Httlc  if  n^ne  owne,  as  thejyrst  fart  dioth  <f  other  men^s/'  In  this  second  part.  Lord  Buc^ 
hursts  **  Induction^ first  appeared.  The  cause  of  writing  it  was  asfalbms :— ^  Aner  that  he  (Lord 
"  Buckkurst)  understode  that  some  of  the  counsaple  would  not  suffer  the  booke  to  be  printed  in 

*  suche  order  as  we  had  agreed  and  determined,  nenurposed  with  himselfe  to  have  gotten  at  my 

*  handes  el  the  tragedies  that  were  before  the  Duke  ^Buckingham's,  which  he  wsould  £ive  preserved 
"  m  one  volume;  and  from  that  time  backward,  even  to  the  time  of  Wifliam  the  Conpterour,  he 
^  determined  to  continue  a^d  perfect  all  the  story  himselfe,  in  such  order  as  Lydgate,  (folowing 
"  B^has)  had  already  used;  ana,  therefore,  to  make  a  meete  induction  into  the  matter,  he  devised 
"  thupoaye,"  We  are  informed,  that  this  design  was  laid  aside  on  the  author^  being  called  to  a 
more  serious  expence,  in  the  great  state  affairs  of  his  most  royal  Lady  and  Sovereign,  2%e  ^  Jn- 
duction^  in  1759,  was  reprinted  by  Mr  Capel,  in  his  "  Prolusions/' 

Those  praises  which  were  bestowed  on  the  poetry  of  Lord  Buckhurst,  by  Ms  contemporaries,  are 
not  tojfc  ascribed  to  his  rank  or  fortune.  The  best  judges  have  ratified  the  sentence  passed  by 
the  critics  of  the  time,  and  even  eone  beyond  them  in  their  commendations,  Mr  Warton,  speaking 
of  the  ««  Mirror  for  Magistrates,^  says,  (Observations  on  Spenser,  VoLII.p,  109.;  ^  There  is  one 


'  Setae  accovot  of  Lord  Buckharst,  and  hit  writiogs,  prefixed  to  the  edition  of  **  Gorbodoc'*  printed 
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^voeKu  intleiuL  among  the  rel^  m^ich  exMhUi  «  gnmpe  ^  imagmafy  perMnaget,  m  beautifuUf 
«S^  that,  in  aU probability,  thef  contributed  to  direc^  at  leofito  MtmuUte,  Spems^sj^ 
^  nation  m  the  conMtmction  ^theiSie  representation*.  Thus  muck  may  be  trub,  ^J^^ 
**  vmet  *  Induction'  approaches  nearer  to  t,be  *  Fairy  Queen;  ii»  the  nchme$$  i^aUegonc  detcr^tum^ 
**  than  any  previous  or  sucqeedinfC  poem."*  .      ,     ,^.        ^   \^    •  <.    * 

2.  TheComDiaunt  ofHentve  Duke  of  Buckingham,  tn  the  Mtrrorfar  MagutrtUes. 

3.  ALaUn^  Chrk^pr^ed  to  hii  Translation  ofBaUhazar  Ouiilia, 
I^  C\inBi\  »ve  Aiiiko,^rst  printed  at  London  about  1571.  _.    .  .  *•      ^ 

4.  Verui  pr^H^nd  to  UMjfi  Tramlation  of£attilioi  Courtier,  Ato,  1577,  tn  eommendatum  ef 
the  JJiTorkm  '   ' 

5.  Letters  in  the  Cabala,  andonetothe  EarlqfS9sm€,jn  Howarfs  Collection,  p.  997. 
Thomas  Norton,  who  joined  with  Lord  Buckhurst  in  writing  this  play,  was,  according  to  Wood, 

who  gives  him  the  tUle  of  a  forward  and  busy  Cahinitt,  a  native  of,  or  rmdent  at,  Sharpenhimie, 
4>therwise  Sharpenhoe,  in  the  county  of  Bedford.  He  Uved  some  time  m  the  Temple,  became  u  bar- 
rister^ at  law,  and  solicitor  for  the  city  of  London.^  Be  translated  some  (f  the  psabm  m  6f«ni* 
hold  and  Hhpkin's  version,  and  was  the  author  and  translator  of  several  polemical  and  political  works, 
which  are  enumerated  in  Woo^s  «*  Athen^e  Oxonienses."*  ^ 


ARGUMENT  OF  TflE  TRAGEDIE. 

<jorbodac,  king  of  Brittaine,  divided  his  real  me,  in!  his  life-time,  to  bis  sooDes,  Perrex  joid  Piirrei. 
The  sQDiies  fell  to  discention.  The  ^oger^U^  the  elder.  The  mother^  that  more  dearij  Jofed 
the  elder,  for  r^enge  killed  the  yonger. .  Th^e  people  moved  with  the  craeltie  of  the  fact,  rose 
in  rebellion,  and  slew  both  father  and  mother.  The  nobilitie  assembly  and  most  terribly  de- 
stroyed the  rebels;  and  iifierwards  for  wanjt  of  issue  of  the  pvince^  .wh^rebj  the  saccession  of 
the  Crowne  became  nncertainc,  thev  fell  to  civil  warre,  in  which  both  they  ond  many  of  tbtir 
issue*  were  skuB^  and  the  land  for  a  long  tinie  alyiost  desolate  and  ovserahly  wasted. 


THE  R  (PRINTED)  TO  THE  READER. 

WHERt  this  Tnigedie  was  for  fnmiture  of  part  df  the'^rand  Christmaaisife  irt  the  ttmeh-'tempi^ 
first  written,  about  nine  ^eares  asoc,  by  therigpt  hortoutable  Thomas,  now  Lord  Bdekherst,  ana  hr 
TT.  Norton,  and  after  shewed  bemre  her  MAjestte,  ahd  never  Intended  by  th«  authors  thereof  to  fe 
published  ;  yet  one  W.  O.  getting  a  copy  therof  at  some  yong  man's  hand  that  lacked  a  little 
monev,  and  much  discretion*  iu  the  last  great  plage,  an.  1505,  about  five.yoars  past,  while  th<^ 
add  Lord  was  out  ot  England,  and  T.  Norton  farre  out  of  London,  and  neither  of  them  both  ma<te 
pnvie,  put  it  forth  excedingly  corrupted,  even  as  if  by  meanes  of  a  broker  for  hire  he  should 
have  efttised  into  his  house  a  fatr^  incdde  and' done  ficrr  vlMame,  and' after  aU  $6  bescratched  her 
face,  tome  her  apparefl,  berayed  atid  dtsfighrisd  her,  and  t^itn  thrust  her  out  of  dores  disb<fnesfi- 
ed.  In  SQCh  plight*  after  long  wandering,  she  cami;  at  length  home  to  the  sfglft  of  her  freodes, 
who  scant  knew  her»  but  by  a  few  tokcins  and  markes  remaynlng..  l*hey,  the  authors  I  meaDe, 
thooffh  they  were  very  ro^ch  clispleased  that  she  ranne  abroad  without  leoye,  whereby  she  cau^ 
her  UMune,  as  many  wantons  xlo;  yet  seeing  the  case,,  a^^  it  is,  remedOesse,  liave,  for  common  bo- 
nestie  nod  shamefaatnesiey  aew  apparelled,  trimmed,  and  atdred  her  in  svd)  a  forme  as  she  wal» 


*  Atheme  OzonlehBes,  rr.  '  IbM. 

^  Ma!rtmry*8  Book  ufMeaaithy;  as  otftftcd  bgr  Olip,  in  lb  H8/  notes  on  LitttAMdne^ 

?I^«es77>165. 
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i^rtnj'iir^'***!!  tT^  •ioce  »be  Imth  come  to  m^  I  hare  hariwrad  her  for  her  ficiides 

SlSSir^Jf^  '^  *?°^  «»der«,  80  It  be  iQ  hooett  compwiie.  For  she  is  by  mv  enooo- 
SSST^d  fo^f  2?i:'li^'**°^  "^  the  didH^e.rie'l^,  to  her.  be^SLTwTb^ 
ft^wKSceX  U  dlSJiriXff  "l!^  '**•  "^  ({"""r  enterteined  in  fcvor  of  the  hous4 


FERREX  AND  PORREX,' 


NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS. 


GoBBobuc,  king  of  Great  Brittmne. 
V1BBVA9  gueene  and  wife  to  king  Gorboduc 
FsERszy  eider  tonne  to  king  Oorboduc 
PoERtx,  yonger  tonne  to  king  Gorboduc. 
Clotton,  duke  afComewalL 
FEmous^  duke  tf  Albany. 
Majidud,  duke  ofLo^grit. 
GwcsARDy  duke  of  CumberUauU 
£vBULi7S»  teeretarie  to  the  king. 
Amstus,  a  amntellor  to  the  tmng. 
OoADAir,  a  coumelior  attigned  f^  the  king  to  hit 
cide$t  tonne  Ferrex. 


PfliLANDERy  a  countetlor  attigned  hy  the  king  to 

hit  youngett  tonne  Forrex, 

[  Both  being  <f  the  olde  kinget  counteU 
before, 
HsRicoNy  a  paratite  remaining  with  Ferrex, 
TrsDAR,  a  paratite  remaining  with  Forrex. 
NuNTius,  a  mettengerqfthe  eidett  brother't  death. 
NuNTius,  a  mettenger  of  duke  Fergut  riting  in, 

armt. 
Mabcblla,  a  Uufy  of  the  queenet-privio<hamber. 
Chorus, /bure  auncient  and  tage  men  ofBrit* 

taine. 


The  Order  of  the  Domme  Shew  before  the  iFirst  Act,  and  the  Signification  therof* 

^1^  the  mt^icke  qf  violenze  began  to  ploy,  during  which  came  in  upon  the  ttage  tixe  wilde  men, 
etotkedm  ieaoet.  (Jfwhom  thefini  bare  on  hit  necke  a  fagot  qftmaU  tticket,  which  they  all,  both, 
merallye  attd  together,  aitayed  with  aU  their  ttrengtha  to  breake;  but  it  could  not  be  broken 


*  Thif  play,  we  are  told  by  the  printer  of  the  fecood  edition,  wnt  first  acted  at  the  Inoer-Temple,  and 
tftemrdf  before  Qoeen  EHiabeth.  Iti  fint  appearance  was  at  a  grand  Christmas,  celebrated  with  an. 
Ml  sngitf  cesce,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  description  of  It  in  Dacdale*ft  "  Originet  JuridiciaUs,**  p.  160. 
2  ■  here  printed  from  the  second  edition}  the  third,  of  1600,  from  which  it  was  published,  in  1736,  by 
Mfopence  and  by  Mr  Dodsley,  appearing  to  be  only  a  repablication  of  the  first  imperfect  copy  com- 
FUaed  of  by  the  aathors,  as  published  in  their  absence,  without  their  knowledge  or  content.  The  tcstU 
Bony  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  concerning  thb  play,  is  as  follows :— «  Gorbodoc  is  AiU  of  stately  speeches, 
•M  wen  sounding  phrases,  climbing  to  the  heighth  of  Seneca  his  style,  and  as  ftill  of  notable  morality ; 
"Which  it  doth  most  dclightAilly  teach,  and  thereby  obtain  the  very  end  of  poetry."  And  Mr  Pope  was  of 
^MMNi,  ^  that  the  writers  of  the  succeedii^  age  might  hare  Improred  as  much  In  other  respects,  by  copy. 
^  from  him  a  proj^rie^  in  the  sentinMnts,  an  unnffected  pemicnlty  of  style,  and  In  an  easy  flow  io  ihe 
■unbeis.  In  a  word,  that  chastity,  correctness,  and  gravity  of  style,  which  are  so  essential  to  tragedy, 
>a<  which  sdl  ike  tiagie  poets  who  fblknred,  not  esceptiog  ShakemMe  hiaseV;  ^Uher  little  andesatoo«, 
wperpetaally  neglected.^ 

VOL.  I.  B 


Digitized  by 


Google 


« 


FESREX  AND  PORKEX. 


[Sacxtiub* 


^fkem,  Ji  fl^kmgtK  ^m  ^il^emplutJmdaut  0IU  ^iktrtUcki,  m^ydtek^  mmdtUrmt 
jfiuiking  &wiaU  tkf  other  jiicto^  tm  mfter  mwtktry  did  etmkf  AmcAt  ike  mme^  ieing  m^ 
redi  wkkhj  hamg  temjoynmi^  the^  kad  before  attempted  m  vt£m,  Jfier  ikeif  hmd  tkie  iiam^ 
He;y  departui  tile  etsge^  and  ike  mmkkeceued  Hereiy  wm  eigm^ied^  tkat  a  ttmte,  Ml-m  Mi- 
#»f,  doth  eentiwMe  stnmg  ^gtdnet  aUfmrej  but  bemgdrvidedf  m  emify  detitwedf  m  k^fea- 
Ming  Omrh0due  dhkUng  hie  bmde  te  hie  tmo  eomne^  whck  ke  h^^  keU  m  mmmnhie,  mi 
igwi  thd  dkeaUim^  ^tke  hrttkren^  U  whem  it  txme  divkkd. 


ACTUS  PRIMUS.    SCENAFRIMA; 


VlDEHA,  FcftRSX. 

Vid.  The  silent  iiigb|^  tbM  briagsf  the  (juict 
pawse, 
From  painefuU  travaites  of  the  wearie  daj, 
Prolooj^cs  n^  careful  tbough^eay  and  makes  me 

blame 
The  slowe  Aurora,  that  so  for  love  or  shame 
Doth  long  delay  to  shewe  her  blushing  face. 
And  now  the  da^  renewes  my  griefullplaittt 

Fer,  My  gracious  lady,  and  m^  mother  deare, 
Pardon  my  gricfe  for  your  so  enered  minde, 
To  aske  What  cause  tormenteth  so  yoor  hart. 

yid.  So  great  a  wrong,  and  so  unjutt  despite, 
Without  all  cause  a^ainbt  all  course  of  kinde — 
Fer,  Such  caoselesse  ^rdng,  and  lo  unjust  de^ 
spite, 
May  have  redres^e,  or,  at  the  leilst,  revenge. 

Vid.  Nehhef,  my  somie:  such  is  the  froward  will^ 
The  person  such,  such  my  mischappe  and  thine. 
Fer,  Mme  f  know  I  non^^  l^ut  grief  for  yonr 

distresse. 
Vid,  Yes;  mine  for  thine,  my  sonne,    A  fa- 
ther? no,: 
In  kibd^  a  father,  not  in  kindliness.^ 


Fer.  My  father  ?  why,  I  know  nothing  at  all, 
Wherein  I  have  misdone  unto  his  vrace. 

Vidw  Therefore,  the  nu>re  unkinde  to  thee  and 
mee. 
For  knowing  well,  my  sonne,  the  tender  love 
That  I  have  ever  borne,  and  beare  to  thee, 
He  greved  thereat,  is  not  content  alone. 
To  spoile  thee  of  mv  sight,  my  chiefest  joye^ 
But  thee  of  thv  birth-right  and  heritage, 
Caaselesse,  unkindlv,  and  in  wrongfull  wise^ 
Against  all  lawe  and  risht  he  will  bereave; 
Halfe  of  his  krngdome  be  will  geve  away. 

Fer,  To  whom  ? 

Vid,  Even  to  Porrex,  his  yonger  scMme, 
Whose  growing  pride  I  do  so  sore  snspecf. 
That  bemg  raised  to  eqnaU  rule  with  thee, 
Mee  thiokes  I  see  his  ertvioos  hart  to  swell, 
Filled  with  disdaine  and  with  aitthicifMift  hejie, 
The  end  the  goddes  do  know,  whose  altars  I 
Full  o(t  h&ve  made  m  vaine  df  cnttel  slaine^ 
To  send  the  ^M^red  smoke  to  heaven's  throne, 
Fdr  thee,  m^  sonne,  if  tMnges  do  so  speceds» 
As  now  n^  jelon^  minde  mwdemeth  sorsr 

Fer,  Madam,  leave  car^  and  carefull  plaint  fbr 
me : 


y  In  Made  a/hKfcir,  met  tm  kfadlhim'  ■JMad  to  mdwe*    HMOethasaUsest  tteouM 

**  A  little  mere  ifttdk  JirAi,  )md  len  than  ibMd." 

In  several  other  places  of  this  play,  the  same  word^  in  the  like  sense,  occun.    Again,  iaijfU^  Ontr, 
act  1.  scene  3. : 

<*  Bnt  if  yon  weuM  ooasider  the  true  canse, 
Why  Mrds  aod  heaslB  from  ^aaUty  and  kind^ 
Why  all  Uwse  thia^i  el|ai«e  firem  their  ordiaaace. 
Their  aaturct,  and  prefussed  lacakifs. 
To  nMMvtrons  qoalUy.f    ■ 

Ttttu  Andfonietitt  aet  it  scene  I. : 

'*  The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacioos. 
And  many  trnfreqaented  plots  there  are 
Fitted  by  kind  tvr  rape  and  villainy.*' 

^^I^J^tfiyMdCUepatra,  actv.  scene  9. :— <«  Tea  natt  tMak  this,  Wok  yooy  that  the  worm  niB  ds  hii 
alsa  Mr  Stcevens's  note  oa  iianUt,  act  i.  scene  2,  \ 
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JEBBEX  Aim.  FOBBEX. 


•J7 


Just  w§0ai  wif  nRMT  uono  to  cvei'jp  nighty 
His  fintDnJMtioe  lie  iviU  iMt  exteml 
To  me,  I  innty  «bat  gev*  bo  eaote  «ber»f ; 
My  liradier^t  pride  stmU  hurt'imMellef  aotnip. 

FiiL  So  gmmit  the  gpddet :  bat  pt  t%  iirtber  90 
Jittifa  firndy  £mtd  hb  unoMnwi  nuM^ 
That  platnies  mad  ^ntfcn  can  no  wbit  aiviky 
(For  Oifate  baiFe  I  oniiidy)  bot  etea  this  day 
He  wUi  eodearoar  to  procore  uwl^h 
Of  all  his  ooansell  ta  his  foade  devise. 

Ftr,  Their  aaceeUin,  finom  race  (o  race,  haw^ 
bonM 
Tnie  fayth  to  my  forefiithers;  and  their  teede, 
I  trust,  they  eke  will  beare  the  like  to  lae. 

9W.  l%ere  resteth  all ;  bat  if  they  faiie  thereof, 
And  if  the  ead  bring  forth  an  iH  suocesse, 
On  them  and  theirs  the  nisckiefe  sbaH  beialt 
And  so  I  pray  the  goddes  requite  it  them; 
And  so  they  will,  for  so  is  wont  to  be 
When  iordes  aad  tmsted  nilers  under  kiag^ 
To  please  the  present  fiBNicie  of  the  iimice, 
With  wrong  transpose  the  oenrse  ot  goremanoe : 
Morders,  auschief,  or  ctviN  sword  at  ioagth, 
Or  roatsal  treaMHi,  or  a  jast  revenge. 
When  right  s«eeeeding  line  retnrnea  agpiin 
By  Jove's  jast  judgement  and  deserred  wrath, 
Bringes  dm  to  cfvell,  and  reprochftill  death. 
And  rootes  their  oaoies  and  kiodredes  from  the 
earth. 

Fer.  Mother,  oanteat  y.ov{,  ycrn  shaM  see  the  end. 

r«j.  The  ead?Tby€BdIfeare:Jufeend  me  first! 

SCENA  8ECUNDA. 

GOEB<M>UC,  ArOSTTS,  Pj|ItANS£a,<EcBU£CS. 

OoHk  My  lords^  whose  gnnre  tadriie  and  faith- 
fall  aide 
Haf«  long  vpheld  my  honoar  and  my  realme, 
And  broc^t  me  to  this  age  IWnb  tender  yeres, 
Guidyng  so  great  estate  iMth  great  renowne ; 
Nowe  aMte  importeth  me  than  erst^  to  ase 
Year  fayth  SMui  wiadame  whereby  yet  I  re^ne ; 
That  when  by  death  my  life  and  rule  shall  €case, 
Hie  kingdome  yet  may  with  unbroken  course 
Hate  emayne  prince,  by  whose  undoubted  right 
Yoor  wealth  and  peace  may  stand  in  quiet  stay : 
And  eke  that  they  whome  nature  hath  preparde, 
In  time  to  take  my  place  in  princely  seate, 
While  in  their  father's  tyme  their  pliant  yo«th 
Yddes  to  the  frame  of  skilfi^  govemauace^ 
Maye  so  he  taught,  and  trayned  in  noble  artes, 
As  what  their  fathers,  which  have  reigned  before, 
Have  with  ^reat  fame  derived  downe  to  them, 


WMh  homrar  they  may  kave  onto  tJhdr'Wbdirr 
And  not  be  thooght  ror  their  iwworrtiy  life, 
And  for  their  kiwlesse  awarvynse  mit  of  linde, 
Wnrthy  to  lose  wkat  lawn  mind  icind  them  gave ; 
But  that  they  aaay  preserve  the  ooimaoa  peaoe,.. 
(The  cause  t^  Mt  be^  and  woM  taatnteiaes^ 
The  lyneall  coarse  of  kioges  iiibeiiiaace,) 
For  me,  far  tayne,  for  you,  and  for  the  state. 
Whereof  both  [  and  yea  have  charge  and  oere» 
TKas  do  I  aMane  to  use  year  wonted  fayth 
To  me  and  myne^  and  to  your  native  4»n4e. 
My  iendes,  be  piavne  witboot  aN  wrie  respect. 
Or  poysonoos  oafit  to  speaks  in  ploasyng  "wise, 
Lest  as  the  blame  of  yll  succedyng  thincjes 
Shall  light  «n  yon,  so  light  die  hamies  also, 

Arott,  Year  good  acceptance  so,  most  nobib 
king, 
Of  sache  our  faithfulnessc,  as  heretofore 
We  ha^  employed  in  duetiesto  your  grace. 
And  to  this  reahne,  «vhose  worthy  head  you  ar^ 
Well  proves  that  ne^^ther  yon  mistrust  at  all, 
Nor  we  shall  neede  in  boasting  wise  to  sbewe 
Onr  tracth  to  yon,  nor  yet  our  wtdcefull  care 
For  you,  for  yours,  and  for  nur  native  lande. 
>y  herefore,  O  kyng»  I  speake  as  one  for  aW, 
Si  the  all  as  one  do  beare  you  egall  faith : 
DouU  not  to  ase  oar  connsells  and  our  aides. 
Whose  lionours,goods,and4yves,are  wholeavWed, 
To  serve,  to  ayik;,  and  to  defende  ymr  grace. 

Gorb.  My  Ionics,  C  ihanke  yon  all.  llrfs  is  the  ca^. 
Ye  know,'the  gods,  ^i^  have  the  s6verai|;ne  ca^. 
For  kings,  for  kiagdomes,  and  fbr  common  wcales. 
Gave  me  two  tonnes  in  <ny  mofe  lusty  ape. 
Who  nowe  in  my  decayeng  yeres  afe  growen 
Welltowardes  ryper  state  of  minde  and  strength. 
To  take  ki  hand  some  greater  princely  charsc. 
As  yet  they  tyve  and  spende  dieir  hof)efull  dales 
Widi  me  and  with  their  mother  here  in  courte.: 
Hieir  age  nowe  adcech  odier  place  and  trade. 
And  myne  also  doth  aske  an  other  chaunge ; 
Theirs  to  more  travaile,  myne  to  greater  case; 
When  fauU  death  shall  ende  my  mOrtall  life, 
My  purpose  is  to  leave  unto  tbem  twaine. 
The  realme  divided  in  two  sondry  partes : 
Tbe-onc^  Fesrex  myne  elder  sonne  shall  have ; 
The  other,  shall  the  yonger  Porrex  rule. 
That  both  my  parpose  may  more  firmely  staode^ 
Andektt  that  they  may  better  rule  their  charge, 
I  meaae  IWhwith  to  plhcc  them  in  the  same ; 
That  ia  my  life  they  may  both  leartie  to  rule, 
And  r  may  joy  to  see  their  ruling  well. 
This  is,  in  summc^  what  I  weuldliave  ye  weyc 
First,  whether  yc  allowe'  ntj  whole  dtvisei 


•  £rt<— formerly,  heretofore. 

^  Aliowt-H,  e.  approve.    So,  in  King  Lear,  act  ii.  scene  4.  t 


AUmcl^9A\ 
See  Mr  8teevem*s  note  thereon. 


yaars^ 

wise.'' 
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PERftEX  AND  PORREX. 


{SACKTii^LB. 


And  thtnke  it  good  for  am,  for  theiii,  for  ^oo, 
jAnd  for  our  couiitrey»  jnodier  of  vm  allt 
And  if  ye  IjFksi^JMiaaUowe  h  well^^ 
Then  for  their  guydingejHKlvtbeir^gprenMuiacey 
Shew  ibrtb  suoli  laeaM  of  cirCQiiiftaiice^ 
A»  yo  tynke  meetfr  to<bo  both  kiumne  and  kept : 
Loe,  this  is  a&;  jnon  teU  met  year  advise. 
,    ^IfOff.  And  ibtskmooh^aBdaslnib  great  advise: 
But  for  my  {NUlv^^M'vttYugne  lord  and  kyag. 
This  do  I  ilunket^Your  m^estie  doth  know. 
How  qnder.  voii»  in  justice  and  in  peace,  ^    ^ 
Gjreal  wealth  and  honour  loage  w  havteiei^ypd, 
Sp:  as> we  cannot  seeme  with  gredift  asindes  \ 
To  wishe  for  change  of  ipriace  orgoreraaunce; 
Bat  if  we  lyke  ybur  purpose  jind devise,  i  .  - 
Our  lykinitnnMt  be  deemed  to  ptoceOde'  ' 
OfrightfttU  reason,  and  of  jieedefuUchre^ 
Not  for  ottiielT«s,'but  fior  Oar  common  ista«e; . 
Sitbeour  owoe  state  doxbaeede  no  better  change. 
I  thinke  in  all,  as  erst  your  mce  bath  saide : 
Firste,  when  you  shaH  unlo&  year  aged  mynde 
Of  hevye  care  and  troubles  manifolde, 
And  laye  the  tame^upon  ai^y  lordes  your  sonnes, 
Whofe  growing.'yereA  may  beam  the  burden  long. 
And  long  1  pray  the  goddes  to  graunt  it  so  : 
And  in  jour  life  while  you  shaU  so  beholde 
Their  rul^,  (heir  vertues,  and  ^icir  noble  deedes, 
Supbe. as  their  kiode  beh^teth'^^ to  as  all,  >   . 
Crreat  be  the  profites  that'sball  grawe  ihereef ; 
Your  age  in  quiet  ^all  the  longer  last,     »    '«  . 
Your  letting  age  sHalihfe  their  longer  ata^>< 
For  cares  ofkyngea,  that  rale  at  you  have  .rated. 
For  puhUcjue  ^yc^lth,  and  not  for  ^private  joye, 
Do  waste  raaonea  lyfe,  and  hasten  crooked  ag^ 
With  furrowed  face,  and  'wiftb  janfeebled  lymmH, 
To  draw  on  crtepyasdMilr m swito-  paoc: ^ •    . 
Thev  two  yet  yong  shaU  beare  the  naitad  reigqe 
Witfi  greater  epse.  than  one,jMw  Mde,'alone.  . 
Can  welde  ^  mhokf  for  whom  vmm^, harder  is 
With  lessened stEengtb  thedodbkd  weighttobeafe. 
You  r  eye^  your  .^xninseiV  nnd  the  grave  regarde    i 
Of  father,  yea  of  such  n  fatheti^anam^     \  -  | 

Now  at  Ufginningof  theirisondved 


When  isthe  tafittf^of  tbelr  wMe  snceeaoev 
Shall -hndle  lo  their  force  of  yonthfoll  faeatet. 
And  so  netreine  the  rage^f  insolence^ 
Which  most  assaHes  the  yoag  and  noble  mindei^ 
And  so  shall  |;oidfc  asfd  mine  in  lempred  stay  < 
Their  yet  greene  bending  wittes  wkh'Te^erentrnwe^ 
As  now  inoMd  with  tertoes  at  the  firsts 
Custome,  O  kyng,  shall  bring  deli^tfulnesae^ 
By  use  of  vertne,^  vice  ehall  grow  m  hate : 
But  if  youao  diipose  it,  that  the  di^ 
t  Which  «Bdsyour  life  shall  first  begin  their  reigoe. 
Great  is  the  perill,  what  wtil  be  me  end^ 
Whien  such  beghiniog  of  sneh  liberties, 
Vbide  of  such  Aayes  as  in  your  h(t  do  lye. 
Shall  hsafo  theili  fVaa  to  i«odon''  of  their  will 
An  open  pvaie  to^traitemus  iBatterie, 
The  great^  pestilence  of  noble  ynnthe : 
Whiche  pertH  shall  be  past,  if  in  your  life 
Their  tempred  youthe  with  a|^d  iatbei^s  awe 
Be  brought  m  urn'*  of  skilftlili  stayediiesse, 
And  in  your  life  their  livH  disposed  ^ 
Shall  length  yoor  noble  life  in  jorfolnesse. 
Thus  thinke  I  that  your  graofe  hath  wisely  thod^t^ 
And  that  TOUT  tender  care  of  common  wealo 
Hath  bred  thb  thooght,  so  to  divicb  your  Ittide^ 
And  plant  your  sonnes  to  beare  the  present  rule 
While  you  yet  lyve  to  see  their  rulinge  well. 
That  you-  aMy  longer  lytro  by  joye  therein. 
What  fiarder  meanes  bebovefuU  are  and  aieete^ 
At  greater  leisure  may  your  grace  dem^ 
When  all  have  said,  wok  i^hen  we  be  agrOed  ^ 
If  thi*  be  best,  to  part  the  renhne  in  twaine,* 
And  place  your  sonoei  in  pTeMM  gOfemomeht : 
Wheneof  gs  I  have  plainely  said  my  tnynde, 
So  vroolde  I  here^c  i^stof  ali  my  loMea.     ' 
^  FkO,  In^partl  ihinh^  ns^th^en  saille  beAire: 
In  parte  a^yne  my  minde  is  olhefwise. 
At  fbr  dividinf  of  this  realnie  in  twaine. 
And  Jotting  out  tbe  same  in  egaU  nnrtes 
To  eithev  of  my  lordee>our  graceni  soanea, 
That  thinke  i  hast  to  JtW  yiiurreahnes  behoT^ 
For  profite  and  adyauncement  of  your  sonne% 
And  for  your  oomiWt  and  yoor  hOQoar  ek#i 


'*  JffeA^Al6<Ay-t»  e«  promiseth.    SaSpemer,  inhli  Jfhiry  (^uMaj  li.|9ve«^lt«^s.dbi  t 

'«  And  for  his  paiaes  a  whbtle  bim  Mkigkt^ 
_    T4^tofafl»hf^98lKU«a0|KiiuiclitvUhxaredeligbL!^ 
"  Randon^^io  gp  without  aoy  restraint.    Randoimer^  Fr. 

**  In  ur&^-we  Is  an  old  word,  slgnifyhig  hakUt  jnraaiee.    U  is  used  by  Speoser  JMid  othcai,    So.  |a 
fdbjrdTiUrd,  act  Lionel..:  .,  '"    ^     -.  ,  .    ,  -»    . 


•— ^"^^^  Ne0^  tkea  mast  beghk 
Now  to  forget  thy  itudy  aod  thy  books, 
AaAmre  thy  sbooMMi  to  an  armoar^s  weS^t.' 


Ascham*8  JhxopkiUiMy  p.  8T,  Bcnne(lB,edii^nr^' 


**.  WhatHiiagf  k  Huh^nuMtr  age  ligtii  Mstf  in  ar». 
Thai  laaieto  dehtt»dlWa^AOk«^%eikiaiU^iif^'' 
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JBRaBX^  AKJ>TOBXEX. 


to 


But  90  to  plM«  them  wfaik  Mr  Kfe  do  kf^ 

Tgr  teldejto  ilien»  jfouff  rojrui^  govecnanno^ 

To  be  ftbove  ibem  ooelj  mrtiie  omw  . 

Of  fiiitber»  Dol  in  kingly  «tt|te  alio^ 

I  thinko  not  good  for  vau^  for  tbcni  nor  ml 

This  kiogdome  iinoe  ^iie.WoDdift  cMi  MdCf 

*' Where  IC01910  tlaiat  didjM  hi*  coo^Mted 

part 
tJo|o^lH»C06ia*s  9irorde  in  Camberiand* 
ConteiaBCh  all  tbatwhilooie  did  Miffioe 
Three  noUe  foflaes  of  joor  forefather  Bnite; 
JSo  joor  two  aonqea  it  m^.ioffioe  abo. 
The  moe'^  the  stronger,  if  they.gree  in  one : 
The  smtfer  compaiae  that  the  reaime  dotii  holde^ 
The  easier  m  Uia  aivej  thanpof  16  weidB^ 
The  nearer  justice  to.  the  w waged  poore^ 
The  aowdler  dUicgef  and  fUr  ynpogba  £«  ese. 
And  when  t^  r^KJM  ia.  divided  B<h  » , 
^(bat  bfoihien  bp  the  lordeft-of  either  parte, 
Soch  ttroDgth  dotb  nature  knit  betwene  them  both 
In  sondrie  bodies  by  ooq^pyned  love* 
That  not  attaro^bntoM  flit  doubled  forc%  - 
£4^  ia  to  odier  at  ft  8oro4Mencer 
Tbe  Boblenease  and  gloi^  of  the  one 
Doth  sharpa  4hfi  «oorag|B  lof  the  ether^a  niynde 
Witit  yertuoafrvenvie^to  cootende  for .  praise. 
And  such  an  egalnease'^  hath  nature  made  . 
^tweene  the  breliunn  of  one  fathers  seede» 
As  an  unkindly  wrong  it  seeases  to  he» 
To  throwe  the  brother  subject  under  £sate  .  - 
Of  binsy  whoae  peere  heis  bv  course  4»f.kinde;f 
e  Uiis  i 


•And  aatnr^tbat  did  nMke 

Ofte  aorepmeth.at  so  great.a  moofy 

That  ofte  she  raysetb  up  a  erudgiag  griefe 

In  jFonger  Wcthren^  at  Abe.iddef^t  fttate  j. 

^¥f6aJbff  botb.to^nes  and  kingdooes  ^a^  been 

rase^   . 
And  ftaaotts  atockes. of  sevaU  bleed  dest^ied ;; 
Tbe  brother  that  shoidde  he  the  bpotbei^s  aide^ 
And  have  a  wakefidl  care  £Mr  his  defeoee^ 
Gapaa  for  hia  death,  and  blames  the  lyngering 

yeras,  ••   ,.  -3-. 

Ihat  dpw  not  forth  his  endewidi  £Mter  course ; 
And,  ch  innadent  of  so  lonKO  delayes, 
)¥i^  hatefull  sUnghter  be  prevents  the  fa^ 
And  beapes  a  just  rewarde  for  brothel's  bloode, 
W^tl^  enolesse  vengeaunce  on  hb  stocke  for  ave. 
Such  mischiefes  heeaare  wisely  matte  withal^ 


If  egati  state  m^nonrishoegislllovie, 
Where  jione  hath  cause  to  grudge  at  other*s  good. 
But  nowe  tbe  head  to  stonpe  beoeth  them  both, 
Ne  kinda,  ne  leasooiiie  good  ordre  beares. 
And  oftitfaalbben  seene,  where  nature's  course 
Hath  ben  perverted  in  disurdered  wise, 
When  fathers  eeaae  to  know  thilt  they  should  rulc^ 
And  children  cease  to  know  they  should  obey. 
Tint  often  over  kindiy  tendemesse  • 
Is  mother  of  unkindly  stubbomesse.   '     - 
I  speidLO  not  this  in  envie  or  reproche, 
As  if  I  grudged  the  gloriar  of  your  sonnes, 
Whose  honour  I  besech  die  goddes  encrease : 
Nor  yet  as  if  1  tboi^ht  there  did  rennuoe, 
So  filthie  cankers  in  their  noble  bresces, 
Whooil  esteeme  (wfaiGh  is  their  greatest  praise) 
Undoubted  duMren  of  so  good  a  kyng; 
Onelie  I  mean  toabawe  by  eertaine  titles, 
Which  kinde  hatkgraf^  within  the  mind  of  man. 
That  nature  hath  uet  ordre  and  her  coterse^ 
Which  (being  broken)  dodi  corrupt  the  state 
Of  myndes  and  thingeS)  even  in  the  best  of  alL 
My  lafdcsy-your  soanea  mayleame  to  rule  of  you, 
Yonr  oatiia  example  in  your  noble  conrte 
Is  fittest  guyder  of  their  youthful  veares. 
If  yoo  desire  to  see  some  present  joye 
By  sight  of  their 'well'rulynge  in  your  lyf^ 
See  them  obdy,  so*shaM  vou  see  them  rule : 
W4io  so  obeyetb  not  with  humblenesse 
Will  rule  with  eotrage  and  with  insolanGe. 
LoagS'Buqr  tbsy  rule  I  do  beseche  tlie  goddes^ 
^ntlaage  may  they  ieame,  ere  they  begvn  to  rule; 
}f  kinde  and  &tes  would  suAe^  I  wouM  wishe 
Hmrn  aged  pfioces  and  immortal  kvnges : 
Wherfotfe^  most  noble  kynge,  I  well  assent, 
Betweae  yoar  aoaneathat you  divide  vonr  reaime^ 
Aad-aa  in  kiade^  ao^matdi  them  in  degree. 
Bat  while  the  goddes  prolong  your  voyall  life, 
Proloog  year  reigne,  for  therto  lyve  you  here. 
And  thenbre  have  the  goddes  so  long  forborne 
To jo;pi0 yon  to  thamselves,  that  stillyou  might 
Be  prince  and  father  of  our  ooUHnon  weale: 
Tbev,  when  theyaae  your  children  ripe  to  rulev 
Will  make  them  roome,  and  willremove  you  henoe^ 
That  j[oors  in  rlght^nsuyi^  of  your  life 
May  rightly  honour  your  immortall  name. 
EuhuL  Your  wonted  true  regarde  of  faithfull 


*^  W%enM9fg0fi9l^inedidyddkkemipur9dptBrt  " 

Unio  kU  coMt  tworde  In  CamherUmtL^Stc  Geoflry  of  Ifomnoath,  b.  it.  c  15.  He  if  there  eaOed 
llargna,  and  is  add  to  have  been  killed  by  hti  broihev  Canedagias,  in  a  contest  similar  to  the  preicnt  be- 
IwccB  Ferrez  and  Porrex. 

^  JTos— I.  e.  more.    The  ajweleDt  way  of  speUii^  aqd'pronouneliig  this  word. 

''  EguhtetiB    I.  e.  equality.    60,  in  £rasarat*s  PrtOBe  ofFoUe^  1549,  Sign.  D :,— ^ 
nefcr  properly  knltte,  bat  betweene  men  of  egall  estate  and  condition." 

ehher 


And  fKendship  b 
ver  properly  uitne,  nut  oecweene  men  oteguii  estate  ana  condition." 

HaU*s  CArtfalde,  Heary  IV.  p.fl4.>-««  Afinahyte^Wr,  that  ao  Icyag  anofnted  of  rm  dotle 
ther  bound  or  obliged  to  anf were,  apy  challeqge^  buttebis  pere  of  i^atf  estate  and  e^olvolent 
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FERRBX  AND  BORKEX. 


[Saokviiia* 


Makes  me,  O  fcynge,  tii«  Mder  to  ptfemms 
To  9peake  what  1  cnooeive  wkhin  my  brett, 
Although  die  same  do  not  agree  at  ak 
With  that  which  other  here  my  lordet  have  said, 
Nor  which  yourtelfe  have  seined  beat  to  lyke. 
Pardon  I  cra¥e,  and  that  my  wordes  be  demed 
To  fiowe  from  hartie  ceale  onto  your  grac^ 
Ami  to  the  eafetie  of  your  comnion  weale. 
To  parte  your  reahne  anto  my  lordet  your  sotmes 
I  tliinke  not  good  for  you,  ne  yet  for  them. 
But  worste  of  all  for  this  oar  native  landet 
'Within  one  land,  one  single  rule  is  bestt 
Dirided  reignes  do  msAte  divkied  hartea^ 
But  peace  preserves  the  countrey  and  the  priaoe. 
Suche  is  in  man  the  grcdy  mindeto  reigae, 
9o  great  is  his  desire  to  climbe  akfte^ 
In  worldly  stage  the  sUteliest  partes  to  beare, 
That  faith  and  justicOi  and  aU  kindly  love. 
Do  yelde  unto  desire  of  soveraignde* 
Where  egail  state  cMi  raise  an  egall  hope 
To  winae  the  thing  that  either  wold  attalne. 
Your  grace  renembreth  bow  in  passed ^eres, 
The  mightie  Brute,  first  prince  of  all  this  iande/^ 
Possessed  the  same,  and  ruled  it  well  in  one; 
He  thinking  that  the  compassa  did  suffice 
For  his  three  sounes  three  kingdoms  eke  to  make. 
Cut  it  in  three,  as  yon  would  now  in  twaine : 
Bat  how  mudi  Britnh  bloud  hath  since  bene  spilt. 
To  joyne  again  the  sondred  nidtie ! 
What  princes  slaine  before  tbeir  timely  houre ! 
What  waste  of  townes  and  peopks  in  the  iaade ! 
What  treasons  hoiped  on  omrders  and  on  spoiles ! 
Whose  just  revenge  even  yet  is  scarcely  ceased^ 
Ruthefuf  1  remenbranmse  is  yel  tawe  in  minde. 
The  gods  forbyd  the  like  to  obaunce  againe ! 
And  you,  O  kynge,  gave  not  the  cause  tboreof. 
My  lord  Ferrex,  your  elder  soane,  perhappes, 
Wbome  kinde  and  costome  geves  a  rightiall  hope 
To  be  your  heire,  and  to  succede  your  reigne, 
SItall  thinke  that  he  doth  sofifer  greater  wronge 
Then  he  perchaonce  will  beare,  if  power  serve  i 
Forrex,  the  yoanger,  so  upraised  in  state, 
Perhappes  in  eoora^  will  be  n^sed  also ; 
If  Hatierie  then,  which  fayles  not  to  asaaila 
The  tendre  raiades  of  yet  miskilfall  youth, 
In  one  shall  kindle  and  encrease  disdaine. 
And  envie  in  the  other^i  harto  eniame ; 
This  fire  shall  waste  their  love,  their  lives,  their 

land. 
And  mthefull  rome  shall  destroy  them  both. 
I  wish  not  this,  O  kynge,  so  to  befall. 
But  feare  die  thing,  that  I  do  most  ahhorre. 
Geve  no  beginning  to  so  dreadfull  ende, 
Kepe  them  in  order  and  ohcdieolcc, 
And  let  them  both,  by  now  obeying  you, 
Leame  such  behaviour  as  beseemes  their  state; 
The  elder  myidODOsse  in  his  goveroaunce* 


The  yongelp, «  yeUHog  eonteniMiiiMn  t 
And  kepe  tkem  naaM  anto  your  pnssanea  still. 
That  they,  wstreyned  by  the  aw«  of  you. 
May  live  in  oompme  ol'  well  tempred  staye. 
And  passe  the  perriltes  of  their  toothfiill  yeares^ 
Your  aged  lif^  drawts  on  to  Amev  tyme, '  - 
Wfaertn  yoa  shaH  lesso  M^  be  to  bc«ro 
The  travailes  that  in  youth  yon  haiw  sasteyned. 
Both  in  jour  person's  and  yoor  raalma's  diefohc^ 
If  planuog  DOW  your  sonnes  in  farder  partes. 
You  ftcndethen  fordar  iirom  your  present  reach, 
Lesse  shall  you  know  how  dbey  themselves  da^ 

meane: 
IVaiterous  corrupters  of  (heir  plyant  youth 
Shall  have  uiispied  a  anaeh  more  free  accesse : 
And  if  ambition,  and  inflamed  disdaine, 
ShaU  ama  the  one^  the  other,  or  them  bodi. 
To  dvill  warre,  or  to  usurping  prfde. 
Late  shall  you  rue  that  you  ne  recked''  before. 
Good  IS  I  graunt  of  all  to  hope  the  best^ 
But  not  to  live  still  dreadlesse  of  the  worst. 
So  truste  the  one,  that  the  other  be  forsene, 
Anne  not  unskilftilnesse  with  princely  power. 
But  yon,  that  long  have  wisely  ruled  the  r^ynet 
Of  royaltie  within  your  noble  realme. 
So  hoide  them,  while  the  gods  fbr  our  avayles 
Shall  stretch  the  thred  of  your  prolot^ed  daiea. 
To  soone  he  dambe  itito  the  flaming  carre. 
Whose  want  of  skill  did  sat  the  earth  on  fire  e 
Time  and  etamplo  of  your  noble  grace. 
Shaft  teache  yoor  sonnes  both  to  obey  and  rule : 
When  time  hath  taught  them,  time  shall  laake 

than  place. 
The  place  that  bow  b  f oH ;  and  so  I  pray 
Long  it  remaine,  to  comforte  of  us  all. 
Gffth.  I  take  yoar  laithfbl  harts  in  thahkfidl 

pwrt; 
But  sithe  I  see  no  cause  to  draw  my  minde. 
To  feare  the  nature  of  my  loving  sonnes, 
Or  to  mlsdeme  that  envle  or  disdaine 
Can  there  worke  hate,  where  nature  planteth  love. 
In  one  sclfe  purpose  do  I  still  abide. 
My  love  extendeth  cgally  to  both, 
My  lande  sufils<«th  for  them  both  alsb :         ' 
Humber  shall  parte  the  marches  of  dieyr  realmci : 
The  sotherne  parte  the  elder  shaM  'possesse,     "^ 
The  aottheme  shall  Porrex,  the  yongtr,  rule  t ' 
In  quiet  I  will  passe  mine  aged  dayef,  ' 

Free  from  the  travaile  and  the  painefull  cares 
That  hasten  age  upon  the  worthiest  kmges. 
But  lest  the  fraude  that  ye  do  seeme  to  feare. 
Of  flattering  tongues,  corrupt  their  tender  youth. 
And  wrythe  them  to  the  wayes  of  youthfull  lust, 
To  climyng  pride,  or  to  revenging  hate, 
Or  to  neglecting  of  iheir  caremll  charge 
Lewdely  to  live  in  wantoa  recklessness^. 
Or  to  oppressing  of  the  rigbtfull  caiise. 


'^  The  migklh  Brute,  first  prince  offUltMi  tendc^-See  Qeoffry  of  Monmoutb,  book  L 
*'  Hccfted— supposed,  feared* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


l^csyii.iiB*]| 


E£RRBX  AND  PORREX. 


31 


Or  not  to  wrekt  tW  wraogM  dsae  to  tho  poort/ 
To  tmde  iowae  tr»l^  or  fofoor  fatoe  ckoeitc^ 
I  mcAiM  to  }ojne  to  oithcr  of  sj  aoones. 
Some  ono  of  tboM^  whoto  long  opproted  fakb 
And  wisdome  irjcd  nmy  weil  muam  mj  barter 
That  mjuja%  fnndc  «uiU  ^ade  no  wa^  to  orepo 
Into  their  anited  oarat  with  frave  ad? ue. 
Thb  is  the  eade^  and  so  I  fny  jpou  all 
To  beore  ny  aoMiei  the  me  aod  lojakie 
That  I  have  fbuode  wkhioyoar  faitbfuU  bnalea. 
Aro$i.  Yooy  aor  your  ■aoaray  our  aoforaiga  lord. 


Our  faith  and  tenrioe^  while  oar  lif«t  do  kit. 


CBOBtJS. 


Whea  settled  itay  doth  bolde  the  royal!  throne, 
la  6tedfast  plaoe  by  knowea and  dooUlea right; 
And  cbiefely  when  diaotnt  oo  one  alone 
Makes  Bingle  and  eopacted r eigne  to  light; 


£ch  cbtunge  of  ceune  ni^oiiits  die  whok  estate^ 
And  yeldes  it  tyaU  to  ruiue  by  debate. 

The  strength  that  koit  by  faske  accords  in  ooe^ 
AgainM  all  ^reia  pover  of  wightie  foe8| 
Could  of  itielfe  defend  itsel£r  aloue, 
Diftjoyoed  orios,  the  forinsr  foi«e  doth  I01& 
The  attkety  that  loadred  brake  so  toooe  in  fewains^ 
lu  faggot  bottode  attempted  were  in  vaine* 

Oft  tender  miude,  that  leades  the  parcialieye 
Of  erring  parents  in  their  childf«a*s  lovev 
Destroyas  the  wrongly  loKsd  childe  therby  s 
This  doth  the  prood  tonne  of  Apollo  prove^ 
Who,  rashly  set  in  chariot  of  his  sire. 
Inflamed  the  parehed  earth  with  hearen's  iiro. 

And  this  grant  king»  that  doth  diTide  liis  lande. 
And  chaunge  the  coarse  o£  his  discend'wg  crowne^ 
And  yeldea  tho'reigae  into  his  chiidreo*s  hand«^ 
From  blisful  state  of  joy  and  f^reat  cetiownei 
A  myrronr  shall  become  to  pnnces  aU, 
To  leanie  te  sbunne  the  oaaBC  (rf  locb  a  faft. 


The  Ord^r  and  SiONincATiON  of  the  Domme  Shew  before  the  Second  Act. 

Firti,  the  muMkke  rf  comnttu  hegtm  t»  fUs^  during  which  came  im  ujmn  the  aAagn  a  kinfty  er- 
eampanied  with  a  n^mbre  ^hi$  nobUitie  itnd  gentleman.  And  t^Ur  hi  had  placed  himmlfim  m 
dudft  ^tataU  fttp&r^fiif  him^  thttre  etme  and  knded  h^tre  him  -e  grow  and  aged  genth* 
flne%  emf  tfrid  up  e  enpfc  icn^o  him  of  w^ne  in  a  gUt$$ef  which  th$  king  r^und.    After  him 

.  iiMwifi  a^  m*eor  and  butie  yng  gmUtrnnaHf  und  pretenlet  the  king  with  a  cup  ef  gsidc  fiUdd 
woUh  peymHf  wMeh  the  kittg  seeept^df  mtd  drinking  the  tamcy  immediate^  fell  dmone  dead  upon 
the  eUgef  ^md  m  eom  cut^^  thence  away  bu  his  lordee  and  getUlememf  und  then  the  mumeke 
^mued^  JierHy  snw  eignif&d,  that  e$  giaete  ly  nateune  hotdelh  ne  poyeofif  hut  it  elere^  and  mey 
£amkf  he  eetn  thrmigh,  ne  baw^h  by  amy  arte  ;  m^  a  feytk^uU  eoumtdleur  haldeth  no  treuten^ 
hut  Vs  pbufne  and  epen,  ne  yekkth  te  ante  unditerete  affectkm^  but  gtmtk  hekeome  counmli^ 
ephieh  theyU  adrntedpritue  n^th>  The  d^lightfuU  (pddeiJiUed  with  poymn,  betekenethjhttery, 
eMchf  nuderfehe  eeemmg  vfpieaemint  wefdee,  beareth  deadly  poymn^  which  destroyed  the  prince 
that  reomeih  U^  es  befetl  in  the  two  bmhreni  Forme  omd  Forrest,  whoy  refmino  the  holesome 
mdeiee  engrave  coHmtellminf  tredUed  thete  yong  panttitesf  und  brought  to  themseboee  death  and 
mtidmotion  thonteyt 

Acrrus  dficvNDVa  scena  prima. 


FeRI^EX,  ttcHMONy  DoRDAir. 

Fer.  I  MBBTAUAJsnch  what  reason,  ledde  th4 
kan^ 
My  father,  thos  witbont  aU  my  desert 
To  leve  me  half  ifae  kingdoai%  which  by  coarse 
Of  lawe  aod  nature  should  Bsnavna  te  me» 

flirr.  If  you,  witb  stobhome  and  unlmaed  pryd^ 
Had  stood  against  him  in  rebelling  wise^ 
Or  if  wkh  midging  mindit  yoK  bed  eofiad 
80  slow  n  siuhng  of  his  aged  yeMBr 
Or  aaag^  before  year  time  to  haste  the  coorsn 
Of  fataH  death  upoi^  Us  royal  bend« 
Or  stained  yonr  stocke  with  mnider  of  your  byn; 
Some  foce  of  reason  aoight  perhaps.bate  seeusd, 
To  ydde  somo  fikeiy  causa  to  spoyle  jie  tbnsw 


i*er.  The  wrekeful  gods  powre  on  niy  curved  head 
Etemail  plagues  and  oerop*dyiog  woes : 
The  faeUish  prince  adjudge  my  danpned  ghost 
To  Tantales  thirsMi,  or  proud  Ixion's  wheele ; 
Or  cruellgripe^  10  gnaw  my  growing  horte 
To  during  tonnentes^  and  onquenebed  flames; 
If  ever  I  conoey ved  so  foole  a  thoagbt. 
To  wishe  his  ende  of  life,  or  yet  of  reigoe. 

Dor*  Ne  yet  your  fatfaeivO  cnost  noble  prince^ 
Did  erer  thinke  so  fowle  a  thing  of  you ; 
For  he  with  ommic  then  father's  tender  love. 
While  yet  the  fates  do  lend  him  life  to  rule, 
(Who  long  might  ly*a  to  see  your  ruling  well^ 
To  yon,  my  lorde>  nml  *o  W»  other  sonoe,     . 
Lo,  be  resigns  hss  wishae  and  poyalae. 
Which  nerer  wouW  so  niaa^  pwoce  have  done, 


?S4M/r— •finite iVtfl%pefl|aps.nMdher«Aic»vBltere^   See  Cotgiare.    S. 
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FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


[Sackvilu. 


If  be  badoooe  Mdemed  that  in  TOUT  barte 
There  ever  lodged  au  uokiode  a  tbought. 
But  tendre  love^  mj  lord,  and  teded  traste         / 
Of  yoor  good  natore»  and  yoar  noUe  minde^ 
Made  him  to  place  yon  thus  in>roj«U  throne, 
And  now  to  ge^  jrou  half  his  realme  to  goide^ 
Yea  and  that  halfe,  which  in  aboonding  store 
Of  things  that  senre  to  make  a  weltby  realme^ 
In  statelj  cities,  and  in  froitful  aoyte. 
In  temperate  breathing  of  the  milder  bearen^ 
In  things  of  nedefull  nse,  which  frendly  sen 
Transports  bj  traffike  from  the  forreioe  partes^ 
In  flowing  wealth,  in  hononr,  and  in  force. 
Doth  passe  the  dooble  Taloe  of  the  parte 
That  Porrex  bath  allotted  to  his  rdgne: 
Snch  is  joor  pase,  soch  is  jpour  fathoms  lo?e. 
Fer.  Ah !  love,  mj  firioids :  love  wrongs  not 

whom  be  loves. 
Dor.  Ne  yet  be  wrongeth  jou  that  geveth  jtm 
do  huge  a  rmgoe  ere  that  the  course  of  time 
Bring  jon  to  kingdome  by  discended  right. 
Which  time  perhaps  m%ht  end  yonr  time  before. 
Fer,  Is  (his  no  wrong,  say  yon,  to  reave  from  me 
My  native  right  of  halfe  so  great  a  realme, 
And  thus  to  match  his  yonger  sonne  with  me 
In  egall  power,  and  in  as  great  degree? 
Yea  «nd  what  sonne?  the  sonne  whose  swelling 

pride 
WoaUe  never  yelde  one  pointe  of  reverence, 
When  1  the  elder  and  apparaant  heire 
Stoode  in  the  likelihode  to  possesse  the  whole : 
Yea,  and  that  sonne  which  from  his  childish  age 
Envieth  myne  honour,  and  doth  hate  my  life, 
What  will  be  now  do^  when  his  pride,  bis  rage, 
The  mindfull  nmli^  or  hb  gmdgins  harte. 
Is  armed  with  forces  with  wealth,  andkinglv  state  ? 
Her.  Was  this  not  wron^  yea  yll  advis^wron^ 
To  give  so  mad  a  man  so  sharpe  a  sworde. 
To  so  great  perill  of  so  great  missehappe, 
Wide  open  tnos  to  set  so  Uirg0  a  waye  ? 

Dor.  Aks,  my  lord,  what  griefull  thing  is  this 
Tbat  of  yonr  brother  yon  can  thinke  so  iU? 
I  never  saw  him  utter  Itkelie  signe 
Whereby  a  man  might  see  or  once  misdeme 
Such  hate  of  yon,  ne  soch  unvelding  pride : 
HI  is  their  counsell,  sbaroefnil  be  their  end^ 
That  raysing  such  mistmstfull  feare  in  you, 
Sowing  the  seede  of  snch  unkindly  hate^ 
Travaile  by  treason  to  destroy  you  both. 
Wise  is  your  brother,  and  of  noble  bope^ 
Worthie  to  welde  a  large  and  mighte  realme^ 
So  much  a  stronger  frende  have  tou  therby. 
Whose  strength  isyour  strei^th,  if  you  gree  m  one. 
Her,  If  nature  and  the  ^de»'had  pinched  so 
Their  flowing  bountie  and  their  noble  giftes 
Of  prinoelie  qualities  from  you,  my  loi^ 
Ana  powrde  them  all  at  ones  in  wastfuU  wise 
Upon  your  fiitbers  yonger  sonne  alone; 


there  be  that  in  yonr  pnjodioe 
Wonld  say  that  birth  sbottld  yeld  to  ^ 
But  sithe  m  echo  good  ^  and  prinoelie  \ 
Ye  are  his  matche,  jand  m  the  cniefe  of  all 
In  mildnesse  and  in  sobte  pwremaonoe, 
Ye  farre  sumount;  and  stth  there  is  in  you 
Sttffidngskill  and  hopeful!  tovrardnesse. 
To  weld  the  whole  aind  match  your  ddm  prayse^ 
I  see  no  canse  why  ye  should  loosse  the  balle,- 
Ne  would  I  wishe  yon  yelde  to  such  a  losses 
Lest  yonr  ostlde  saffieraonce  of  so  great  a  wronge 
Be  deemed  cowardise  and  nmple  dreade : 
Which  shall  gave  oonrage  to  the  fierie  head 
Of  your  yonge  brother  to  invade  the  whole. 
Whde  yet  ti^rfore  stickes  in  the  peuples  minde 
The  lothed  wrong  of  your  cTi&beritaunce^ 
And  e^  vonr  brother  have  by  settled  power. 
By  guikfull  cloke  of  an  allonng  showe. 
Got  hini  some  force  and  favour  in  the  realme ; 
And  while  the  noble  queene  your  mother  lyves^ 
To  worke  and  practise  all  for  your  availe. 
Attempt  redresse  by  arms,  and  wreakc  yourself  ^^ 
Upon  his  life  that  gayne^  by  yonr  losse. 
Who  nowe  to  shame  of  you,  and  griefe  of  us. 
In  your  owne  kingdome  triumpbes  over  you. 
Shew  now  your  courage  meete  for  kii^  state^  ^ 
That  they  which  have  avowed  lo  spend  tfai^rgcxidsy 
Their  landes,  their  lives,  and  honomyinyoarcause^ 
May  be  the  bolder  to  mainteyne  your  parte 
When  thej  do  see  that  cowarde  feare  m  yo« 
Shall  not  betray,  ne  faile  their  fiuthfnU  hartea. 
If  once  the  death  of  Porrev  ende  the  strife^ 
And  pay  the  price  of  his  usurped  reigne. 
Your  mother  shall  perswade  the  angry  kyng^ 
The  lords  your  frends  eke  shall  appease  his  rage; 
For  they  be  wise,  and  well  they  can  forsee. 
That  ere  loage  time  your  aged  father's  deathi 
Will  bryng  a  time  when  you  shall  well  requita 
Their  friendlie  favour,  or  their  hateful  spite. 
Yea,  or  their  sladLnesse  to  avaunce  your  cau8e» 
**  Wise  men  do  not  se  hanj;  on  passing  stale 
Of  present  princes,  chiefly  in  their  age, . 
But  they  will  further  cast  their  reaching  eye 
To  viewe  and  weye  the  times  and  reignes  to  come.*' 
Ne  is  it  likely  though  the  king  be  wrothe. 
That  he  yet  will,  or  that  the  realme  will  beare- 
Extreme  revenge  upon  his  onely  sonne; 
Or  if  he  woulde,  what  one  is  be  that  dare 
Be  minister  to  soch  an  enterprise  ? 
And  here  you  be  now  placed  in  your  owne, 
Amyd  yonr  frendes,  your  vassalles,  and  your 

strength. 
We  shall  defemle  and  kepe  your  person  safe. 
Till  either  counsell  tume  his  tender  minde. 
Or  Bf/d  or  sorrow  ende  his  werie  dayes. 
But  if  the  feare  of  goddes,  and  secret  grudge 
Of  nature's  law,  repining  at  the  fact, 
Witbolde  your  courage  from  so  great  attempt; 


5^  fTrsafee  j/mtnelf-^  <•  revenge  yoandf. 
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Know  ye  that  lust  of  kute^omes  bath  no  \nn,      .  ^ 
The  ^:od(les  do  heare  and  weU  allow  in  kinges 
The  thiDges  tilat  thejr  i^bdn%  in  rascaH  routed. 
**  When  kinges  on  slender  quarrels  ninne  to  warreSy 
And  then  in  cnieU  and  unkindely  wise 
Commaund  theftes,  rapes,  murder  of  innocenes, 
The  spoile  of  townes,  inines  of  mighty  realms, 
Thinke  yon  such  princes  do  suppose  ttiemselTes 
Subject  to  lawes  of  lunde  and  fenre  of  gods  ?* 
Murders  and  violent  theftes  in  private  men 
Are  bainous  crimes,  and  full  of  fonle  reproach ; 
Yet  none  offence,  but  deckt  with  glorious  name^ 
Of  noble  conqoestes  in  the  handes  of  kinges. 
But  if  you  like  not  yet  so  bote  demise, 
Ne  iiat  to  take  such  vauntage  of  the  time, 
fihit,  though  with  peril!  6f  your  o#ne  estate,  - 
You  will  not  be  the  first^that  shall  invade. 
Assemble  yet  your  force  fot  your  defence^ 
And  for  your  safetie  stand  upon  your  garde. 

Dor,  O  heaven,  was  there  ever  heard  or  kiiowne, 
So  wicked  oounsell  to  a  noble  prince  f 
Let  me,  my  kml,  disclose  unto  your  grace 
This  bainous  twit,  what  mtschiefe  it  eootauei^ 
Your  father's  death,  your  brother's,  and  yourowne, 
Your  present  murder  and  eternall  shame : 
Ueare  me»  O  kin^,  and  suffer  not  to  sinke 
So  bigh  ft  treason  in  your  princely  breQt, 

Fer.  The  iti^ty  goddes  forMd  that  everl 
Slwald  once  cbndeave  iuch  mischtefe  in  my  hart! 
Although  my  brotherhath  bereft  my  realme. 
And  bwe  perhappes  to  me  an  btttdfuU  ttiinde, 
Shall  I  reve^  it  with  his  death  therefore  ? 
Or  shall  I  so  destroym^ Ikther^s  Hf<^ 
That  gave  mi^ife  ^  The  gods  forbid  I  say : 
Cease  y6u  to' s|»eikk^  ^'kn^  more  to  nie, 
Ne  yon  iny  fHend  with  laoiwere  once  repeate 
Soumleatale.'   In  silence  let  it  d]f« : 
What  tord  bf  subject  sMill  have  hope  at  alt, 
That  cmder  me  they  saf^sly  shaH  enjby6 
Their  goods,  their  honoors,  landes,  and  liberties; 
With  whom,  neither  one  onely  brortier  deare^ 
Ne  fath^  dearer/ could  enjove  their  lives? 
Bat  sith,  I  feare  my  yonger  brother's  ragfe^ 
And  akb  perhappes  some  dtfaer  man  may  geve^ 
Somfe  like  advise,  to  move  bis  erudgin^  h^t& 
At  mine  estate ;  which  counsdl  may  perthauflce 
Take  greater  force  with  him,  then  this  With  me^ 
I  will  in  sedate  so  prepare  myself^ 
As  if  hb  manoe'or  nis  lust  to  reigne, 
Breake  forth  in  arras,  or  sodeine  violence,  *    ' 
1  may  withstand  his  rage,  and  keepti  mine  ot^W. 

Dor,  1  feare  the  fatal  titne  now  dfawettf  oh,  "^ 
When  civill  bate  &ball  end  the  noble 'line  .. 
Of  famous  Bri2te,.aHd  of  his  romll  seedo :     ' 
Great  Jove  defend  the  mischiefes  flow  at  band ! 
O  that  the  secretaries  wis6  advise 
Had  e^  bene  heard,  when  he  Ibesought'&e  king 
Not  to  divide  his  laoNl,  tt>r  send  ins  sonnes 
To  further  partes  from  presence  t>f  his  ooiiirt,   • 
Ne  yet  to  yeld  to  them  bis  gorernaunce. 
Lo  such  are  tfaev  now  io  the  royall  throne 
Aft  was  rathe  Phaeton  in  Phcebus  earre  ; 
Ke  then  the  6ery  stedes  did  draw  the  flama 
YOL.  I. 


With  wilder  randon  through 'the  kindled  skies, 
limn  traitorous  cuunsell  now  will  whirle  about 
The  youthfull  beades  of  these  unskiifuU  kingcsu 
But  I  hereof  their  father  Mill  enforme. 
The  reverence  of  bim  perhappes  shall  stay 
The-growing  miscfai^fei,  wbBe  they  jiet  are  greene; 
If  thu  Mpe  not,  then  woe  onto  themselves, 
The  prince,  the  people^' tbift  divided  land. 

SjDEN A  SECUNDA. 

pQRKUyTYNniB,  PniLaNIIBR.. 

Par,  Anvt  U  it  thus  ?  and  doth  he  so  pr^ptft^ 
Against  his  brother  as  his  mcirtall  foe  P 
And  now  white  ye^  bib  a^d  father  lives  ? 
Neither  rentes  be  him,  nor  iWes  he  «e ? 
Warre  wduld  be  have?  and* he  shaH  have  if  so« 

2^11.  I  saw  myseiPer  Hivit^tfae  prepared  store' 
Of  tiiorse,  of  armour,  and  of  weapons  ther^ 
Ne  bring  l  to  my  lord  reported  tales^ 
Without  the  ground  of  seen%nd  searched  trotfth^ 
Loe  secrete  quarrells  runne  about  his  courT, 
To  bring  the  Mune  of  you,-  my  lorde^  in'  liate : 
Ech  mail  alm6sC  can  now  debate  the  ca(ise> ' 
A;nd  aske  a  reason  of -so  great  a  wrong, 
Why  he  so  noble,  and  so  i^rise  a  prince, 
Is,  as  unwortliy,  rtfk  lys  heriti^. 
And  why  the  king,  misseledde  bycraifefb  meaoei^ 
Oivided  thus  his  land  from  course  of  H£ht? 
The  ^iflier  96rtb  lioMe  downo  their  grierall  hlfdes, 
Ecbe.  maq  withdrttwisfrom  talke  «nd  oonrpauy 
Of  thostf  that  have  benifr  knowne'  to  favour  you 
To  iide'tfio  mischiefe  of  their 'meanrng  there; 
Rumours  ane spread  of  your^pi^toaringhere. 
The  imsdJl  numb^^rrbf  unskiifdl  sort 
'Are  filled  «^  mbntftttMi^  tates  of  yod  and  yours. 
In  secrete!  wits eooas^llbd  by  my  frei|d^ 
TbJiast  me  tbebOe,  and  brought  yon,  a^  you  Itnow, 
Letters  from  those  that  botlT  can  tiHiely  tell,     ' 
And  would  not  Mrrite  uAlesse'they  knew  it  well: 

PhL  My  lord,  ytft  ere  you  mo**  unkindly  warre. 
Send  tb  yout  brother  \o  tiemaund  tbe  cause :  '^' 
Perhappes  some  tnStoh>U8  tales  bavcfilled  his  earM 
With  mise  r,eport^agiuf»ryour  noble  gralce, 
'  Which  dh()tf  imkdtf^ed  sbaltend  the  |roWti%  strifb, 
Tliat  els  not  sl^fed  w4th  wise  fot^sight  in  time 
Shall  (laiard^  boVh  y«[hr  kmgdbn^es  and  yourOves: 
Stod  to  ydm*.  father  «ke,  he  bhall  appease 
ItoQT  kindled  unndes,  and  rid  yb^  of  this  feaie. 
■-  'Pbr.Aidd^me  of  feare?  ifearihtmnbtatally 
'  Ke  will  to  him,  ne  to  ray  fatheV  send ; 
If  dahgir  Weife  fnJr  one  to  ttiry  there, 
lliinke  ve  it  safctl6  to  retume  againe  ? 
In  lAisbhjeftis  such  ti^l'en'ex  now  intendes. 
The  "wonted  €(krrteobs  lawes  to  iftessengers 
Are  hot  observed,  'whk:h  in  iqst  w^rre  they  use* 
Shall  I  so  Masard  any  one  of  Aiin6  ? 
Shall  I^tray  my  trtrsQr  n^ndes  to  him 
'that  hath  disclosed  h1ij  treason  uiitb me?      . 
Let  bim  £ntreati9.  that^f(^an;^  I  feare  him  not : 
Or  shall  I  to  the  king,  my  father,  send  ; 
Yea,  and  send  now  while  such  a  mother  lives^ 
That  loves  my  brother,  aud  that  hateth  me  f 
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#$hoH  I  p!ft  leOorc  by  my  fon^  iMim^ 
To  Fen^  to  oupt^sie  roe  aU  unmire  r 
I  win  not,  bm  I  wiH  tnvaile  bb  realinev 
And  seeke  the  traitour  prince  witbk)  his  odart, 
Mischiefs  for  fniBcbiefe  is  a  tioe  rewaitk 
Bk  'wretdied  bead  shall  pat  the  worthy  priea 
Of  this  his  treason  and  bis  Kate  t»  mau 
Shall  I  abMe,  and  treate,  and  send  and  pvay, 
And  holde  my  yelden  throate  to  traitour's  knife ; 
While  I  with  valiant  minde  and  OKiqaering  force 
Might  rid  myselfe  of  foes,  and  winne  a  realme  ? 
Yet  rather  when  I  havie  Vhe  wretches  head, 
TbeB  to  the  king,  my  father,  will  I  send. 
The  bootelesse  ease  may  yet  appease  bis  Wrath ; 
If  not,  I  wiH  defend  me  as  I  may. 

Phi.  Lo  here  tbe  end  «f  these  two  yonthCnl  kings, 
The  father's  death,  the  mine  of  their  reaimes. 
**  O  most  onhappy  state  of  oomiselJ<ir% 
That  light  en  so  anfaafjpy  lerdes  and  timet, 
That  neither  can  tlieir  go^  advise  b^  heard, 
Yet  most  they  beare  the  blames  of  ill  success  !^ 
But  I  will  to  the  king,  fheSr  father,  baste^ 
Ere  this  misdiiefe  come  to  the  bkely  ebd. 
That  if  the  miridfaU  wrath  of  wrekefbll  gods, 
Since  migbtie  iKons  M\  not  yet  appeased 
With  these  poore  remnantes  of  me  Trejafn  name 
Have  not  determined,  by  unmoved  fkte, 
Pot  of  this  realme  to  rase  the  firittishe  Ime, 
-3y  good  advise,  by  awe  of  f&tber's  name. 
My  force  of  wiser  lordes,  tins  kindled  bate 
Mf^  yet  be  Quenched  ere  it  coDMiiiiie  us  all. 


Cnoktrs. 

Whoa  yootb,  not  bridled  with  a  guiding  stay. 
Is  left  to  randoD  of  their  owoe  delight, 
Andweldswholerealmesbyforceofsoveraignsway, 
Great  is  the  dnunger  of  mmaistred  might, 
Lest  skf  Uesse  ragje  tlvowesdowwe  with  beadfonafkll 
Their  lands,  their  states,  dietr  lireo,  tbemselves, 
and  all. 

When  growing  pride  doth  fill  llia  swelling  bres^ 
And  gredy  last  doth  rayae  the  ctimbing  suode, 
Ob  hardbe  asaye  tbe  perill  be  represt, 
Ne  fisare  of  angrie  goddes>  ne  lawes  kinde, 
Ne  countries  care  can  fired  hartes  restra^e 
Whan  force  bath  armed  envie  and  disdaine. 

When  kinges  of  fbreaette^  will  negtoct  Aa 

Txmc 
Of  best  advise,  and  yelde  to  pieawig  tales^ 
That  do  their  fSuines  noysorae  humour  feede, 
Ne  reason,  nor  regarde  of  right,  availes ; 
Succeding  beapes  of  plagaes  shall  teach  to  late 
To  leame  tbe  nusehiefes  of  nnsgaided  state. 

Vnmle  Ml  tbe  traitour  false,  that  tindenninet 
Tbe  love  of  brethren  to  destroye  them  both. 
Woe  to  iftfe  priooe,  that  pliant  cai«  enclyncs 
And  yeldes  his  miode  to  poysonoas  tabs  thot 

^oweth 
From  flattering  mouth ;  and  woe  to  wretched  land, 
Tba«  wastes  itselfe  with  civill  sworde  in  faande. 
Loe,  thus  k  is,  poyson  in  golde  to  take, 
And  holsome  ditiike  in  homely  cuppe  forsake. 


The  Oi»Ea  adid  SioNiFicATiON  of  tbe  Domme  Shewe  before  ihe  Thirde  Act. 


First,  the  wmmcke  affltOet  ^etftm  t^-phye^  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  a  compamy  ofn 
ere  aU  eladen  butcke,  heMsemng  demth  amd  terowe  to  e»$m  tifon  the  iUridvued  misgovememeni 
and  diteentien  of  bretkrene,  me  Srfell  upon  the  murder  of  Ferreg  by  hU  yonger  brother.  After  #A^ 
flMwmcri  had  pasted  ihryee  miotit  tke  aiage,  ihey  deparied,  and  t/Hm  the  muucke  eeased, 

ACTVS  TEMTOS.    SCENA  PMMA. 


Oe&BODVc,  E«%VLVS,  Anoarus,  pHiLAirDBliy 

NONtlVS. 

Oor.OcRrsLLfates,  O  mhidfnltntith  of  goddes^ 
Whose  vcftageance  neither  Stmois  ^cayned  sttieanies 
Flowing  with  bloud  of  Trojan  princes  islalne, 
NorPmygian  fieldes made  ranck with  corpses  d^ad 
Of  Asian  kinges  atid  lordes,  can  yet  apease, 
Ne  slaughter  of  unhappie  Pryam's  race^ 
Nor  Uian's  fall  made  levell  >vidi  the  soile. 
Can  yet  soffise ;  but  still  continued  rage 
Pursues  our  Wves,  and  from  the  failhest  seas 
Botlh  dmse  the  issues  of  destroied  Troye. 
Oh  no  man  bappie  till  his  ende  t>e  scene  ! 
If  any  flqwhig  wealth  and  secmyx^  joye 


In  present  y^res  might  make  a  happy  wbbt^ 
Happie  was  Hecuba,  the  wofullest  wretch 
That  ever  lyved  to  make  a  myrrour  of; 
Atid  Irappte  Prpm  widi  his  noble  sonnea. 
And  happie  i  tiU  nowe.    Alas,  I  see 
And  feele  my  most  unhappie  wretchednesset 
Beholde,  my  lordes,  read  ye  this  letter  here, 
Loe  h  contcins  the  mine  of  our  realme, 
If  thneKe  speede  provide  not  hasde  helpe. 
Yet,  O  ye  goddes,  if  ever  wofull  kyng  ^ 
Might  move  ye,  kings  of  kin^s,  wreke  it  on  me 
And  on  my  sonnes,  not  on  tms  gihlesse  reahne. 
Send  do^foe  your  wasting  flames  fW>m  wrathfoR 

skies. 
To  reve  me  and  my  sonnes  the  hateful  bread). 


?  I^r^ett^^L  c.  foresl|tt. 


*»  Itede^.  e.  advlc^ 
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Read,  rmd,  mj  ki«4«s;  tbis  is  the  matter  why 
I  nUed  je  aoire^  to  Iwve  your  good  advyse. 

n«  Letter  from  Dordan,  the  couuHliour  efthe 
Mer^Frince^ 

EuBVLus  readeth  the  Letter. 

"  Uj  sovenigM  lord,  wkaft  I  am  loth  to  vutfi 
fiat  lodiest  am  to  see,  that  I  am  forced 
Bf  letters  nowe  to  m^e  yoo  understande, 
My  lord  Ferrei,  jFour  Mmi  somie,  misMdo 
By  trtitoroas  £iaude  of  jwifL  uatempred  witt^ 
Asmbkth  forae  agajFQ^t  y^ur  yooger  sooim^ 
>ie  can  my  coubssU  yel  witl^deawe  the  hea^ 
Aad  fiirioue  pangfW  of  his  eiiten<B4  head; 
J>isdaine,  saith  Im,  of  his  ctitbentaDcey 
Antes  hnii  to  wrek*  tha  ^reat  preteoded  wropg 
With  cifyil  8woi4  vpoii  hm  brother's  life ; 
If  present  heipe  do  not  restraine  this  lage, 
TbsiemewiU  wast  yoareoiiBesi  your  land,  and  you. 
Ynur  U^eat}f9,fuUhfuU  an4  mpet 
huwMe  suhject^  Do&DAif. 

Arm.  OIlio^  appoaiayettg  gmf«^  and  slay  your 

pUint; 
Gfest  is  the  matter,  and  a  wofiJi  case; 
Bit  tiaieiy  knowledgemy  hniig  tinely  helpe. 
Scad  for  them  both  onto  your  pvesenoe  here ; 
The  Pet efeaoe  of  your  hoMMiry  age,  and  state^ 
Vow  graite  advice^  the  awe  of  father'^  nane, 
Shall  fjoicUte  knit  agayna  this  bro4e»  peace; 
And  it  in  either  of  ny  lordes,  yoar  seKaei^ 
Be  sucbe  oatamed  and  onyekhag  pride 
As  will  not  beode  imto  your  noble  hesles ;  ^^ 
If  Ferrei,  the  ekier  Sonne,  ciQ  bear  no  p«fre» 
Or  Porrei  not  content,  aspires  to  vaan  . 
TIan  yoQ  him  gave  above  bis  native  right; 
Joyne  with  the  juster  side,  so  shall  you  force 
Them  to  agre^  anil  hplde  the  l^nd^  in  stay. 

Eab,  What  meaneth  this^  loe  yonder  comes  in 
hast 
PbOaoder  from  my  lori],  Toqr  yonger  sonne* 

Qa^.  The  ^oddes  sende  joyful  newes ! 

Pii.  The  migbti^  ^o?e 
Pmerfe  your  majestie»  O  noble  king, 

Gurh,  Philander,  welcome^  but  how  doth  my 

Sonne? 
TkL  Tour  sonn^  sir,  lyv^  and  bealthie  I  him  left : 
Bat  vet,  0  king,  this  want  pf  lustfull  health 
Coukl  not  be  balfe  so  griefefull  to  your  grace, 
^  these  most  wretched  tidynges  that  I  bryng. 

Goth,  O  heavens,  yet  more?  no  epde  of  woei  to 
me? 

PU  Tyodar^  Q  king,  came  lately  from  the  cpiff  t 
Pf  Ferres,  to  my  lord,  yopf  yonger  sonne. 
And  f^ade  reporte  of  Krcat  prepared  5,tftre 
for  warre^  and  sayth  W^  i^  4^  wbol|y  mpot 


Agayost  Porrex,  for  high  disdayoe  that  be 
Ly yes  now  a  king,  and  egaU  in  d^ree 
With  him  that  claimeth  to  succeed  the  wholc^ 
As  by  due.  title  of  discending  right : 
Porrex  is.  nowe  so  set  on  fldming  fire, 
Partely  y ftU  kindled  rage  oi  cruell  wrath, 
Partely  with  hop^  to  gt^me  a  rcalnae  thereby, 
That  he  in  hast  prepareth  to  invade 
His  brother's  land^  an^  with  unkindely  warm 
Threatens  the  murder  of  your  elder  spnne ; 
Ne  coipid  I  him  perswade  that  first  he  should 
Send  to  his  brother  to  demaoade  the  cause; 
Nor  yet  to  you  to  stale  this  hateful  ^ife. 
Wherefore  sith  there  no  more  I  can  be  beardf , 
I  come  myselfe  now  to  enforme  your  prace, 
And  to  bcseche  you,  a3  you  love  the  hfe 
And  safetie  of  your  children  and  your  realn^, 
Now  to  employ  your  wisdome  and  your  force 
To  staye  this  mischiefc  ei^  it  be  to  late. 

Gorb.  Are  they  in  aiTme^?  would  he  iiot  ^eads 
to  Qjke  ? 
Is  this  the  hooour  of  a  father's  name  ? 
Iq  vain  we  travailo  to  asawa^e  their  mind^ 
As  if  their  hartesi,  whoroe  neither  brbthec>  love^ 
Nor  father's  ave,  npr  kingdome^  care,  caa  move, 
Our  cQ^uasells  could  vvithorawe  from  raging  heat. 
Jove  slay  them  botli,  and  end  the  cursed  im^l 
For  tho^iigh  perhappes  feare  of  si^ch  mightie  foroe 
As  I,  my  lordei^  joyncd  with  your  noble  aides, 
IVSniye  y^t  raises  sliall  represse.tlieir  present  heate^ 
The  secret  grudge  and  malice  will  remayne. 
The  fire  not  ^nch^d,  hut  k^pt  in  clos^  restraint 
Fedde  Kill  within,  break^  forthwith  double  fiamf; 
Their  death  and  myoe  mu  ^  pfs^  ^^  ^he  ^^grie  godf . 

Phi,  YeWe  not,  O  king,  sp  much  to  iveate  dj^ 
peice; 
Your  sonnes  yet  lyve,  and  long  I  trust  they  shall: 
If  fates  had  taken  you  from  earthly  life. 
Before  beginning  qf  this  dvyll  stri/e ; 
Perhappes  your  sonnes,  in  their  uamaistered  yontby 
Loose  from  re^rde  of  any  (yvin^  wight. 
Would  runne  on  headbn^,  with  unbrfdted  raee^ 
To  their  owne  death  andTunie  of  this  reahn'e; 
But  sith  the  gods,  tl^t  have  the  care  for  hinges, 
'Of  ihin^es  and  times  dispose  the  order  so. 
That  iti  yoqr  life  this  kimll'ed  flame  breakes  forth, 
While  yet  your  ly  fe,  your  wlsdome,  and  your  power, 
May  stay  the  growing  misclnefe,  apd  repressa 
The  fiene  blaze  of  their  inkindled  heate ; 
It  seemes,  and  so  ye  ought  to  deeme  thereof. 
That  levying  Jove  hath  tempred  so  the  time 
pf  this  (iipbatp  tc{  happen  in  your  dayes, 
That  you  yet  lynpg  may  the  same  appeaze, 
And  adde  it  to  the  glory  of  your  age,  ^ 
And  they,  your  sonnes.  ma^  ^eame  to  live  in  peace. 
BefTAjre,  Q  kia^  the  greatest  narme  of  all, 
Lest  oy  your  wa^lefulr  plaints  your  hastened  4sath 


■  I  in;   ■iiii.iiiTi     ,    I  f^ 


^  i7ei<e»— eoamaods.  ^s  p^g^^ — ;,  e.  appease.    S. 

^  Ymtr  sf e— the'Wcoad  lai  ii|iBi  tUlia^tpni^^mr  kU»r  iV«*~  V^  alteratioo  by  Mr  ffpeoce* 
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Do  yelde  larj^e  roome  unto  their  growing  rage ; 
Presen'e  your  life,  the  onclj  hope  of  sUj ; 
And  if  your  highncs  herein  list  to  use 
Wisdome  or  force,  counsell  or  knightly  aide, 
Loe  we,  our  persons,  powers,  and  lyves,  arc  yoars; 
Use  us  tyll  death,  O  kin^  we  are  your  owne. 

Eub.  Lo6  heVe  the  penll  that  was  erst  foresene. 
When  you,  O  king,  did  first  deyide  your  lande. 
And  yelde  your  present  reigne  unto  your  sonnes. 
Bu(  now,  O  noble  prince,  now  is  no  time 
To  waile  and  plaiue,  and  wast  your  wofuH  life. 
Now  is  the  time  ior  present  good  adrise. 
Sorrow  doth  darke  the  judgement  of  the  wytte; 
^  The  hart  unbroken,  and  the  courage  free 
From  feble  faintenesee  of  bootelesse  despeire, 
Doth  either  ryse  to  safetie  or  renowne, 
By  noble  valure  of  unvanqutsht  minde. 
Or  yet  doth  perishe  in  more  happy  sort." 
Your  grace  may  send  to  either  of  your  sonnes, 
Some  one  both*  wise  and  noble  personage, 
Which  witb  good  counsel!  and  with  weightie  name 
Of  father  shall  preseint  before  tlieir  eyes 
Your  best,  your  life,  your  safetie,  and  their  owne; 
The  present  mischiefe  of  their  deadly  strife, 
And  in  the  while  assemble  you  the  force 
"Which  your  comniaundment  and  the  spedy  hast 
Of  all  my  lordes  here  present  can  prepare : 
The  terrour  of  your  mightre  power  shall  staye 
The  rage  of  both,  or  yet  of  one  at  lest. 
'  Nun,  0  king,  the  greatest  griefe  that  ever  prince 

dyd  heare. 
That  ever  wofull  messenger  dyd  tell. 
That  ever  wretched  land  hath  sene  before, 
I  brvng  to  you.    Porrex,  your  yonger  sonne, 
With  soden  force  invaded  hath  the  lande   ' 
Tb(|tyou  to  Fcrircx  did  allotte  to  nile^; 


And  widi  his  owoe  most  Moody  hand  be  ha^ 
His  brother  slaine,  and  doth  poaiesse  bis  realine« 
Oorb,  O  heavens  send  down  the  flames  of  your 
revenge! 
Destroy,  I  say,  with  flash  of  wreakefuU  fler 
The  traitour  sonne,  and  then  the  wretc|ie4  ^i^ 
But  let  us  go,  that  yet  perhappes  I  may 
Die  with  revenge,  and  peaze  the  hatefull  godm; 

Cbobus. 

The  lust  of  kingdome  knowes  no  swred  faith^ 
No  rule  of  reason,  no  regarde  of  right, 
No  kindely  love,  no  feare  of  heacveu's  wrathj^ 
But  with  eontemnt  of  goddes,  and  manS  despite, 
Througli  blodie  slaughter  doth  prepare  the  waies, 
To  fatall  scepter  and  accursed  reigne. 
The  Sonne  so  loathes  the  flither*s  Ungering  daies^ 
Ne  dreades  his  band   in   brother's    biode  to 

staine. 
O  wretched  prince,  ne  dost  thou  ^ret  recorde 
The  yet  frcsn  murthers  done  within  the  laude 
Of  thy  forefathers,  when  the  cruell  sworde 
^  *  Bereft  Mprgan  hb  life  with  cosyn's  hand  ? 
Thus  fatall  plagues  norsae  the  giltie  raoe^ 
Whose  murderous  hand,  imbrued  with  giltiesse 

blood, 
Askes  vengeance  still  before  the  heavens  fboe» 
With  c^ndlesse  mischiefes  on  the  cursed  broode. 
The  wicked  childe  thus  bringes  to  wofull  aire 
The  mournefoll  plaintes  to  wast  his  very  life  ; 
Thus  do  the  cruell  flames  of  dvvll  fier 
Destroy  the  parted  reigne  witb  hatefull  strif«L 
And  hence  doth  spring  the  well  from  whidh  doth 

flow. 
The  dead  black  streamesof  mooraing,  plaints^  and 

woe« 


The  Oader  and  Signification  of  the  Dpmme  Shewe  before  the  Foarth  Act 

Firit  the  muskke  of  homtboici  began  to  playe^  during  which  there  came  from  under  the  ttage^  em 
though  out  (fheUy  three  furie$^  AlectOf  megera^  and  Ctisiphone,  clad  in  blacke  garmentee  sprinh^ 
led  with  bUmd  andfiamet^  their  bodies  girt  with  snakes^  their  neds  spred  with  serpentes  in  stead  of 
heiref  the  one  bearing  in  her  hand  a  ^akCf  the  other  a  whip^  and  the  third  a  burning  firebrand  ; 

•  ech  driving  ^ore  them  a  king  and  a  queene,  which  moved  by  Juries  unnaturally  had  slaine  their 
owne  children.  The  names  rfthe  kings  and  queenes  were  these^  TantaluSf  Medea,  Athamot,  Ino, 
CambiseSf  AUhea ;  after  that  the  furies  and  these  had  passed  about  the  stage  thriie,  they  departed^ 
and  than  the  musicke  ceased :  hereby  was  signified  the  unnaturall  murders  to  follow,  that  is  to  Ufju 
forrex  slaine  by  his  own  mother  ;  and  of  king  Gorboduc,  and  queen  Videna^  killed  by  their  owne 
fuijeets. 

ACTUS  QUARTUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


ViDCNA  sola. 

Vid.  Why  should  I  lyve  and  linger  forth  my 
lime  •   "  -. 

In  longer  life  to  double  my  distresse  ? 
jO  me  most  wofull  wight*!'  whome  no-mishappe 


Long  ere  this  day  could  have  bereved  benoe. 
Mought  not  these  handes,  by  fortune  or  by  fate. 
Have  perst  this  brest,  and  life  with  iron  ref^  ; 
Or  in  this  palace  Here  i^ere  I  so  long 
Have  spent  my  daie^  could  not  that  happie  limii^ 
Ouce^  oooe  have  bapt,  in  which  these  hiig>e  frames 


^  •  Bereft  Mwgm  hi$  ttf^,  SiU^Ste  p.  88. 
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With  death  by  fall  might  have  oppressed  roe ; 
Or  should  not  this  most  bard  and  cruell  soile. 
So  oh  where  I  have  prest  my  wretdied  steps. 
Some  time  had  mthe  of  myne  accarsed  life. 
To  rende  in  twayne,  and  swallow  me  therein. 
So  had  my  bones  possessed  now  in  peace 
Their  bappie  grave  within  the  closed  groande. 
And  greadie  wormes  had  gnawen  this  pyncd  hart 
Without  my  feeling  payne :  so  should  not  now 
This  1/nog  brest  remayne  the  nithfuU  tombe 
Wheno  my  hart  yelden  to  death  is  graved ; 
Nor  driery  thooghts  with  pangies  of  pining  griefe 
My  doleful!  miade  had  not  afflicted  thus, 
O  my  beloved  sonne,  O  my  swete  childe, 
My  €lcare  Ferrex,  my  Joye,  my  ly ves  delight !      *. 
Is  my  beloved  sonne,  is  my  sweete  childe, 
My^deare  Fcrrex,  my  joye.  my  Ivves  delight, 
Mnrdred  with  craell  death?  O  batefull  wretch, 
O  lieynous  traitoor  both  to  heaven  and  earth, 
Thou,  Purrcx,  thoo  this  damned  dede  bast  wrought, 
Thoo,  Porrex,  thou  shalt  dearly  bye  ^'  the  same. 
Trakour  to  kinne  and  kimle,  to  sire  and  me, 
To  thine  owne  fleshe,  and  traitour  to  thyself. 
The  Gods  on  thee  in  hell  shall  wrekc  their  wrath, 
And  here  in  earth  this  hand  shall  take  revenge 
On  tliee,  Porrex,  thou  false  and  caitife  wight. 
If  after  bftood  so  eigre  were  thy  thirst, 
A$>d  SBonderoas  minde  had  so  possessed  thee. 
If  soch  hard  hart  of  rocke  and  stonic  flint 
Lived  in  thy  brest,  that  nothing  els  could  like 
Thy  cniel  tyrantee  thought  but  death  and  bloud, 
Wilde  savage  beasts  mooglit  not  their  slaughter 

serve. 
To  fcde  thy  greedio  will;  and  in  the  middest 
Of  their  entndles  to  staine  thy  deadly  handes 
Wkh  blood  deserved,  and  drbke  thereof  thy  fill: 
Or  if  noaght  els  but  death  and  blond  of  man 
MoQght  flease  thy  lust,  could  none  in  Brittaine 

land. 
Whose  hart  betome  out  of  his  panting  brest 
With,  thine  owne  band,  or  worke  what  dfsath  thou 

wonldflt. 
Suffice  to  make  a  sacrifice  to  peaze 
That  deadly  minde  andmnrderous  thought  in  thee, 
But  he  who  in  the  selffc  same  wombe  was  wrapped, 
Where  thou  in  dismall  bower  receivedst  life  i 
Or  if  nedes,  nedes  they  hand  must  slaughter  make, 
Moughtest  thou  not  have  reached  a  mortall  wound, 
And  with  thy  s%vord  have  pearsed  this  curbed 

wombe 
That  the,  accursed  Porrex,  brought  to  light. 


And  geven  me  a  just  reward  therefore  ? 

So,  Ferrex,  yet  sweet  life  mooght  have  enjoyed^ 

And  to  his  aged  father  comfort  brought^ 

With  some  yong  sonne  in  whom  they  both  na^% 

live. 
But  whereunto  waste  I  thus  rathfuU  speche 
To  thee  that  bast  thy  brother's  hloud  thus  shedf 
Shall  I  still  thinke  that  from  this  wombe  thou 

sprong  } 
That  I  thee  bare  ?  or  take  thee  for  my  sonne  ? 
No,  traitour,  no :  I  thee  refuse  for  mme : 
Murderer,  I  thee  renounce,  thou  art  not  mine. 
Never,  0  .wretch,  this  wombe  conceived  thee, 
^  Nor  never  bode  I  painfull  throwes  for  thee : 
Changeling  to  me  thou  art,  and  not  my  childe^ 
Nor  to  no  wight  that  spark  of  pitie  knew, 
Ruthelesse  uukinde,  monster  of  nature's  worke, 
^'  Thou  never  suckt  the  milke  of  woman's  brest. 
But  from  thv  birth  the  cruell  tigers  teates 
Have  nursed  thee,  nor  yet  of  fleshe  and  blond 
Formed  is  thy  hart,  but  of  hard  iron  wrought ; 
And  wilde  ami  desert  woods  bredde  thee  to  life. 
But  can^t  thou  hope  to  scape  my  just  revenge ; 
Or  that  these  hanmi  will  not  be  wrooke^'  on  tbos? 
Doest  thou  not  know  that  Ferrex'  mother  lives, 
That  loved  him  more  dearly  than  herselfe? 
And  doth  she  live,  and  is  not  venged  on  thee  ? 

8CENA  SECONDA. 
GoRBODuc,  Arostus,  EuBULtTs,  Pourex,  Ma&« 

CCLLA. 

Gorb,  W  e  marvell  much  wherto  this  lingring  stay 
Falles  out  so  lone :  Porrex  unto  our  court, 
By  order  of  our  Tetters,  is  returned; 
And  Eubulus  receaved  from  us  bybest. 
At  his  arrivall  heere,  to  ^eve  him  charge 
Before  our  presence  straight  to  make  repaire. 
And  yet  we  have  no  worde  whereof  he  stayes. 

Arot,  Ix>  where  he  commes,  and  Eubulus  with 
him. 

Eub.  According  to  your  highnesse  best  to  m* 
Here  have  I  Porrex  brought,  even  in  such  sort 
As  from  his  weried  hors^  he  did  alight. 
For  that  your  grace  did  will  such  bast  therein. 

Gorb.  We  like  and  praise  this  spedy  will  in  yoi^ 
To  worke  the  thinge  that  to  your  cbam  we  i^e^ 
Porrex,  if  we  so  farre  should  swarve  from  kinder 
And  from  those  boundes  which  lawes  of  nature  sets,. 
As  thou  hast  done  by  vile  and  wretched  deeds 
In  cruell  murder  of  thy  brother's  life, 


ss  l^^-Hiby,  abide. 

*•  Nor  mver  bitde  /,  Ac.r-»ode,  from  the  verb  to  hide,    8. 

^^Tkouneoermekttkomitkofwowum'ibroti^Sui^^' 

Nee  tibi  diva  paiem,  generis  nee  Dardanos  aiictor, 

PerMe,  sed  daris  geoait  te  caatibns  horreos 

Cancasot,  Hyrcameque  admorant  abera  tlgres.    VimoiC. 

*J  FTrooJto— f weaf  erf,  from  the  verb  to  wreake.    S* 
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Oor  present  hand  could  stiy  no  longer  timcy 
But  Btitdglit  should  botbe  Cbis  blade  ia  blond  of 

thee, 
As  just  revenge  of  thy  detesttd  crime. 
No;  we  should  notoflfead  the  Jawe  of  kinde, 
If  now  this  sword  of  ours  did  slay  thee  here : 
For  thon  hast  mardred  him,  whose  henious  death 
Even  nature's  force  doth  move  ys  to  revenge 
By  blood  againe ;  and  justice  forceth  us 
To  measure  death  for  death,  thy  due  desert : 
Yet  sitbens  thon  art  our  childe,  and  sith  as  yet. 
In  this  bard  case  what  worde  thou  canst  alledge 
For  thy  defence  by  us  hath  not  bene  heard, 
We  are  content  to  staye  our  will  for  that 
AVbich  justice  biddes  us  presently  to  worke ; 
And  geve  thee  leave  to  use  thy  speche  at  full, 
If  ought  thou  have  to  lay  for  thine  excuse. 

Par.  Neither,  O  king,  I  can  or  will  denie. 
But  that  this  hand  from  Ferrex  fife  hath  reft; 
Which  fact  how  much  my  doleful!  hart  doth  waile^ 
Oh  would  it  mought  as  full  appeare  to  sight 
As  inward  griefc  would  poure  it  forth  to  me ; 
So  yet  perhappes  if  ever  ruthefull  hart 
Melting  in  teares  within  a  manly  brest. 
Through  depo  repentance  of  his  bloudy  fact, 
If  ever  griete,  if  ever  wofull  man 
Might  move  regreite  with  sorrowe  of  his  fanlte^ 
I  thinke  the  torment  of  my  monmefuU  case 
Knotren  to  your  graces  as  £  do  feele  the  same. 
Would  force  even  wrath  herselfe  to  pitie  me. 
But  as  the  water  troubled  with  the  mudde 
Shewes  not  the  face  which  els  the  eye  should  see; 
Even  so  your  irefuft  minde  with  stirred  thought, 
Cannot  so  perfectly  disceme  my  cause : 
But  tlyis  unhappe,  amongst  so  many  happes 
I  nyust  content  me  with,  mOst  wretchea  man, 
That  to  rayselfe  I  must  reserve  my  woe 
In  pinrag  thooglites  of  mine  accursed  faet ; 
Since  I  mitjf  not  shewe  my  smallest  grlcfo. 
Such  as  it  is,  and  as  my  brest  endures. 
Which  I  esteeme  the  greatest  miserie 
Of  all  mishappes  that  fortune  now  can  send. 
Not  that  I  rest  in  hope  with  plaint  and  teares 
To  purchase  life;  for  to  the  feods  I  clepe** 
For  true  reoorde  of  this  my  faithfult  speche. 
Never  thb  hart  shall  hare  the  thouglitfull  dread 
To  dye  the  death  that  by  your  grace's  dome 
B^  just  desert  shall  be  pronounced  to  me; 
Nor  never  shall  thb  toneue  once  spend  the  spedie. 
Pardon  to  crave,  or  seeke  by  sute  to  live : 
I  meane  not  this  as  though  1  were  not  toochde 
With  care  of  dreadfuU  death,  or  that  I  helde 
life  in  contempt;  but  that  I  know,  the  flMsde 
Stoupes  to  no  dread,  although  the  flesh  be  fraile; 
And  for  my  gilt,  I  yelde  the  same  so  great  | 


As  in  nyaalfe  I  find  a  fear  to  sua 
For  graunt  of  lif^ 

C^rb.  In  vaine,  O  wretdi,  then  diewasi 
A  wofttll  k«rt ;  Fenrex  now  lyas  in  grava^ 
Slaioa  by  thy  hand. 

For.  Yet  this,  O  Mbew,  bear% 
And  then  I  end :  Your  roajeatie  well  knofwa. 
That  when  my  brother  Ferrex  and  my  9iAf% 
By  your  owne  best  were  joyaed  in  govamaunoa 
Of  this  your  grace's  reafane  of  Bnttaiue  land, 
I  never  sought,  nor  travaiUed  for  tkm  same ; 
Nor  by  my  selfe,  nor  bj  no  fraud  I  wrought^ 
But  from  your  highncsse  will  alone  it  aproi^ 
Of  your  moat  gractoas  goodness  bent  to  me  ; 
But  how  my  Imihar's  hart  even  then  remned. 
With  swollen  disdaine  agabsl  miae  egall  rulay 
Seeing  that  raalmc,  whieh  by  discent  should  groir 
Wholly  to  him,  allotted  halfe  to  me ; 
Even  m  your  bighnessa  coart  he  now  remunes^ 
And  with  my  brother  than  in  nearesi  pfaux 
Who  can  recorde ;  what  proofe  therof  was  shewde^ 
And  how  my  brother's  envious  hart  appearde  i 
Yet  I  that  judged  it  my  porta  to  seeke 
Hn  favour  and  good  will,  and  btb  to  make 
Your  kighnesse  know  the  thing  which  should  lunra 

brought 
Grief  to  your  grace,  and  voor  ofianoe  to  hiosy 
Hoping  my  earnest  sute  should  sane  have  wotme 
A  loving  hart  within  a  brother^  brest. 
Wrought  in  that  sort,  that,  for  a  pledge  of  love 
And  faithfull  hart,  he  gave  to  ma  his  hand. 
This  made  me  thinke,  that  he  bad  banisbt  quite 
All  rancour  from  his  thought,  and  bare  to  me 
Such  hartte  love,  as  I  did  owe  to  him : 
But  af^er  ooca  we  left  your  graces  court, 
And  fVom  your  hjghnesse  presenoe  lived  apavl^ 
This  egall  rule  still,  still,  did  grudge  him  so» 
That  now  those  eavioas  sparkes  which  era(  lay 

rnked 
In  living  cinders  of  dissembliag  brest. 
Kindled  so  forre  within  hia  hart  disdaine^ 
That  longer  could  he  not  refraiae  from  proofe 
Of  secrete  practlfa  to  deprive  me  Ufa 
Bv  poyson's  fbrea,  and  had  bereft  me  so. 
If  mine  owne  servant  hired  to  this  fact, 
And  moved  by  trouth  with  to  work  tlie  same. 
In  time  had  not  bewrayed  it  unto  me. 
Whan  thus  I  sawa  the  knot  of  love  ui^nitte, 
AH  honest  league  and  laitbluN  promise  broke^ 
The  law  of  kinde  and  trouth  thus  rent  in  twame, 
His  hart  on  miscliiefe  set,  and  in  bis  brest 
Black  treason  hid ;  then,  then  did  I  despeire 
That  ever  time  could  wiane  him  frend  to  me, 
^°  Then  saw  I  how  he  smiled  with  slaying  knife 
Wrapped  uodar  dokfi,  theii  saw  I  depe  deceitc 


*9  Jcfope— IcaU. 

3^  Then  saw  J  how  he  tmilsiwith  ^kffimg  kaifr 
JVrapptdumUr  cl9kc-^Thn  image  is  from  Cbaacar's  KHighl'$  3^  v.  SM.  Tyrwliitt>  Bditiae  t 

<<  The  smUer  with  the  knif  under  the  cloke.*^ 
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I«ke  la  hb  fivMy  iiad  4eatk  prepared  for  iiM ; 
Erai  Datura  mored  me  tbea  to  Dokle  my  life 
llbwe  deere  to  me  tbeo  his,  etkl  bad  this  hand^ 
(Since  by  bis  life  my  death  must  oedes  ensue, 
Aad  fay  hia  death  my  life  mote  be  preserved^) 
To  shed  his  bloud,  and  leeke  my  safetie  to, 
And  wisdome  willed  me  without  prociract,'^  . 
In  speedie  wife,  to  pot  the  same  m  are.  '* 
Thus  have  I  tolde  the  cause  that  moved  me 
To  worke  my  brother's  death,  and  so  I  yeld 
My  1^  my  deadi,  to  judgement  of  yoor  grace. 

Oorh.  Oh  cmeli  wkht,  should  anycauseprevaile 
To  malM  thee  staine  ibj  hands  with  brothers  bloud? 
But  what  of  thee  we  will  resolve  to  doe, 
Shall  yet  remaioeunkiioweD.  Tfaoa  in  the  meane 
Shalt  from  our  ro^U  presence  baaisfat  be, 
UadU  o«ir  princely  pleasore  furcfor  shaU 
To  thee  be  shewed.    Depart  therefore  our  sight, 
Accursed  diilde.    Whait  cruel  deslenie, 
What  froward  fate,  bath  sorted  us  this  chaonce;'' 
That  eveo  in  those,  where  we  sboald  comlbrt  find, 
Where  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  dayes 
Should  rest  and  be,  even  there  our  ooW  griefe 
And  depcst  sorrowes  to  abridge  our  Hfe^ 
Host  py^^  cares  and  deadly  tbooglita  do  grew  f 

Ant.  Your  grace  shiauld  now  »  ifaeee  grare 
yeresof^oort 
Hare  fraod  ere  tins  the  price  of  mortall  yeyts^ 
Bowsbort  Ihey  be,  bow  fading  hef«  in  eartt. 
How  M\  of  change,  how  brittle  oar  estate, 
Of  nothing  tatiB,  save  onelv  of  the  death, 
To  whom  both  man  and  ail  the  world  doth  owe 
Their  end  la  last;  neither  sbould  nature's  power 
In  ether  serin  apuosc  your  hart  pi^vatle^ 
Then  as  the  naked  hand,  whose  stroke  astayei 
The  armed  brest  where  force  doth  light  k  vaine. 

Gork  flfaoyeanyelde  light  sage  and  gnwe  advice 
Of  patient  qnite  to  others  wrapped  m  woe. 
And  can  in  speohe  both  rale  and  conquere  kinde, 
Who,  if  kf  proofe  tbey  might  iisele  nature'*  force. 
Would  diew  tliemsehies  mm  to  Ibey  an  indede, 
Which  now  wil  needes  be  gods :  but  what  doth 


Hie  8017  chere  of  her  that  here  doth  come? 

Mar,  Oh  ndiere  is  mtbef  or  whereis  pitie now? 
Whither  is  gentle  hart  and  mercy  fled  r 
Are  they  eailed  out  of  our  stony  brestes. 
Never  to  make  retume  ?  is  all  the  world 
Drowned  in  blond,  and  soncke  in  crueltie? 
If  not  in  women  mercy  may  be  found. 
If  not,  ahis !  within  the  mother's  brest 
To  her  owne  cfailde^  to  bar  owne  Aesh  and  blond; 


If  ruthe  be  banished  dience,  if  pitie  there 
Hay  have  no  phioe,  if  there  no  gentle  hart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  should  we  seeke  it  then? 

Gorh,  Madame,  alas !  what  meanes  your  wo« 
full  tale? 

Jfer.  O  silly  woman  I !  why  to  this  boore 
Havie  kinde  and  fortune  tbus  deferred  my  breath, 
That  I  should  live  to  see  this  doIefWU  day? 
Will  ever  wi^ht  beleve  that  such  hard  hart 
Couhi  rest  wuhin  the  craeM  mother's  brest^ 
With  her  owne  hand  to  slaye  her  onely  sonne  ? 
But  out,  alas !  these  eyes  behelde  the  same, 
^ey  saw  the  driery  sight,  and  are  become 
Most  ruthefuU  recordes  of  die  bloody  fact. 
Porrex,  alas !  is  by  his  mother  slaine. 
And  with  her  hand  a  wodiU  thing  to  tell. 
While  slumbriog  on  hb  carefull  &d  he  restes, 
His  hart  stabde  in  with  knife  is  reft  of  Ufe. 

Oork  O  Eutmius,  oh  draw  this  sword  of  ours. 
And  pearoe  this  hart  wkh  speed !  O  hatefall  tight, 
O  lottthsome  Bfis,  O  sweete  and  welcome  deatt, 
Deare  Eubulus,  work*  thia  we  thee  beseeh  ! 

Eub.  Pacient,  year  grace,  ^  perhappes  he  liveth 

With  wound  receaved,  but  not  of  certiune  deaths 

Oorb.  O  let  us  then  rcpavre  nnto  the  place, 
Aad  aee  if  Porrex  live,  or  thus  be  slaine. 
Afar.  Alas,  he  liveth  not,  it  is  to  trae, 
That  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  pertless  prince, 
Sonne  to  a  king,  and  in  the  dower  of  youth, 
Even  with  a  twmke,  ^*  a  scnselesse  stocke  I  saw. 
Jros.  O  danmed  deeded 
Mar.  But  heare  hys  ratbefuH  end. 
Tin  noble  prince,  pearst  with  the  sodeine  w  oand, 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  hastely  start. 
Whose  strength  now  fiiyling  strwght  be  over- 
threw. 
When  in  the  fall  his  eyes  even  now  unclosed 
Behelde  the  queene,  and  crved  to  her  Ibr  heJpe; 
We  then,  alas^  the  ladies  which  that  time 
Did  there  attend,  seing  that  heynous  deede. 
And  hearing  him  oft  call  the  wretched  name 
Of  mother,  and  to  crye  to  her  for  aide, 
Who^  direfull  hand  gave  him  the  mortall  wound, 
Pitying,  alas !  (for  neu;^  els  could  we  do) 
His  ruthefuU  end,  ramie  to  the  wofuU  bedde, 
Dispoyled  straight  his  brest,  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vaine  with  napkins  next  at  hand. 
The  sodeloe  streames  ot  blood  that  flushed  fast 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound :  0  what  a  looke^ 
O  what  a  ruthefuU  stedfast  eye  me  thought 
He  fixt  upon  my  face,  which  to  my  death 


<*  Pro(mc<— I.  e.  delay.    8.  ^*  Ure^Seep.2B. 

*'  Stried  t»  this  ekmmce—i.  t.  chosen  out  for  as.    8. 

^  FmkHt,  jfQur  ^om— compose  yoarselC    This  verb  Is  used  In  TUut  Jndroniaa,  A.  1.  S.  S. 

iAiifanl  j^oartB{f,  maian^  and  pardon  me. 

8e^  ether  Instaaces  in  Mr  Steevens's  note  oa  this  passage. 

»•  Snn  vMk  a  tmhik9^t  «•  the  twinkling  of  an  eye.    S^o  2^f  J^ing  of  the  Shren^   6. 
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Will  nerer  part  fronk  ine»  when  with  a  braide  ^ 
A  deepe  fet  sigh  ^^  he  gave,  and  therewithal! 
Clasping  his  bandes,  to  heaven  he  cast  his  sieht, 
And  straight  pale  death  pressing  within  his  Uce 
The  flying  ghost  his  morudl  corpes  foraooke. 

Arat.  Never  did  age  bring  forth  so  vile  a  fact. 

Mar.  O  hard  and  cmel  nappe,  that  thus  as- 
signed 
Unto  so  worthy  wight  so  wretched  end : 
But  most  hard  cruell  hart  that  could  consent 
To  lend  the  hateful!  destenies  that  hand. 
By  which,  alas,  so  heynons  crime  was  wrought. 
O  queen  of  adamant,  O  marble  brest, 
If  not  the  favour  of  his  comely  face. 
If  not  his  princely  chere  and  countenance, 
His  valiant  active  armes,  his  manly  brest, 
If  not  his  faire  and  seemely  personage. 
His  noble  limmes  in  such  proportion  cast, 
As  would  have  warpt  a  sillie  woman's  thon^t; 
If  this  monght  not  nave  moved  thy  bloodie  hart. 
And  that  most  cruell  hand  the  wretched  weapon 
Even  to  let  fall,  and  kiste  him  in  the  face. 
With  teares  for  ruthe  to  reave  soch  one  by  death ; 
8hould  nature  yet  consent  to  slay  her  sonne  ? 

0  mother,  thou  to  murder  thus  thy  childe  ! 
Even  Jove  with  justice  must  with  lightning  flames 
From  heaven  send  downe  some  strange  revenge 

on  thee. 
Ah«  noble  prince,  bow  oft  have  I  behelde 
Thee  mounted  on  th^r  fierce  and  trampling  stede. 
Shining  in  artnour  bright  before  the  tilt, 
^*  And  with  thy  mistresse  sieve  tied  on  thy  helme, 
And  charge  thy  staflSe,  to  please  thy  bdics  eye, 
That  bowed  the  head  peece  of  thy  freodly  foe ! 

1  low  oft  in  armes  on  horse  to  bend  the  mace. 
How  oft  in  armes  on  foot  to  breake  the  sworde. 
Which  never  now  these  eyes  may  see  againe ! 

Ara,  Madame,  alas,  in  vaine  these  plaints  are 
shed; 
Rather  with  me  depart,  and  helpe  to  swa^ 
The  tboughtfull  griefes  that  in  the  ag^d  king 


Must  needes  by  nature  growe  by  death  of  thia 
His  onely  sonne,  whome  he  did  holde  so  deare. 
Mar.  What  wight  b  that  which  sawe  that  I 
did  see. 
And  could  refraine  to  waile  with  plaint  andtearea^ 
Not  I,  alas,  that  hart  is  not  in  me ; 
But  let  us  go,  for  I  am  greved  anewe. 
To  call  to  minde  the  wretched  father^s  woew 

cHoaus. 

When  gredy  lust  in  roynW  seate  to  reigne 
Hath  reft  all  care  of  goddes  and  eke  of  men  ; 
And  cruell  hart,  wrath,  treason,  and  disdaioe. 
Within  ambidous  brest^are  lodged ;  then 
Beholde  how  mischiefe  wide  her  selfe  displayea^ 
And  with  the  brother^s  hand  the  brother  slayes. 

When  bloud  thus  shed  doth  staiae  the  heaveus 
face. 
Crying  to  Jove  for  vengeance  of  the  deede. 
The  mightie  God  even  moveth  from  his  plac6 
With  wrath  to  wreke,  then  sendes  he  forth  witk 

spede 
The  dreadfnil  furies,  dau^ters  of  the  ni|^hty 
With  serpenteA  girt,  carying  the  whip  of  ire. 
With  heare  of  stinging  snakes,  and  shining  bright 
With  flames  and  blond,  and  with  a  brand. of  fire ; 
These  for  revenge  of  wretched  murder  dune. 
Do  make  the  mother  kill  her  onely  sonne. 

Blood  asketh  blood,  and  death  must  death  re-» 
<|uite : 
Jove  bv  his  just  and  everlasting  dome 
Justly  hath  ever  so  requited  it. 
This  times  before  reoorde,  and  times  to  come» 
Shall  finde  it  true,  and  so  doth  present  proofe 
Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  beboofe. 

O  happy  wight,  that  suffers  ndt  the  snare 
Of  murderous  minde  to  tan^^le  him  in  blood. 
And  happy  he  that  can  in  time  beware 
By  others  harmes,  and  tume  it  to  his  good. 
But  wo  to  him  that,  fearing  not  to  oTOnd, 
Doth  serve  his  lust,  and  will  nut  sefe  the  end. 


The  Ordeb  and  Signification  of  the  Domme  Shewe  before  the  FifUi  Act 


Firtt  the  drommet  andfluitet  began  to  wund^  during  which  there  came  forth  upon  the  stage  a  i 
pony  of  hargabusiers  and  of  armed  men  all  in  or&r  of  baltaite.     These^  after  their  peeccM  dtsckar- 
gedf  and  thai  the  armed  men  had  three  timet  marched  about  the  stagCy  departed,  and  then  the  drom- 


^  When  with  a  braide — a  braide  was  a  start  or  a  motion  of  the  bead,  occasloaed  by  pain,  aaeaslncssy  or 
affright.    It  is  a  word  u^ed  by  Chancer,  hi  The  Legende  ofDido^  ver.  239  : 
**  This  noble  qoeoe  uoto  ber  rest  y  went. 
She  sighed  sore,  and  goo  herself  to  tourmrnt. 
She  walketh,  waloweth,  and  made  many  brdied 
As  doen  these  lovers,  as  1  have  herd  said.'* 
Scocin's  Jetts,  p,  10.    '*  The  woman,  being  aftaid,  gave  a  braid  with  her  bead,  and  ran  her  away.** 
^^  ji  deepe  fet  tigh — i*  e.  u  dcep-fetched  sigh. 
'*  jlnd  mUh  thjf  mistresu  sieve  tied  on  thjf  Ae/m^-*See  HaU*l  Chrfnicte,    Set  alsp  Tr§iUu  and  CteaOa^ 
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ma  amdftmiM  did  caste.  Berehy  w««  signified  tumuUti  rtbeWonty  armtiy  and  civil  warret,  tofol-' 
I0W9  as  fell  in  the  reabne  of  Great  Brittayne,  which,  by  the  space  offiftic  yeares  and  more^  conti- 
mud  m  dvill  wmre  hetwene  the'nabilitie  after  the  death  of  king  Qarboduc,  and  <^his  iisuesy  far 
want  qfcertayne  Umitacion  in  euccesaion  of  the  crewne,  till  the  time  ofDunwaUo  MolmutiuSf  vAp 
reduced  the  land  to  monarchie, 

ACTUS  ^UESTTUS.    SCENA.  PRIMA. 


Clotyn,  Manduo,  Gwenard,  Fergus, 

EUBULUS. 

Xht:  Diuever  age  briDg  forth  such  tyrant  harts  ? 
The  brother  hath  bereft  the  brother's  life ; 
The  mother  she  hath  dyed  herxrucli  handes 
lo  bipod  of  her  owoe  sonne;  aad  now  nt  last 
The  people  loe  forsettkig  trouth  and  lave, 
Cootemiiii^  ^te  both  iaw  and  loj^all  hart, 
JSven  thej  have  slaine  their  soveraigne  lord  and 
queene. 

Jlcs.  Shall  thb  their  traitorous  crime  unpu- 
nished rest  ? 
£ven  yet  the?  cease  .not,  caryed  on  with  rage. 
In  their  rebellious  routes,  to  threatep  still 
A  new  bloud  shed  -unto  the  prince's  kione 
To  slay  them  all,  and  to  uprootc  the  race 
Both  ofuhe  king  and  oueene,  so  are  they  moved 
"With  PorreK  d^th,  wiierin  they  faUly  charge 
The  giltlesse  king  without  desert  at  all; 
And  traitorously  have  murdered  him  therfore^ 
And  eke  the  queene.. 

Gwen,  Shall  subjectes  dare  with  force 
To  worke  revenge  upon  their  princes  fact  ? 
Admit  the  worst  that  may,  as  sure  in  this 
The  deede  was  fowlc,  the  queene  to  sinye  her 

tonne: 
Shall  yet  the  subject  seeke  to  take  the  sworde  ? 
Arise  agaynst  his  lord,  and  slaye  his  king? 
-0  wretched  state,  where  those  rebellious  hartes 
Are  not  rent  out  even  from  their  living  breastes, 
And  with  the  body  throwen  unto  the  foules, 
As  carrion  foode,  for  terrour  of  the  rest ! 

Fer,  Tliere  can  no  punishment  be  thought  to 
great 
For  this  so  grevous  cryme,  let  spede  therefore 
Be  used  therein,  for  it  behoveth  so. 

Eub.  Ye  all,  my  lordes,  I  see  consent  in  one, 
And  I  as  one  consent  with  ye  in  all :  * 

I  holde  it  more  then  neede,  with  sharpest  law 
To  punish  their  tumultuous  bloudy  rage ; 
For  nothing  more  may  shake  the  commop  state, 
Than  sufierance  of  uproares  without  redresse, 
Wherby  how  some  kingdomes  of  n^ightie  power. 
After  great  conquieste^  made,  and  florishing 
In  fame  and  wpf^tt),  have  ben  to  ruine  brpiight; 
I  pray  to  Jove,  that  we  may  rather -wayle 
Such  tiappe  jn  theip.  then  witnesse  in  ourselves. 
Bke  foJly  irith  the  duke  my  minde  agrees, 


**  ^  That  no  cause  serves,  whereby  the  subject  may 
^  Call  to  account  the  dooinges  of  his  prince ; 
**  Much  lesse  in  blood  by  swoord  to  woorke  re- 
venge; 
<^  No  more  then  noay  the  hand  cut  of  the  head. 
**  In  acte  nor  speech,  no  not  in  secret  thought, 
**  The  subject  may  rebell  against  his  lord, 
^  Or  judge  of  him  that  sits  in  Caesar's  seate, 
'*  With  grudging  minde  to  damne  those  he  mislikes/^ 
Though  kinges  forget  to  goveme  as  they  ought. 
Yet  subjectes  must  obey  as  they  are  tx)unde. 
But  uow,  my  lordes,  before  ye  fafder  wade, 
Or  spend  your  speach,  what  sharpe  r^vengp  shall 

fall. 
By  justice  plague  on  these  rebellious  wightes? 
Me  thinkes  ye  rather  should  first  search  the  way 
Bv  which  in  time  the  rag^  of  this  uproare 
Mought  be  repressed,  and  these  great  tumults 

ceased. 
Even  yet  the  life  of  of  Brittayne  land  doth  hangi 
In  traitours  balaunce  of  unegall  weight. 
Thinke  not,  my  lordes,  the  death  of  Gorboduc, 
Nor  yet  Videna's  bloud  will  cease  their  rage : 
Even  our  owue  ly  ves,  our  wives,  and  children  deare, 
Our  countrey  dearest  of  all,  in  daunger  standes^ 
Now  to  be  spoiled,  now,  now  made  desolate. 
And  by  ourselves  a  conquest  to  ensue : 
For  geve  once  swey  unto  the  people's  lustes, 
To  rush  ^orth  on,  and  stay  them  not  in  time. 
And  as  the  screame  that  rowleth  downe  the  hyll. 
So  will  thpy  headlong  ronne  with  raging  thoughtes 
From, bloud  to  bloud,  from  mischiefe  ifnto  moe, 
To  ruin^  of  the  realme,  thjemselves,  and  all. 
So  giddy  nre  the  common  people's  mindes. 
So  glad  of  chaunge,  more  wavering  than  the  sea. 
Ye  see,  my  lordes,  what  stri^ngth  these  r^b^Uea 

have, 
What  hiigie  nomhre  is  assembled  stilt. 
For  though  the  (raiterous  fact  for  «^hich  they  roM 
Be  wrought  and  done,  yet  lodge  they  still  in  field; 
So  that  how  farre  their  furies  yet  will  stretch 
Great  caus  we  have  to  dreadc;  that  we  may  seektt 
By  present  battaile  to  represse  their  power, 
Speede  inust  we  use  to  Icvie  force  therfore. 
For  either  they  forthwith  will  mischiefe  worke,  • 
Or  thejr  rebellious  roares  forthwith  will  cease : 
These  violent  thinges  may  have*  no  lasting  long* 
Let  us  therfore  use  this  for  present  heipe ; 
Perswade  by  gentle  spei^ch^  anc|  o^e  eracQ 


^^r^^mn^'  *M*9j  I      1^ 


3*  T%at  no  caiae  serves^  ^.— This  find  the  iioes  f^Uavf ing  oiarked  with  comiiwi  arc  onty  to  Ik  Ibtm*  in 
|]^  spurious  editiop  pf  this  play. 
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With  toft  of  ptrdon  save  onto  die  chiefe; 
And  uat  upon  condicion  that  forthwith 
They  yelde  the  captaines  of  their  enterprise, 
To  neare  such  g;aerdon^  of  their  traiterous  fact 
As  may  be  botb  due  vengeance  to  themselves. 
And  holsome  terrour  to  posteritie. 
This  shall  I  thinke,  scatter  the  greatest  parte, 
That  now  are  holden  with  desire  of  hoine, 
Weried  in  field  with  cold  of  winter^s  nidites, 
And  sofne,  no  doubt,  striken  with  dread  of  law. 
Whan  this  is  once  prodamed,  it  shall  make 
The  captaines  to  mistrust  the  multitude. 
Whose  snfetie  biddes  them  to  betray  their  heads, 
And  so  much  more  bycause  the  rascall  routes, 
In  thinges  of  great  and  perillous  attemptes, 
Are  never  trustie  to  the  noble  race. 
And  while  we  treate  and  stand  on  termes  of  ^race, 
We  shall  both  stay  their  furies  rase  the  while. 
And  eke  gaine  time,  whose  onely  helpe  sufficeth 
^Withouten  warre  to  vanquish  rebelles  power. 
In  the  meane  while,  make  you  in  redyness 
Such  band  of  horsemen  as  ye  may  prepare : 
Horsemen,  you  kno,  are  not  the  commons  strength, 
But  are  the  force  and  store  of  noble  men, 
Wherby  the  unchosen  and  unarmed  sort** 
Of  skillcsse  rebelles,  whome  none  other  power, 
But  nombre  makes  to  be  of  dreadful!  force. 
With  sodeyne  brunt  may  quickeW  be  opprcst; 
And  if  this  gentle  meane  of  promred  grace 
With  stubbome  heartes  cannot  so  f^re  avayle 
As  to  asswage  their  desperate  courages ; 
Then  do  I  wish  such  slaughter  to  be  made, 
As  present  age  and  eke  posteritie 
May  be  adrad  ^  wjtli  horrour  of  revenge. 
That  justly  then  shall  op  these  rebelles  fall  { 
7his  IS,  my  lord,  the  summe  of  mine  advise. 

Cht.  Neither  this  case  adroittes  debate  at  large: 
And  though  it  did,  this  spcach  Cliathath  bensayd 
Hath  well  abridged  the  tale  I  would  l^ave  tolde. 
Fully  with  Eubulus  do  I  consent 
In  all  that  he  hath  sayde ;  and  if  the  same 
To  you,  my  lordes,  may  seeme  for  best  advise, 
f.  wish  that  it  should  strejeht  be  put  in  ure. 

Mand,  My  lordes,  then  let  us  presently  depict, 
And  follow  'this  that  liketh  ^^  us  so  well. 

Fer,  If  ever  time  to  gaine  a  kingdome  here 
Were  ofired  man,  now  it  is  offired  me : 
The  realme  is  reft  both  of  their  king  and  oueene. 
The  ofispriog  of  the  priifce  is  slaine  and  dead, 
No  issue  now  remaines,  the  heire'  unknow^n, 
The  people  are  in  armes  arid  mutynies. 
The  nobles  they  are  busied  how  to  cease 
These  ^eat  rebellious  tomultos  and  uproares. 
And  Bnttayne  land  now  desert  .left  alone 


Amyd  these  broyles  nnoertayn  where  to  res^ 
OfSen  herselfe  unto  that  nMe  hart 
That  will  or  dare  pursue  to  beaie  her  crowne: 
Shall  I,  that  am  the  duke  of  Albanve, 
Discended  from  that  Hne  of  noble  blood. 
Which  hath  so  long  flourished  in  worthy  fame 
Of  valiaunt  hartes,  such  as  in  noble  brestes, 
Of  right  should  rest  above  the  baser  sort. 
Refuse  to  adventure  life  to  winne  a  crowne  ? 
Whom  shall  I  finde  enemies  that  will  withstand 
My  fact  herein,  if  I  attempt  by  armes 
To  seeke  the  same  now  in  these  times  of  broyle? 
These  dukes  power  can  hardly  well  appease 
The  people  that  already  are  in  annes. 
But  if  perhappes  mj  force  be  once  in  field. 
Is  not  my  strength  in  power  above  the  best 
Of  all  these  lordes  now  left  in  Brittayne  land. 
And  though  they  should  match  me  widi  power  of 

men. 
Yet  doubtful!  is  the  dmonce  of  battailea  joyoed. 
If  victors  of  the  field  we  may  depart. 
Ours  is  the  scepter  then  of  Oreat  Brittajne. 
If  slayne  amid  the  plavne  this  body  lye^ 
Mine  enemies  yet  snaU  not  deny  me  this, 
But  that  I  dyed  geving  the  noble  charge 
To  hazarde  ufe  lor  conquest  of  a  crowne. 
Forthwith  thereforewill  I  in  post  depart 
To  Albanye,  and  raise  in  armour  there 
AH  power  I  can :  and  here  my  secret  frendea 
By  secret  practise  shall  solidte  still 
To  seeke  to  wynne  to  me  the  peoples  liartet. 

8CENA  SECUNDA. 

^BULua,  Clottn,  Mavdud,  Gwekaeo^ 
Abostus,  Numtius. 

Eub,  O  Jove,  how  are  these  people's  harts 

abusde? 
What  blind  fury  thys  headlong  canes  them  ? 
That  though  so  many  bookes,  so  many  rollet 
Of  auncient  time  recorde  what  nrevoos  plagues 
Light  on  these  rebelles  ave,  and  though  so  oft 
Their  eares  have  heard  their  aged  fathers  tell 
Wiiat  justo  reward  these  traitours  still  rcceyve; 
Yea  though  themselves  have  sene^depe  death  and 

bloud 
By  strengliiig  cord  and  slaughter  of  the  sword 
To  such  assigned,  vet  can  they  not  beware. 
Yet  can  not  stay  their  lewde  rebellious  handes, 
But  suflring  loe  fowle  treason  to  distaine 
Their  wretdied  myndes,  forget  their  loyall  hart^ 
Reject  all  truth,  and  rise  against  their  prince. 
A  ruthefuU  case,  that  (boae  whqm  duties  bond,, 


^  Querdon — reirard. 

^  Unchoicn  oifd  MHflrwiflrf  sort  ■  Multitade* 

4^  May  be  adrad^Jdrad  h  the  participle  pasiif e  of  cdrade,  afiraidr  8.— So,  in  £fasaui8*s  PnUe  ^ 
WqIU^  1649,  Sign.  R  4 :  '<— lyke  as  great  prlaces  have  wysemen  in  jelouiie  and  iuspicion,  as  JnUus  C«nr 
bad  Brotas  and  also  Casrius*  whef^as  he«ethlng  lielde  hymsdfe  adrttUo  of  dmnMa  ^W^  AfUbofiy.'' 
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Whom  graAied  Itw,  bj  imtiue,  trath  and  futh 
Bwmd  to  presenre  their  ooantrey  and^  their  kiiig» 
JBome  to  iJefend  tbdr  conamon  wealth  and  prince, 
JBveo  they  shoald  gere  consent  thus  to  sabvert 
Thee  Brittaine  laikly  and  from  thy  wombe  thoold 

brings 
O  natire  soile,  those  that  will  needs  destroy 
And  rayne  thee  and  eke  themselves  in  6ne : 
For  lo,  when  once  the  dake  had  o£fred  grace 
Of  pardon  sweete,  (the  multitude  roisledde 
%  traiterous  fraude  of  their  ungracious  heades^) 
One  sort  that  saw  the  dangerous  saccesse 
Of  stabbome  standing  in.  rebellious  warre, 
And  knew  the  difierence  of  pnoces  power, 
¥mm  faeadlesse  nombre  of  tumultuous  routes, 
Whom  common  countries  care  and  private  feare 
Taught  to  repent  the  erronr  of  their  rape, 
Layde  hands  upon  the  captaines  of  their  band, 
AimI  broaght  them  bound  unto  the  roightie  dukes. 
And  other  sort,  not  trustii^  yet  so  well 
The  tmth  of  pardon,  or  mistrusting  more 
Their  owne  offence  than  that  they  could  conceive 
Sore  hope  of  pardon  for  so  foole  misdede, 
Or  for  ttiat  they  their  captaines  could  not  yeld^ 
Who  fearing  to  be  yelded  fled  befor^ 
Stale  home  dv  silence  of  the  secret  night 
Hie  third  unhappy  and  enn^ged  sort 
Of  desperate  hartes,  who  stained  in  princes  blood, 
firom  tn^tefous  furour  could  not  be  widlidrawen 
By  love,  by  law,  by  grace,  ne  yet  by  feare, 
Of  profiered  life,  ne  yet  by  tmeatened  death, 
With  mindes  hopelesse  of  life,  dreadlesse  of  deaths 
Cacelease  of  conntrey,  and  aweksse  of  God, 
Stoode  b^nt  to  fight  as  furies  did  them  move 
With  Tiolent  deam  to  dose  their  traiterous  life  ^ 
Tliese  all  fay  power  of  horsemen  were  opprest. 
And  with  revenging  sworde  slayne  in  the  6eld» 
Or  with  the  stnm^ing  cord  hangd  on  the  tree, 
Where  yet  the  caryen. carcases  do  preach 
The  fhittes  that  rebelles  reape  of  their  upicoarea^ 
And  of  the  murder  of  their  sacred  prince* 
But  loe,  where  do  approche  the  noble  duke;, 
IB^  whom  these  tmaiuts  have  ben  thus  appeasde. 

€l$t.  I  thinkethe  wocld  will  now  at  length  bet- 
ware, 
And  fautt  to  pot  on  armes  agaynst  their  prince. 

Miam.  If  Bot,  those  trayterous  hartes  tlwt  dare 
lebeU, 
Let  them  bebokie  the  wide  and  hugie  6eldes 
Wkh  blood  and  bodies  spread  of  rebelles  slayne ; 
The  iofty  trees  clothed  with  corpses  dead, 
That  sinngled  with  the  cord  do  hang  thereon. 

Arot.  A  inst  rewarde,  such  as  all  times  before 
Have  ever  Jotted  to  those  wretched  folkes. 

Ctwem.  Bot  what  meanes  he  that  Gommeth  here 

SOfiMt? 

2isM.  My  lofd^  as  dotie  and  my  trouth  doth 
mov^ 


And  of  my  countrey  worke  a  care  m  me, 
That  if  the  spending  of  my  breath  availed 
To  do  the  service  that  my  hart  desires, 
I  would  not  shunne  to  imbrace  a  present  death. 
So  have  I  now  in  that  wherein  I  thought 
My  travayle  mought  performe  some  good  eflfect 
Ventred  my  life  to  bring  these  tydings  here. 
Fergus,  the  mightie  duke  of  AJbanve, 
Is  nowe  in  armes,  and  lodgeth  in  the  fielde 
With  twentie  thousand  men,  hether  he  bendes 
Hisspedy  march,  and  mindes  to  invade  the  crowne, 
Dayly  he  ^athereth  strength,  and  spreads  abrodo 
That  to  this  reslme  no  certaine  heire  reroainesi 
That  Brittayne  land,  is  left  without  a  guide, 
That  he  the  scepter  seekes,  for  nothing  els 
But  to  preserve  the  people  and  the  land 
Which  now  remaine  as  shippe  without  a  sterne  :*♦ 
.Loe  this  is  that  which  I  have  here  to  say. 

Clot,  Is  dns  hb  fay  th }  and  shall  he  falsely  thus 
Abuse  the  vaunta^  of  unhappie  tiroes  ? 
O  wretched  land,  if  his  outra^ous  pride, 
His  cruell  and  untempred  wilfulnesse, 
His  deepe  dissembling,  shewes  of  false  pretence. 
Should  once  attaine  the  crowne  of  Brittaine  land* 
Let  us,  my  lordes,  with  timely  force  resist 
The  new  attempt  of  this  our  common  foe, 
As  we  would  quench  the  flames  of  common  fire. 

JUisn.  Though  we  remaine  without  a  certain 
prince 
To  weld  the  reahn,  or  guide  the  wandring  rule, 
Yet  now  the  common  mother  of  us  all. 
Our  native  land,  our  countrey  that  conteines 
Our  wives,  children,  kindred,  ourselves,  and  all 
That  ever  is  or  may  be  deare  to  man, 
Cries  unto  us  to  helpe  ourselves  and  hers 
Let  us  advaunce  our  powers  to  repfesse 
This  growing  foe  of  all  our  liberties. 

Owen.  Yea  let  us  so,  my  lordes,  with  hasty 
speeded 
And  ye,  O  godd^  send  us  the  welcome  death* 
To  shed  our  bloud  in  field,  and  leave  us  not 
In  lothesome  life  to  lenger  out  our  dayes. 
To  see  the  hugie  heapes  of  these  unhappes. 
That  now  roll  downe  upon  the  wretched  lan^ 
Wh^  emptie  place  of  princely  govcrnaunce. 
No  certaine  stay  now  left  of  doubtlesse  heire, 
Thus  leave  this  guidelesse  realmc  on  open  pray 
To  enrflesse  stormes  and  waste  of  civill  <varre. 

Aros.  That  ye,  my  lordes,  do  so  agree  in  one 
To  save  your  countrey  from  the  violent  reigno 
And  wrongfully  usurped  tyrannie 
Of  him  that  threatens  conquest  of  vou  all. 
To  save  your  realme,  and  in  this  realme  yourselves 
From  forreine  thraldome  of  so  proud  a  prince, 
Mudi  do  I  prayse ;  and  I  besech  the  goddes 
With  happy  honour  to  requite  it  you. 
But  O,  my  lords,  nth  now  the  heavens  wrath 
Hath  reft  this  lande  the  issue  of  their  prince; 


^  WUhwt  a  s^fms— ^  $ttrm  wai  the  aaticfit  term  for  the  rudder.    See  King  Btnrg  K.    % 
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Sith  at  (tie  hody  of  oar  late  sovefitigDe  lorde 
Remaines  no  moe,  since  the  yong  kioges  be  slaine, 
And  of  the  title  of  discended  crovrne, 
Uncertainly  the  diverse  mindes  dor  thinke 
Even  of  the  learned  sort,  and  more  oncertahrfy 
Will  parciall  fancie  and  affection  deeme  ? 
but  most  uncertainly  will  climbing  prrde 
And  hope  of  reigne  withdraw  to  sundry  partes 
The  doubtfull  right  and  hopefull  lust  to  reigne : 
When  once  this  noble  service  is  atdiieved, 
Por  Bnttaine  land,  the  mother  of  ye  all, 
When  once  ye  have  with  armed  force  repress 
The  proude  attemptes  of  this  Albanian  prince, 
That  threatens  thraldome  to  your  native  land. 
When  ye  shall  vanquishers  retame  from  field, 
And  find  the  princely  state  an  open  pray. 
To  greedie  lust  and  to  usarping  power; 
Then,rthen,  my  lordes,  if  ever  kindly  care 
Of  auncient  honour  of  your  auncesters, 
Of  present  wealth  and  noblesse  of  your  stockcs, 
Yea  of  the  lives  and  safetie  yet  to  come 
Of  your  deare  wives,  your  children,  and  yourselves, 
Might  move  your  noble  hartes  with  gentle  ruth, 
Then,  then  have  pitie  on  the  torne  estate, . 
Then  heipe  to  salve  the  wel  neare  hopelesse  sore : 
Which  ye  shall  do,  if  ye  yourselves  withholde 
The  slaying  knife  from  yourownemother't  throate. 
Her  shall  you  save,  and  you  and  yours  in  hei^ 
If  ye  shall  all  with  one  assent  forbeare 
Once  to  lay  hand,  or  take  unto  yoursdves. 
The  crowne  by  colour  of  pretended  right ; 
Or  by  what  other  meanes  so  ever  it  be. 
Til)  first  by  conmon  coansell  of  yoo  all 
Jo  parliament,  the  regall  diademe 
Be  set  ih  certaine  place  of  governaunce. 
In  which  your  parliament  and  in  your  choise, 
Preferre  the  right,  my  lordes,  without*^  respect 
Of  strength  or  frendes,  or  whatsoever  caose 
'i'hat  may  set  forward  any  others  part. 
For  right  will  last,  and  wrong  can  not  endure. 
Right  meane  I  his  or  hers,  upon  whose  name 
The  people  rest,  by  meane  of  native  line. 
Or  by  the  vertae  of  some  former  lawe. 
Already  made  their  title  to  advaunce : 
Such  one,  my  lordes,  let  Be  your  chosen  king. 
Such  one  so  borne  within  your  native  land. 
Such  on^  preferre,  and  in  no  wise  admitte^ 
The  heavie  yoke  of  forreinc  governance : 
Let  forreine  titles  yield  to  publike  wealth. 
And  with  that  hart  wherewith  ye  now  prepare. 
Thus  to  withstand  the  proude  invading  foe. 
With  that  same  hart,  my  lordes,  keepe  out  also 
Uonaturall  thraldome  of  strangers  reigne, 
Ne  suffer  you  against  the  rales  of  kinde. 
Your  mother  land  to  serve  a  forreine  prince. 

Eub.  Loe  here  the  end  of  Bratus  royall  line, 
And  loe  the  entry  to  the  wofull  wracke, 
And  otter  raine  of  this  noble  realme. 
The  royall  klni^  and  eke  his  sonnes  are  alaioe, 


No  fuler  restes  within  the  regall  seate : 
The  heire  to  whom  the  scepter  longea  ooknowm; 
That  to  eche  force  of  forreine  princes  power, 
Wht>m  vauntage  of  yo^r  wretched  state  may  mow^ 
By  sodeine  armes  to  gaine  so  riohe  a  realoM,.* 
And  to  the  proud  and  gredie  minde  at  home. 
Whom  blinded  lust  to  reigne  leades  to  aspir^ 
.  Loe  Brittaine  realme  is  left  an  open  pray, 
A  present  spoyle  by  conqiM^  to  ensue. 
Who  seeth  not  now,  how  many  risiag  nrunder  ^ 
\  D(y  feede  their  thoughts,  with  hope  t»  xwcftTa 

realme  ^ 
And' who  will  not  bf  fsroe  attempt  to  wkme, 
So  ereat  a-gaine  that  hope  perswades  to  havt? 
A  simple  colour  shall  for  title  serve. 
Who  wifMies  the  royall  crowne  will  want  no  rigb^ 
Nor  such  as*  shall  display  by  long  disoeot, 
A  lineall  race  to  prove  him  lawiul  king. 
In  the  meane  while  tkes^  civil  armes  shall  rage^* 
And  thus  a  thousand  mischtefes  shaU  uafblde. 
And  farre  and  neare  spreac^thee^O  Britcaitie  laod^ 
All  right  and  lawe  shall  cease,  and  he  that  had 
Nothing  to-day,  to-morrowe  shall  enjoyc 
Greatheapesof  golde,and  hethatfiowed  ia  wealdv 
Loe,  he  shall  be  bereft  of  life  and*  all ; 
And  happiest  he  that  then  possessetk  least. 
The  wives  shall  suffer  rape,  the  roaides-defloored. 
And  children  fatherlesse  shall  weepe  and  watle:* 
With  fire  and  sworde  thy  native  folke  shall  perisbe^ 
One  kinsman  shall  bereave  an  others  life. 
The  father  shall  unwitting  slay  the  sonne. 
The  Sonne  shall  slay  the  sire  and  know  it  not; 
Women  and  maides,  the  cruel  soaldiers  sword 
Shall  perse  to  death,  and  sillie  children  loe. 
That  playing^  in  the  streetes  and  fietdesare  fboody 
By  violent  hand  shall  close  dieir  latter  day. 
Whom  shall  the  fierce  and  bloudy  souldier 
Reserve  to  life  ?  whom  shall  he  spare  from  death  ^ 
Even  thou,  O  wretched  mother,  haife  alive. 
Thou  shalt  beholde  thy  deare  and  only  childe 
Slaine  with  the  sworde,  while  be  yet  suckeft  thf 

brest. 
Loe,  giltlesse  blond  shall  thus  eche  where  be  shed; 
Thus  shall  the  wasted  soyle  yelde  forth  no  fruite^ 
But  dearth  and  famine  shall  possesse  the  land. 
The  townes  shall  be  consumed,  and  burnt  with  fire; 
The  peopled  cities  shall  waxe  desolate. 
And  thou,  O  Brittaine,  whilome  in  renowne, 
Whilome  in  wealth  and  fame  shalt  thus  be  tome; 
Dismembred  thus,  and  thus  be  rent  in  twaine. 
Thus  wasted  and  defaced,  spoyled  and  destoyed» 
These  be  the  fruites  your  rivilf  warres  will  bring. 
Hereto  it  commes  when  kinges  will  not  consent 
To  grave  advise,  but  follow  wilfull  will : 
This  is  the  end,  when  in  fonde  princes  hartes 
Flattery  prevailes,  and  sage  rede  hath  no  place : 
These  are  the  plages  when  mi^er  is  the  meancv 
To  make  new  heires  unto  the  royall  crowne. 
Thus  wrcke  the  Gods  when  that  the  mother's  wra^ 
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IfoogM  hot  diebloudof  berown  childemaTSfrase; 
Tbeie  mbchiefes  spring,  when  rebells  will  arise, 
To  worice  re?eiige,  aud  judge  their  prince's  fact, 
This,  this  ensues  when  noble  men  do  faile 
Id  lojrall  irooth,  and  subjectes  will  be  kinges. 
And  thb  doth  growe,  wlien  loe  unto  the  prince, 
Whome  death  or  sodebe  happe  of  life  bereave^ 
No  certatne  heire  remaines,  such  certain  beire, 
As  not  all  onely  is  the  rightfull  beire, 
Bat  to  the  realme  is  so  made  knowen  to  be. 
And  trouth  therbj  vested  in  subjectes  hartes. 
To  owe  fay  th  there,  where  right  is  knowep  to  rest 
Alas,  in  parliament  what  hope  can  be. 
When  is  of  parliament  no  hope  at  all. 
Which  thoueh  it  be  assembled  bj  consent. 
Yet  is  not  likely  with  consent  to  end : 
While  eche  one  for  himselfe,  or  for  his  frend, 
Afiunsl  his  foe,  shall  travaile  what  he  may, 
While  now  the  state  left  open  to  the  man, 
That  shall  with  greatest  force  invade  the  same» 
fiall  fill  ambioious  mindes  with  gaping  hope; 


When  will  they  once  with  yelding  haftes  agree  } 

Or  in  the  while  how  shall  the  realme  be  used  ? 

No,  no :  then  parliament  should  have  bene  holdeoy 

And  certaine  neires  appointed  to  the  crowne 

To  staye  the  title  on  established  right, 

And  in  the  people  plant  obedience^ 

While  yet  the  prince  did  live,  whose  name  and 

nwer 
ommons  and  authoride. 
Might  make  a  parliament  to  be  of  force. 
And  might  have  set  the  state  in  quiet  stay : 
But  now,  O  happie  man,  whom  speedie  death 
Deprives  of  life,  ne  is  enforced  to  see 
These  hugie  mischiefes  and  these  miseries. 
These  civill  warres,  these  murders,  and  these- 

wronges^ 
Of  Justice  yet  must  God  in  fine  restore. 
This  noble  crowne  unto  the  lawfnll  hetre : 
For  right  will  alwayes  live,  and  rise  at  leneth, 
Bot  wrong  can  oerer  tikke  deepe  roots  to  lasu 
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hf  the  Students  qf  St  JohrCt  CoUegty  Cambridge.  Itiia  mmt  extravagant^  but  very  curuma  per- 
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mott  mgular  conqHmtion  in  the  Englith^knguage.  The  admirert  of  Shakxtpeare  will  be  iniereeUd 
hf  the  mention  made  of  him  in  the  tcene  w^eKawe  and  BurbaMCf  hit  fetiow  actort,  ditcourte  of 
Bt  quarrel  with  Ben  Jonton,  It  would  teem,  that  Skaketpearf  hadetpouted  the  eaute  ff  Decker^  t« 
the  ditpute  between  him  and  Jonton  ;  though  we  may  look  in  vain  for  the  ^  pHT  gje^en  to  the  loiter 
by  the  Bard  of  Avon. 


THB  PROLOGUE. 


BOTy  STAOErKEEPERy  MOMVd^  DefEBSOR* 

JBby,  SpeetaUnywe  will  act  a  coined jr(notipluj^) 

Stage's.  -^  POE  on%  this  booke  hath  it  not  in 
it^  yoa  would  be  whipt,  thou  raskall :  thou  most 
be  Nttiif  up  all  night  at  cards^  when  thou  should 
be  conning  your  part. 

Boy.  It's  all  long  on  you,  I  could  not  get  roy 
port  a  night  or  two  before,  that  I  might  sleepe  on 
ic 

[Stage^keeper  carrieth  the  Boy  away  under 
hitarme. 

Mo.  It*s  even  wel  doone,  here  is  such  a  sturre 
about  i^scunrie  Euf^lish  show. 

Defen.  Scunrie  in  thy  face,  thou  scurtie  Jads, 
if  this  company  were  not,  you  paoltry  crittick 
gentleman,  yon  that  knowe  what  it  Is  to  play  at 
primeroi  or  passage.  You  that  hate  beene,  stu- 
dent at  post  and  payre^  saint  and  Loadam.  You 
that  have  spent  all  your  quarters  reTenewes  in 
riding  post  one  nipht  in  Chrismai^  beare-with  the 
^ofai 


Mo.  Gentlemeiv  you  that  can  play  at  noddy, 
or  ratl^er  play  upon  loddies :  you  that  can  set  up 
a  jeast,  at  pnmero  init^  of  a.rest,  laugh  at  the 
prologue  that  was  taken  atray  in  a  voyder. 

D^en.  What  we  present  I  must  needs  CQtt- 
fesse  is  but  slubbered  iuTontion :  if  ^our  wisdome 
obscure  the  circumstance,  your  kmdnesse  will 
pardon  the  substance. 

Mo.  What  is  presented  here,  is  an  old  nrasty 
showe,  that  hath  laine  this  twelfe-moneth  in  the 
bottome  of  a  coale-house  amongs(  broomes  and 
old  showes,  an  invension  that  we  are  ashamed  o^ 
and  therefore  we  have  promised  the  copies  to  the 
chandlers  to  wrappe  his  candles  in. 

Defen.  It*s  but  a  Cbristenmas  toy,  and  may  it 
please  your  curtisies  to  let  it  passes 

Mom.  It's  a  Christmas  tov  indeede,  as  good  a 
conceite  as  guaging  botoockles^  or  blincfe-mao 
buffe. 

Defen.  Some  hnmors  you  shall  see  aymedaiV 
if  noc  well  resembled. 

Mom*  Humon^tndoede;  b  it  not  a  prtCty  h** 
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nor  to  stmd  hameriog  upon  two  indhidfium 
VigMMj  9  8<^ollen  some  whole,  jeare.  These 
HBie  PiuL  and  Stodio  have  heebe  followed  with 
a  whip  and  a  rerae,  like  a  coaple  of  vagabonds, 
tlirough  England  and  Italy.  The  pilgriniage  to 
fenmsos,  and  the  retorne  from  Pemassus,  have 
floode  the  honest  stage-keepers  in  many  a  crownes 
eipenoe;  for  Itnckes  and  vizardes  porchased  a 
aophister  'a  knodc,  which  a  clabbe  hindered  the 
boUler^a  box,  and  emptied  the  coUedge  barrells; 
and  now  nnlesse*  yon  know  die  subject  well,  you 
may  tetame  home  as  wise  as  yon  came,  for  this 
bst  is  the  least  parte  of  the  retnme  fW>m  Per- 
nassos,  that  is  both  the  first  and  the  hut  time 
that  the  authors  wit  wil  tume  upon  the  toe  m  this 
Tsiae,  and  at  this  time  the  scene  is  not  at  Per- 
naastts^  that  is,  lookes  not  good  iuTentibn  in  the 
face. 

D^M.  If  the  catastrophe  please  you  not,  im- 
pute It  to  the  unpleasing  fortunes  of  discontented 
scboDers: 

Monu  For  catastrophe  therms  never  a  tale  in 
Bkr  Jfohn  fiftandevil,  or  Berts  of  Southampton,  but 
hath  a  bttttef  turning. 

Stage-JL  What,  you  jeering  asse^  be  gon  with 
ipox. 

Mom,  Ton  may  doe  better  to  busy  your  selfe 
in  providing  beere,  for  the  shewe  will  lie  pittifoll 


drie,  [nttifiiil  driei 


[Exit.  I 


No  more  ofthit^  Ikeardlhe  tpeetaiort  iuk$for 
ablanketerse. 

What  we  shew,  is  but  a  Christmas  jes^ 
Conceive  of  this,  and  guesse  of  ail  the  rest; 
Full  like  a  schdllers  haplesse  fortunes  pen^l. 
Whose  former  griefes  seldome  have  happy  end. 
Frame  aswell,  we  might  with  easy  straioe, 
With  far  more  prayse,  and  witt  ^  little  paine, 
Storyes  of  love,  where  fome  the  wondring  benid^ 
The  lisping  gallant  mieht  enjov  his  wench ; 
Or  make  some  sire  acknowledge  his  lost  sonne^ 
Found  when  the  weary  act  is  almost  done. 
Nor  unto  this,  nor  unto  that  our  scene  is  bent. 
We  onely  shew  a  schdllers  discontent; 
In  scholers  fortunes  twise  forlome  and  dead, 
Twise  hath  our  weary  pen  earst  laboured. 
Making  them  pil^ms  in  Pemassus  hiU, 
Then  penning  their  retume  with  ruder  qoilL 
Now  we  present  unto  each  pittying  eye, 
The  sdioUers  progresse  in  their  miserye. 
Refined  wits  your  patience  is  our  blisse, 
Too  weake  our  scene,  too  great  your  judgment  is» 
To  yon  we  seeke  to  shew  a  schdllers  state, 
His  scorned  fortunes,  his  unpittved  fate. 
To  joa ;  for  if  yon  did  not  schoUers  blesses 
Their  ca8e,poore  case,  were  too  too  pittileasa. 
You  shade  the  muses  under  fostering^ 
And  make  thenr  leave  to  sigh,  and  leame  to  tia§i 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Ingenioso. 

JUDICIO. 

Danter* 

Pbilomusvs. 
Studioso. 

FVIIOB  POETICUS. 

Phantasma. 
Patiekt. 

RBICHARDETTa 

Theodore,  Phisitiofu 
BuBGESSE,  Patient. 
Jaques,  Studioto. 

ACAPSMICOi 


Amorotto. 
Page. 

SlONOR  IlCMERITa 

Stercutio,  kit  Father. 
Sir  FrbdeAick, 
Recorder. 
Page. 

PBODIOa 
BURBAOE. 

Kempe. 

FiDLERS. 

Patient's  Man, 


ACTUS  L    SCENAL 


IvoBiiioso^  with  htdenatt  in  hie  hand. 

Ing.  jyijficile  eet,  uttyram  ntm  eeribere,  i 
guiiimjpts 
Tom  patiens  urhief  iamfurememt  teneut  te  9 
lyjovenall;  thy  jerking  hand  is  good, 
^ot^entlj  lagmi  0%  rat  fetching  bload* 


So  surgean-like  thou  dost  with  cottiAg  fieak^ 

Where  nought  but  lanching  can  the  wound  afi^h^ 

O  suffisr  me»  among  so  many  men. 

To  tread  ar^t  the  traces  of  thy  md;  ' 

And  ^ght  mv  lii^  at  tfav  etemall  flama^ 

mi  withit  I  brand  e?ernstiac  shame. 

On  the  world's  foiheii4ytMl  wHb  tbinio«v9»f|iiril^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


48 


THE  RETURNE  FROM  PERNASSUS.     [Anonymous. 


Pay  home  the  world  according  to  bis  merit. 
Thy  purer  soule  could  not  enddre  to  see, 
Eveo  smallest  spots  of  base  impurity ; 
Nor  could  small  faults  escape  chjr  x^Ieaner  baqds. 
Then  foule  faced  vice  was  in  bis  swadliifg  bands. 
Now  like  Anteus  growne  a  monster  is, 
A  match  fur  none  but  mighty  Hercules. 
Now  can  the  world  practise  in  playner  guise, 
Both  sinpes  of  old  and  new  borne  yilUinyes. 
Stale  sinncs  are  stole;  now  doth  the  world  begjo, 
To  take  sol/s  pleasure  in  a  witty  sinne. . 
Unpleasant  is  the  lawlesse  sinne  has  bin, 
At  midnight  rest,  when  dar^nesse  covers  sin. 
It's  clowmsh  unbeseeming  a  young  knight^ 
Unlesse  it  dare  outface  the  gloring  light 
Nor  can  it  nought  our  gallants  prayses  reape, 
Unlesse  it  be  done  in  staring  cheape. 
In  a  sinne-guilty  coach  not  doasely  pent. 
Jogging  along  the  harder  pavement 
Did  hot  feare  check  my  repining  sprit, 
Soone  should  my  angry  ghost  a  story  write ; 
lu  which  I  would  new  fostrcd  sinnes  combine, 
Ijot  knowne  earst  by.truth  telling  Aretine. 

SCENA  XI. 
Ikgenioso,  Judicio. 

Sud,  What,  Ingenioso,  carrying  a  vinegar  bottle 
^bont  thee,  like  a  great  scbole-boy,  giving  the 
fvorld  a  bloudy  nose? 

Ing.  Faith,  Judicio,  if  I  carry  the  vinegar  bot- 
tle, it's  great  reason  I  should  confer  it  upon  the 
bald  pated  world ;  and  again,  if  my  kitchen  want 
the  utensilies  of  viands,  it's  great  reason  other 
men  should  have  the  sauce  or  vinegar ;  and  for 
the  bloudie  nose,  Judicio,  I  may  chance  indeed 
give  the  world  a  bloudie  nose,  but  it  shall  hardly 
give  me  a  crakt  crown^  though  it  gives  other  po- 
ets French  crownes. 

Jud,  I  would  wish  thee,  Ingenioso,  to  sheath 
thy  pen,  for  thou  canst  not  be  i^ccessefull  in  the 
fray,  considering  thy  enemies  have  the  advantage 
of  the  ground. 

Ing,  Or  rather,  Judicio,  they  have  the  grounds 
with  advantage,  and  the  French  crownes  with  a 
pox,  and  I  would  they  had  them  with  a  plague 
too ;  but  hang  them  swadds,  the  basest  corner  in 
Tny  thoughts,  is  too  gallant  a  roome  to  lodge 
them  in ;  but  say,  Judicio,  what  newes  in  your 
presse,  did  you  keepe  any  late  corrections  upon 
any  tardy  pamphlets  ? 

Jud.  Veterem  jubes  renovare  dohrem,  Inee> 
nioso;  what  ere  l>efalls  thee,  keepe  thee  from  the 
trade  of  the  corrector  of  the  presse. 

Ing.  Mary  so  I  will,  I  warrant  thee,  if  poverty 
presse  not  too  much,  ile  correct  no  press^,  but 
the  presA  of  the  people.  ' 

Jud,  Would  it  not  grieve  any  good  spirits  to 
•it  a  whole  mqneth  nitting  out  a  lousy  bq^rly 
pamphlet,  and  like  a  needy  pliisitian  to  stand 
whole  yeares,  tossing  and  tumbling,  the  filth  that 
falleth  from  so  many  draughty  inventious  ^  day- 
Ij  fwarpie  ia  our  prmtiog-uouae  i 


Ing.  Come,  I  thinke,  we  shall  have  you  pat 
finger  in  the  eye,  and  crie,  O  friends,  no  friends; 
say  man,  what  new  paper  hobby  horses,  what  rat- 
tle babies  are  come  out  in  your  late  May  morrice 
daunce  ? 

Jud.  Sly  my  rimes  as  thick  as  flies  in  the  sunne, 
I  think  there  be  never  an  alle  house  in  England, 
not  any  so  base  a  May  pole  on  a  country  greenc, 
but  setts  forth  some  poets  pettemels,  or  demi- 
launces^  to  the  paper  warres  in  Paules  church- 
yard. 

Ing,  And  well  too  may  the  issue  of  a  stroog 
hop,  leame  to  hop  all  over  England,  when  as  bet- 
ter wittes  sit  like  lame  coblers  in  their  studies. 
Such  barmy  heads  wii  alwaies  be  working,  when 
us  tad  vinegar  witts  sit  souring  at  the  bottome  of 
a  barrell;  plaine  meteors,  bred  of  the  exhalation 
of  tobacco,  and  the  vapors  of  a  moyst  pot,  that 
soure  up  into  the  open  ayre,  when  as  sounder  wit 
keepes  oelowe. 

Jud,  Considering  the  furyes  of  the  times,  I 
could  better  endure  to  se  those  young  can  quaf- 
fing hucksters  shoot  of  their  pellets,  so  they  would 
keepe  them  from  these  English  ^/ZcKr^Kpoe^artim  ; 
but  now  the  world  is  come  to  that  passe,  that  there 
starts  up  every  day  an  old  goose  that  sits  hatch- 
ing up  uiose  eggs  which  have  ben  filcht  from  the 
nest  of  Crowes  and  kestrells ;  here  is  a  book.  In* 
genioso ;  why  to  condemne  it  to  cleare  the  usuall 
Tibunie  of  all  misliving  papers^  weare  too  faire  a 
death  for  so  foule  an  offender. 

Ing,  What's  the  name  of  it,  I  pray  thee,  Ju- 
dicio? 

Jud,  Looke  its  here,  Belvedere. 

Ing,  What  a  belwether  in  Paules  church-yard, 
so  cald,  because  it  keeps  a  bleating,  or  because  it 
hath  the  tincklinp  bel  of  so  many  poets  about  the 
neck  of  it,  what  is  the  rest  of  the  title? 

JifdL  The  garden  of  the  Muses. 

Ing,  What  have  we  here,  the  poet  garish  gay- 
Iv  bedeket  like  fore  horses  of  the  parish  ?  what 
K)llows  ? 

Jud.  Quern  refkrpit  ptusa,  vivet  dum  roborm 
telius,  , 

Dum  calum  Stellas,  dum  vehit  amnii  aquas. 
Who  blurres  fayer  paper,  with  foule  bastard  rimes. 
Shall  live  full  many  an  age  in  latter  times ; 
Who  m^kes  a  ballet  for  an  ale-house  doore^ 
Shall  live  in  future  times  for  ever  more. 
Then  (      )  thy  muse  shall  live  so  long,         (ita,} 
As  drafW  ballats  to  thy  praise  are  song. 

But  what's  his  devise,  remassus,  with  the  sunne 
and  the  lawrcl  ?  t  wonder  this  owle  dares  looke 
on  the  sunne,  and  I  marvaill  this  gose  flies  not 
the  lawrell ;  his  devise  might  have  been  better  a 
foole  going  in  to  the  market  place  to  be  seeoe^ 
with  this  motto,  scribimus  mdoftif  or  a  poore  beg- 
gar gleaning  of  eares  in  the  end  of  harvesc,  with 
Uiis  word,  sua  cuiq,  gloria, 

'Jud,  Turne  over  the  leafe,  Ingenioso^  anil  thoa 
shalt  see  the  paynes  of  this  worthy  gcotlenoan; 
sentences  gathered  out  of  all  kind  of  poetts»  re- 
ferred to  certaiiie  metbodiqdl  bci^s^  profitably 
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for  the  use  of  these  timesy  to  rime  apon  anj  oo- 
ddoQ  at  a  little  warniag :  Read  the  names. 

Ing,  So  I  will,  if  thou  wilt  help  me  to  censure 
them. 


Edmund  Spencer.  Michaell  Drayton. 

Heorj  Constable.  John  Davis. 

Thofloas  Lodge.  John  Marston. 

Samuel  Daniell.  Kit.  Marlowe. 

Tbomas  Watson. 
Good  men  and  tnie,  stanid  togither ;  heare  your 
cenflorcy  wbat^s  thy  judgement  of  Speucer? 

Jud.  A  sweeter  swan  then  ever  song  in  poe, 
A  shriller  nightingale  then  ever  blest, 
The  prouder  groves  of  selfe  admiring  Rome. 
Blith  was  each  vally,  and  each  sheapeard  proud. 
While  he  did  chaunt  his  rural!  minstraisye. 
Attentiye  was  full  many  a  daintie  eare ; 
NajT  hearers  hong  nppn  his  melting  tong. 
While  sweetly  of  his  Faiery  Queene  he  song. 
While  to  the  waters  fall  he  tuned  for  fame. 
And  in  each  barke  engraved  £lizaes  name. 
And  yet  for  all  this,  unre^din|;  soile 
Unlact  the  line  of  his  desired  life, 
Den}^ng  mayntenance  for  his  deare  reliefe. 
Carelesse  care  to  prevent  his  exequy, 
Scarce  deigning  to  shut  up  bis  dying  eye. 

Ing.  Pitty  it  is  that  gentler  wiits  should  breed , 
Whera  thickskia  chufies  laugh  at  a  schollers  niede. 
But  softly  may  o«r  honors  ashes  rest. 
That  lie  bj  mery  Cbauoers  noble  chest. 

Bot  I ,  pray  thee  proceede  breeflv  in  thy  oen- 
swe,  that  I  may  be  proud  of  my  selfe,  as  in  the 
6ntf  so  in  the  last,  my  censure  may  jumpe  with 
thine,  Henry  Constable,  Samuel  Danicli,  Thomas 
Lo^e,  Tbomas  Watson. 

JiidL  Siveete  Constable  doth  take  the  wondring 
eare. 
And  layes  it  up  in  willing  prisonroent; 
Sweete  bony  dropping  I>anieU  doth  wagie 
Warre  with  the  proudest  big  Italian, 
That  melts  his  heart  in  sogi^  sonettiog. 
Onely  let  bim  more  sparingly  make  use 
Of  others  wit^  and  nse  his  owue  the  more ; 
That  well  may  scome  base  imitation. 
For  Lodge  and  Watson,  men  of  some  desert. 
Yet  subject  to  a  critticks  marginal!. 
Tud^p  for  bis  oare  in  every  paper  boate, 
He  that  tumes  over  Galen  every  day, 
To  sit  and  sunper  Euphoes  legacy. 

Ing,  Michaell  Drayton. 

Jud.  Drayton's  sweete  muse  is  like  asanguine  dy. 
Able  to  radish  the  rash  gazers  eye. 

ing.  How  ever  he  wants  one  true  note  of  a 
poet  of  cor  times^  and  that  is  this,  bee  caimot 
swagger  it  well  in  a  taveme,  nor  dominere  in  a 

iiuL  JoIm  Davis. 
Aoite  Johtt  Davis,  I  affect  thy  rimes, 
That  jerck  in  hidden  charmes  these  looser  times : 
Tby  ptayoer  verse,  thy  naafiected  vaine. 
Is  grac't  wisk  a  fitfre  and  a  soopiog  traine. 

hig.  Locke  umI  Hudson. 

Jud,  Locke  and  Hadson,  sleepe  you  quiet  sha^ 
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vers,  among  the  shavings  of  thQ  presse,  and  lee 
your  bookes  lie  in  some  M  nookes  amongst  old 
bootes  and  slmoes,  so  you  may  avoyde  my  cen* 
sure. 

Ing,  Why  then  dap  a  Locke  on  their  foetey 
and  tume  them  ^  commons. 

lohn  Marston. 

JtuL  What,  Monsieur  Kinsayder,  lifting  ^p  your 
legge  and  pissing  against  tbe  world,  put  up  man^ 
put  up  for  shame. 

Me  thinks  he  is  a  ru£5an  in  his  stile, 
Withouten  bapids  or  garters  ornament, 
He  quafies  a  cup  of  Frenchman's  helicon. 
Then  royster  doyster  in  his  oylie  tearmes, 
Cutts,  thrusts,  and  foiues  at  whomesoever  he  mettfv 
And  strewcs  about  Ram-ally  meditations. 
Tut  what  cares  he  for  modest  closecoucht  tearmes, 
Cleanly  to  gird  our  looser  libertines. 
Give  him  plaine  naked  words  stript  from  their 

shirts. 
That  might  besceme  plaine  dealii^  Aretine  s 
I  there  is  one  that  backes  a  paper  steed, 
And  maoageth  a  pen-knife  gallantly ; 
Strikes  his  poinado  at  a  buttons  breadth. 
Brings  the  great  battering  ram  of  tearms  to  towns, 
And  at  first  voliy  of  his  cannon  shot. 
Batters  the  wnlles  of  the  old  fustie  world* 

Jn^.  Christopher  Mariowe. 

Jud,  Marlowe  was  happy  i^  his  buskind  muse, 
Alas  unhappy  in  his  liie  and  end, 
Pitty  it  is  that  wit  so  ill  should  dwell. 
Wit  lent  from  heaven,  but  vices  sent  from  hell. 

Ing,  Our  theater  hath  bst^  Pluto  hath  got, 
A  tragick  penman  for  a  drier/  plot. 
Bemamin  Johnson. 

Ju4.  The  wittiest  felbw  of  a  briddayer  in  Eng^ 
land. 

Ing.  A  meere  empyrick,  one  that  ^ts  what 
he  hath  by  observation,  and  makes  one!^  nature 
privy  to  what  he  cudites ;  so  slow  afi  mventor^ 
that  he  were  better  lietdie  himself  to  his  old 
trade  of  bricklaying,  a  bloud  whorson,  as  confi-* 
dent  now  in  making  of  a  booke,  as  he  was  in 
tii^oes  past  in  laying  of  a  brick« 
William  Shakespeare. 

Jud,  Who  loves  Adonis  love,  or  lucre's  rape^ 
His  sweeter  verse  coutaynes  hart  robbing  life, 
Could  but  a  graver  subject  him  content. 
Without  loves  foolish  lazy  languishment* 

Ing,  Churchjrard. 
Hath  not  6hor*s  wife,  altluMigh  a  ligfit  skirta  she. 
Given  him  a  chast  long  lasting  memory  ? 

Jud,  No,  all  light  pamphlets  onoe  I  fiiiden  shall, 
A  church-yard  and  a  grave  to  bury  all. 

Ing,  Tliomas  Nashdo. 

I  heare  is  a  fdlowe,  Judido,  that  carried  the 
deadly  stocke  in  his  pen,  whose  muse  was  armed 
with  a  gagtoddi,  and  his  pen  possest  with  Hercu- 
lea  furies. 

Jud,  Let  ail  his  faultes  eleepe  with  his  mporn- 
ful  chest, 
And  ifcen  for  ever  wkh  his  ashes  rest 
His  stile  was  witne,  theog^  be  hfui  some  g^> 
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Something  he  might  have  meitded,  so  ma^^  all. 
Yet  this  1  say,  that  for  a  mother  witt, 
Fewe  men  have  ever  seeue  the  like  of  it. 

Ing.  Reades  the  rest, 

JwL  As  for  these,  thej  have  tome  of  them 
beene  the  old  hedgstakes  of  the  presse,  and  some 
of  them  are  at  this  instant  the  botts  and  glanders 
of  the  printing  bouse.  Fellowes  that  stand  onely 
qpon  teanoea  to  serve  the  tearme,  with  their 
blotted  papers,  write  as  men  goe  to  stoole  for 
needes,  and  when  they  write,  thejr  write  as  a 
beare  pisses,  now  and  then  drop  a  pamphlet. 

Tng.  Durum  telum  neceuitat.  Good  tayth  they 
do  as  I  do,  exchange  words  for  mony :  I  have 
some  traffiqae  this  day  with  Danter,  about  a  lit* 
tie  booke  which  I  have  made,  the  name  of  it  is 
a  Catalogue  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds,  but  this 
Belvedere,  this  methodicall  assc,  hath  made  me 
fklmost  foiget  my  time ;  lie  now  to  Paules  church* 
yard,  meete  me  an  hour  hence,  at  the  signe  of  the 
Pegasus,  in  Cheap-side,  and  He  moyst  thy  tem- 
ples with  a  cuppe  of  claret,  as  hard  as  the  world 
goes.  '  [Exit  3  VDicio, 

SCENA  IIL 
Enter  Dai^teb  the  Printer, 

Ltg,  Danter,  thou  art  deceived ;  wit  is  dearer 
then  thoa  takest  it  to  be ;  I  tell  thee  this  libel  of 
Cambridge  ha»  much  fatt  and  pepper  in  the 
nose;  it  will  sell  sheerly  underhand,  when  al 
diese  bookes  of  exhortations  and  catechismes  lie 
motUding  on  thy  shopbourd. 

Danlli*s  true ;  but  good  fayth,  M.  Ingenioso, 
I  lost  by  your  last  booke,  and  you  knowe  there  is 
many  a  one  that  payes  me  largely,  for  the  print- 
ing of  their  inventions;  but  for  all  this,  you  shall 
have  40  shilling?,  and  an  odde  pottle  of  wine. 

Ing.  40  shillings?  a  fit  reward  for  one  of  your 
reumatick  poets,  that  beslavers  all  the  paper  be 
comes  by,  and  furnishes  the  chaundlers  with  wast 
papers  to  wrap  candles  in ;  but  as  for  me.  He  be 
payd  deare,  even  for  the  drcggs  of  rey  witt;  Ut- 
tle  koowes  the  worlde  what  belonge  to  the  keep- 
ing of  a  good  wit  in  waters,  dietts,  drinckes,  to- 
bMCo,  &c«  it  is  a  daynty  and  costly  creature,  and 
therefore  I  most  be  payd  sweetly :  furnish  mee 
with  money,  that  I  may  piit  my'selfe  in  a  new 
suite  of  clothes,  and  He  suite  thy  shop  with  a 
new  suite  of  tearroes ;  it's  the  gallantett  child  my 
invention  was  ever  delivered  off.  The  title  is, 
a  Chronicle  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds;  here  a 
man  may  see  what  day  of  the  rooneth  such  a 
man's  commons  were  inclosed,  and  when  throwne 
open,  and  when  any  entayled  some  odde  crownes, 
upon  the  heires.  of  their  bodies  unlawfully  begot- 
ten ;  speake  oaickl;^  ells  I  am  gone. 

Dan.  Oh  this  will  sell  gallantly;  He  have  it 
whatsoever  it  cost ;  will  ye  wajke  on,  M.  Inge- 
111080^  weele  sit  over  a  cop  of  wine  and  agree  on 
it 

Ing.  A  cnp  of  wine  is  as  good  a  constable  as 
can  &9  to  take  up  the  qoarreU  betwixt  vs. 

3  [Exeunt. 


SCENA  IV. 

pHiLOMCStJS,  in  a  Pbhitiom  habit^  STtTDlosoy 
that  w  Jaques  jlfan,  and  Patient, 

Phil.  Tit  tit  iity  non  poynte,  non  debet  fieri 
phlebetomotio  in  coitu  Luna ;  here  is  a  recipe. 
Pat.  A  recipe! 

Phil.  Not  gaUia  non  curamut  guaniitatem  sjfU 
labarum ;  let  me  heare  how  many  stooles  yo« 
doe  make.    Adieu,  monsieur,  adieu  good  mon- 
sieur, what  Jaques  11  n*  a  personne  apret  icy. 
Stud.  Non. 

PhiL  Then  let  us  steale  time  for  thb  borrowe4 
shape. 
Recounting  our  unequall  happs  of  late. 
Late  did  the  ocean  graspe  us  in  his  armes. 
Late  did  we  live  widiin  a  stranger  ayre ; 
Late  did  we  see  the  cinders  of  great  Rome, 
We  thought  that  English  foeitives  there  eate 
Gold,  for  restorative,  if  gold  were  meate. 
Yet  now  We  finde  by  bought  experience, 
That  where  so  ere  we  wander  up  and  downe. 
On  the  roonde  shoulders  of  this  massy  world^ 
Or  our  ill  fortunes,  or  the  worldes  ill  eye, 
Forspeake  our  good,  procures  our  miserye. 

Stud.  Sooftthenorthen  windc  with  frozen  wings 
Hatlf  beate  the  flowers  that  in  our  garden  grewe : 
Throwne  downe  the  stalkes  of  our  aspiring  youth. 
So  oft  hath  winter  nipt  our  trees  faire  rinde« 
That  now  weseeme  nought  but  two  bared  boughes. 
Scorned  by  the  basest  bird  that  chirps  in  groave. 
Nor  Rome,  nor  Rhemes,  that  wonted  ar  to  give, 
A  cardinall  cap,  to  discontented  clarkes. 
That  have  forsooke  the  homebred  thanked  coofci^ 
Yeelded  us  any  equal  maintenance : 
And  it*s  as  good  to  starve  mongst  Enelish  swine. 
As  in  a  forraine  land  to  begge  and  pme. 
PhiL  He  scorne  the  world,  that  scometfa  m^ 

againe. 
Stud.  He  vex  the  world,  that  workes  me  so 

much  pmne. 
PhiL  Fly  lame  ravengings  power^  the  world 

well  weenes. 
Stud.  Flyes  have  there  spleene;  each  syllj  ant 

his  teenes. 
PhiL  We  have  the  wordes,  they  the  possession 

have. 
Stud.  We  all  are  equall  in  our  latest  grave. 
Phil.  Soone  then,  O  soone,  may  we  both  graved 

be. 
Stud.  Who  wishes  death,  doth  wrong  wise  dea- 

tinie. 
PhiL  It's  wrong  to  force  life,  loathing  men  t» 

breath. 
Stud,  It'ssinnc  fordoomed  day  to  wish  thy  death. 
PAiY.Too  late  our  soules  flit  to  their  resting  place. 
Stud.  Why  mans  whole  hfe  is  bat  a  breathmg 

space. 
PhiL  A  painefoll  minute  seemes  a  tedioos  years. 
Stud.  A  constant  minde  etemall  woes  will  bettre» 
PAi/.  When  shall  our  sooles  their  wearied  lodga 

forgoe  ^ 
Stud.  WhoD  we  have  tyred  misery  and  ifoe* 
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FkiL  Soone  may  then  fates  this  gale  deliTer 
send  as; 
Small  woes  vex  long^  great  woes  qoicklj  end  us. 
.  Bat  letta  leave  this  capping;  of  rimes,  Scudiosoy 
and  follow  our  late  devise,  that  wee  may  main- 
taioe  oar  heades  in  cappes,  our  bellyes  in  pro- 
Tender,  and  our  backs  m  sadle  and  bridle ;  he^ 
tfaerto  wee  have  sought  all  the  honest  meanes  we 
etald  to  live,  and  now  let  us  dare,  aliquid  brevi- 
lusgracU  and  carcere  di^num :  let  us  run  through 
all  the  lewd  formes  of  lime-twig  purloyning  viU 
lainyes,  let  us  prove  cony-catchers  baudes,  or 
any  thing,  so  we  may  rub-out,  and  first  ray  plot 
for  playiog  the  French  doctor  that  shall  hold; 
our  lodging  stand  here  filthy  in  Shooe-lane,  for  if 
our  commings  in  be  not  the  better,  London  may 
sbortely  throw  an  old  shooe  after  us,  and  with 
those  shredds  of  French,  that  we  gathered  up  in 
our  hostes  house  in  Paris,  weeH  gull  the  world, 
that  hath  in  estimation  forraine  phisitians,  and  if 
any  of  the  hidebound  bretheren  of  Cambridge 
and  Osforde,  or  ai^  of  those  stigmatick  maisters 
of  arte,  that  abused  us  in  times  past,  leave  their 
owne  pbisitians,  and  become  our  patients,  wee'l 
alter  quite  the  stile  of  them,  for  they  shal  never 
hereauer  write,  your  lordship's  most  bouudeu, 
bat  your  lordship  s  most  laxative. 
-,  Stu</,  Ic  ahai  be  so;  see  what  a  little  vermine 
poverty  altereth  a  whole  milky  disposition. 

Phil  So  then  my  selfe  streight  with  revenge 
Seseate. 

Siud,  Provoked  patience  growes  intemperate. 

SCENA  V. 

f^nltr  RrCBABHElTo,  Jaqves,  SckoUer  learning 
French. 

Jaq,  How  now,  my  little  knave,  quelle  nouetle 


Richar.  Ther*s  a  fellow  with  a  night  cap  on  his 
beady  an  nrinal  in  his  haod,  would  fayne  speake 
with  master  Theodore. 

Jaq.  Parle  frantoues  moun  petit*  gartoun, 

Richar.  Hu  aun  hommeave  le  bonnet  de  la  teie 
JSt  pn  urineU  in  la  mens,  ^ue  vcut  parler^ 
•    hi^.  FoC'beien. 

Theod.  Jaque^  a  bonus*  [Exeunt. 

SCENA  VI. 

Fuaoa  Poeticus,   and  presently  after  enters 
Phavtasma* 

Fur.  (R^fPt  within  contemplation.)  Why  bow 
now.  Pedant  Phebus,  are  you  smouching  Thalia  on 
her  tender  lips?  There  hole jjpesanc  avant ;  come, 
pretty  short-nosed  nimph :  Oh  sweet  Th^ia,  I  do 
ftisae  iby  foote.  What  Cleio?  O  sweet  Cleio,  nay 


pray  thee  do  not  weepe  Melpomene.  What,  Ura- 
nia, Polimnia,  and  Calliope,  let  me  doe  reverence 
to  your  deities. 

[Phavtasva  puis  him  by  the  sleeve. 

Pur*  f  am  your  holy  swayne,  that  night  and  day^ 
Sit  for  your  sakes  rubbing  m^  wrinkled  browe^ 
Studying  a  mbneth  for  du  Epithete. 
Nay,  silver  Cinthia,  do  not  trouble  me; 
Straight  will  1  thy  Endimions  storye  writer 
To  which  thuu  hastest  me  On  day  and  night. 
You  light  skirt  starres,  this  is  your  wonted  gtnse. 
By  glomy  light  perke  out  yourdoiibtfuU  hemles : 
But  when  Don  Phebus  showes  his  flashing  snooty 
You  are  sky  puppies,  streight  your  light  is  out. 

Phan,  So  no,  Furor. 
N^  prethee  good  Furor  in  sober  sadnes. 

Fur.  Odi  prqfanum  vulgus  et  arceo, 

Phan.  Nay,  sweet  Furor,  ipsa  te  T^ire  pinus* 

Fur.  Ipsi  tefonteSf  ipsa  hac  arbusta  voearunt^ 
Who's  that  runs  headlong  on  my  qui  lis  sharpepoynt. 
That  wearyed  of  his  life  and  baser  breath, 
Ofiers  himselfe  to  an  iambicke  verse. 

Phan.  Si  quoties  peccant  hominesf  suafitimhta 
mittat 
Jupiter,  exigvo  tempore  inermis  erit. 

Fur.  What  slimye  bold  presumtiousgroomeishe^ 
Dares  with  his  n»de  audacious  hardye  chatt. 
Thus  sever  me  from  skibbered  contetnplation  f    '. 

Phan.  Carmina  vel  cttlo  fotsuntdeducere  htnam^ 

Fur.  Oh  Phantasma ;  wnat  my  individual  utate^ 
0  mihi  post  nullos  Furor  memorunde  sodales. 
Say  whence  comest  thou  ?  sent  from  what  deytye  f 
From  great  Apollo,  or  sly  Mercurye  ? 

Phan^  I  come  from  the  Httle  Mercury^  loganiow 
so;  for, 
Ingenio  polUt  eui  vim  natura  negavit* 

Fur,  Ingenioso? 
He  is  a  pretty  inventor  of  slight  prose  i  * 

But  there's  no  spirit  in  bis  groavehng  speach. 
Hang  him  whose  verse  can  not  out-belch  the  wiode  t 
That  cannot  beard  and  brave  Don  Eolus,  « 

That  when  the  cloude  of  his  invention  breaket, 
Cannot  out-cracke  the  scarr-crow  thunderboll.    . 

Phan.  Hang  him,  I  say,  pendo  pependt,  tenda 
tetendi,  pedo  pepedL  Will  it  plfease  you  maistet 
Furor,  to  waHte  with  me?  I  promised  to  brinfj^ 
you  to  a  drinkmg  tnne,in  Cbeapside,  at  the  signi) 
of  the  Nagges  netuAe ;  for. 
Tempore  ^ta  pati/rana  doeentur  equi, 

I\ir.  Passe  the  before.  He  eoaie  incontine&t.  » 

Phan.  Nay  faitli,  raaister  Furor,  letts  go  toW 
gither,  quoniam  convenimus  ambo.  •  : 

Fur.  Letts  mancb  on  unto  the  house  of  fame^ 

There  quaffing  bowles  of  Baccos  blood  fol  •iinbly^ 

Endite  a  tiptoe,  stronring  poesy.  Vj^I 

[They  offer  the  way  one  to  the  otmr-^ 

Phan.  Quo  me  bacche  rapis  tui  plenum, 
Tu  mt^;  tibi  me  est  x^utmparere  MeiWiCflU 
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ACTUS  a 


SCENA  L 


Enter  Philomusu^  Theodore,  his  Patient  the 
Burgesse,  and  kit  Man  with  hit  State. 

Tbeod.  [Puttt  on  hit  tpectaclet,]  Monseiar, 
bore  are  atom  mUantet,  which  do  make  shew 
your  worship  to  be  as  leadierous  as  a  boll. 

Burg.  Traely,  mabter  doctor,  we  are  all  men. 

Thwd,  This  vater  is  intentioD  of  heate,  are 
joii  not  perturbed  with  an  ake  in  your  race,  or  in 
your  ocapot.  I  meane  your  head  peeoe,  let  me 
leele  the  pulse  of  your  little  6nger. 

Burg.  lie  assure  you,  M.  Theodore,  the  pulse 
of  my  bead  beates  exceedingly,  and  I  thinke  I 
have  disturbed  my  selfe  by  studying  the  penall 
statutes. 

Theod.  Tit,  tit,  your  worship  takes  cares  of 
your  speeches.  O  coung  levet  loouuntur,  ingentet 
stoupent,  it  is  an  aphorisme  in  Galen. 

Burg.  And  what  is  the  exposition  of  that? 

The&d.  That  your  worship  most  take  a  gland, 
nt  emittatur  ttfnguit :  the  signe  is  for  excellent, 
for  excellent. 

Burg.  Oood  maistier  doctor  use  me  gently ;  for 
marke  yoo.  Sir,  there  is  a  double  consideration  to 
be  bad  of  me :  first,  as  I  am  a  publike  magistrate ; 
secondly,  as  I  am  a  private  butcher ;  and,  but  for 
the  worshipfttll  credit  of  the  place  and  office 
therein  I  now  stand  and  live,  I  would  not  hazard 
m^  worshipfull  apparell,  with  a  suppositor,  or  a 
ftkster;  but  for  tne  countenancing  of  the  place, 
I  must  20  oftener  to  stoole ;  for  as  a  great  gentle- 
man told  me  of  good  experience,  that  it  was  the 
chiefe  note  of  a  magistrate,  nor  to  go  to  the  stoole 
without  a  phisition. 

Thieod.  A^  vout  ettet  un  gejttell  home  vraimenty 
what  ho,  Jaques,  Jaqoes,  ou  e  voutf  un  fort 
gentell  purgation  for  Montier  Burg. 

Jaq.  Votie  tret  humble  terviture  a  vottre  com- 
mandement. 

•  Theod.  Donne  vout  un  gentetl  purge  a  Mon- 
tier Burgetse.  I  have  considered  of  the  crasis, 
and  syntoma  of  your  disease,  and  here  is  unfort 
gentell  purgation  per  evacuatufn^m  excrementO' 
rum,  as  we  phisitions  use  to  parlee. 

Burg.  %  nope,  maister  doctor,  you  have  a  care 
of  the  countreys  officer ;  I  tell  yoo  I  durst  not 
have  trusted  my  selfe  with  every  phisition,  and 
yet  I  am  not  afrAide  for  my  selle,  but  I  would 
not  deprive  the  towne  of  so  carefull  a  magbtrate. 

Theod.  O  monsier,  I  have  a  singular  care  of 
your  valctudo;  it  is  reouisite  that  the  French 
phisitions  be  learned  and  carefull,  your  English 
velvet  cap  is  malignant  and  envious. 

Burg.  Here  is,  maister  doctor,  foure  pence 
your  due,  and  eight  pence  my  bounty,  you  shall 
neare  from  me,  good  maister  doctor ;  farewell, 
farewell,  good  maister  doctor. 


Theod.  Adieu  good  ttootter,  adiea  |0od  sir 


Then  burst  with  teares  nnhappr  graduftte; 
Thy  fortunes  still  wayward  and  backward  bin ; 
Nor  canst  thoo  thrive  by  vertae^  nor  by  sin. 

SttuL  Oh  bow  itgreevesmyvesedsouletotee^ 
Each  painted  asse  in  chayre  of  dignitye : 
And  yet  we  grovell  on  tlie  cround  alooe^ 
Running  throogh  every  trade,  yet  thrive  by  noot. 
More  we  must  acte  in  this  lives  tra^y. 

Phi.  Sad  is  the  plott,  sad  the  catastrophe. 

Stud,  Sishs  are  the  dioros  in  our  tragedy. 

PhL  And  rented  thoughts  continuall  actors  bee. 

Stud.  Woe  is  the  subject ;  PhiL  earth  the 
loathed  stage, 
Whereon  we  act  this  fained  personage. 
Mossy  '  barbarians  the  spoctotors  be, 
That  sit  and  laugh  at  our  calamity. 

Phi.  Band  be  those  houres  when  tnangtt  the 
learned  throng, 
By  Granlaes  muddy  baocke  we  wbilome  song. 

Stud.  Band  be  that  hill  which  leaned  witts 
adore^ 
Where  earst  we  spent  our  stock  and  little  store. 

PhL  Band  be  those  mus^  raewesi  where  we 
have  sj^nt^ 
Our  yottthfull  dales  in  paled  languishment. 

Stud.  Band  be  those  cosening  arts  that  wrought 
our  woe. 
Making  us  wandering  (Hlgrimes  to  and  fro. 

Phi.  And  pilgrimes  must  we  be  without  reliefe. 
And  wheresoever  we  run  there  meets  us  greefe. 

Stud.  Where  ever  we  tosse  upon  this  crabbed 
stage, 
Griefe*s  our  companion,  patience  be  our  page^ 

PhL  Ah  but  this  patience  is  a  page  of  ruth) 
A  tired  lacky  to  our  wanderiiig  youth. 

SCENA  ir. 

AcAOEMtco  iolut. 

Acad.  Faine  wold  I  have  a  living;,  if  I  could  tel 
how  to  come  by  it — Eccho,  Buy  it. 

Buy  it,  fond  Eccho?  why  thou  dost  greatly  mis- 
take it— EccAo.  Stake  it 

Stake  it  ?  what  should  I  stake  at  this  game  of 
simony? — Eccho.  Mony. 

What,  is  the  world  a  game  f  are  livings  gotten 
by  placing  ? — Eccho.  Paying. 

Paying?  but  say  what's  the  nearest  ^y  to  come 
by  a  living  ? — Eccho.  Giving. 

Must  his  worship's  fists  Me  needs  then  oyled 
with  apgells  ? — Eccho.  Ai^lls. 

Ought  his  gowty  fists  then  first  with  gold  to  be 
grcased.-^£ccAo.  Eased. 

And  is  it  then  such  an  ease  for  his  asaes  htti^ 
to  cary  mony  ? — Eccho.  I. 


Mo$t  like^ 
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as 


Win  tfaM  tUs  golden  atw  befltows  n  nauifst 
|iiUed?-£cdUiL  Gelded 

What  shaU  I  say  to  good  Sir  Roderiok^  diat  hare 
pMheitf-^Bedka.  Coldcbeare. 

lie  Bake  it  my  lone  reqoetc,  dwt  be  wold  be 
|Md  t»  a  aoholler^-^ficcAo.  Cboller. 

Yea,  will  hee  be  cholerike,  to  heare  oF  an  art 
mk9dtootl^Eceh0,  Heooe. 

Btun  with  liberal  arts,  what  then  wil  he  do 
vidifaiscfaaiioel?— JSccAtf.  Sell. 

Sdl  it  ?  and  ODost  a  sample  dark  be  fayne  to 
SQsipeaad  then  i^-Eccko.  Pounds  then. 

Wbat  if  I  have  no  pounds,  must  then  my  sute 
Wproreagoed? — Eceka,  Roegued. 

Tea,  given  to  a  roagoe ;  shall  an  asse  this  vi^ 
ond^oompasi? — &cka,  Asse. 

What  b  tne  reason  that  I  should  not  be  as  for- 
tmnte  as  hee  ?— £ccAo.  Asse  he. 

Yet  for  al  this,  with  a  penilesse  purse  wil  I 
tredg  to  his  worship  ? — EcchB,  Words  cheape. 

Wei,  if  he  give  me  good  word^  it's  more  then 
1  httve  from  an  Eocbo. — Eceho,  Goe. 

SCENA  m. 
Amokctto,  with  an  Ovid  in  hit  hand  ; 

ACADEMICO. 

Amor,  Take  it  on  the  word  of  a  gentleman, 
<lioa  cannot  hare  it  a  penny  under,  tbinke  ont, 
lUe  on  it,  while  I  meditate  on  my  fayre  mis- 

UtlL 

iVaac  tepur  imperium  magne  Cupido  tuum^ 
What  ere  become  of  this  dull  thredbare  clearke, 
I  matt  be  costly  in  my  mistresses  eye ; 
Uyes  regpird  not  ragg^  oompftny. 
I  wUl  with  the  revenewes  of  my  diafred  church, 
First  buy  an  ambling  hobby  for  my  fayre ; 
Whose  measured  pace  may  teach  the  world  to 

dance, 
Proad  of  his  burden  when  he  gins  to  praunce : 
'fhen  mast  I  buy  a  jeweU  for  her  eare, 
A  kirde  of  some  hundred  crownes  or  more : 
With  these  fayre  gif^  when  I  accompanied  goe, 
Shcele  give  Jores  breakfast ;  Stdny  tearmes  it  so. 
I«B  ho'needle,  she  is  my  adamant, 
Sbo  b  my  fayre  rose,  I  her  unworthy  pricke. 

Aead.  Is  there  no  body  heere  will  tuke  the 
Pttoes  to  geld  his  mouth  ? 

Jbmt,  Sie's  Cleopatra,  I  Marke  Anthony. 

Acadk  N0|  cbou  art  a  meere  marke  for  good 
^ins  to  shoote  at ;  and  in  that  suite,  thou  wilt 
Mike  a  fineman  to  d^^  poore  crowes  out  of 
CMBtebance. 

jimat.  She  is  my  moone,  I  her  EndlmSon. 

Ac4uL  No,  she  is  thy  shoulder  of  mutton,  thou 
W  onyon ;  of  she  may  be  thy  Luna,  and  thou 
fefhtuadcke. 

Amut,  I  her  /Eneas,  she  my  Dido  is. 

■dcwl  She  b  thy  lo,  thou  tier  brasen  asse  ; 
Or  she  dame  Pbantasr,  and  thou  her  gull, 
ftp  d^  Paslj^i  ai4  tbou  her  loving  bull. 


SCENA  IV. 
Enter  Immerito,  and  Stercutio^  his  Father. 

Ster,  Sonue,  b  this  the  gentleman  that  sells  nt 
the  living? 

Im,  Fy  father,  thou  must  not  oall  it  selling, 
thou  must  say,  is  this  the  gentleman  that  must 
huTe  the  gratuito  ? 

Acad,  What  have  we  heere,  old  trupenny  come 
to  towne,  to  fetch  away  the  living  in  his  old  grea^ 
slops;  then  He  pone;  the  time  nath  bc«ne  when 
such  a  fellowe  medied  with  nothing  hut  his  plow« 
share,  his  spade,  and  his  hobnayles,  and  so  to  a 
a  peM  of  bread  and  cheese,  and  went  his  way ; 
but  now  these  fellowes  are  growne  the  onely  fac- 
tors for  preferment 

Ster.  O  is  this  the  grating  gentleman,  and  hoir 
many  pounds  must  I  pay  ? 

Jm.  O  thou  must  not  call  them  pounds,  but 
thanks;  and  harke  yoa,  father,  thou  must  tell  of 
nothing  that  is  done ;  for  I  must  seeme  to  come 
cleere  to  it 

Acad,  Not  pounds  but  thanks:  see  whether 
this  simple  fellow  that  hath  nothiug  of  a  scholler, 
but  that  the  dra^r  hath  blackt  him  over,  hath 
not  gotten  the  stile  of  the  time. 

Ster.  By  my  fay  th,  sonne,  looke  for  no  more  por- 
don. 

Im,  Well,  father,  I  will  not,  upon  thb  condi- 
tion, that  when  thou  have  gotten  me  the  gratuito. 
of  the  living,  thou  will  likewise  disburse  a  little 
mony  to  the  bishop's  poser,  for  there  are  certaine 
questions  I  make  scruple  to  be  posed  in. 

Acad,  He  meanes  any  question  in  Lettin,  which 
he  coants  a  scruple ;  oh  this  honest  man  could  ne- 
ver abide  this  popish  tounge  of  Latine,  oh  he  is 
as  true  an  English  man  as  lives. 

Ster,  He  take  the  gentleman  now,  he  b  in  a 
good  vayne,  for  he  smiles. 

Amor,  Sweete  Ovid,  I  do  honour  every  pa^. 

Acad,  Good  Ovid,  that  in  hb  life  time  lived 
with  the  Getes,  and  now  after  his  death  conver- 
seth  with  a  barbarian. 

Ster,  God  bee  at  your  worke^  sir ;  my  Sonne 
told  me  you  were  the  grating  gentleman ;  I  am 
Stercutio,  his  father,  sir,  simple  as  I  stand  here. 

Amor,  Fellow,  I  had  rather  given  thee  an  hun- 
dred pounds,  then  thou  should  have  put  me  out  of 
my  excellent  meditation ;  by  the  faitn  of  a  gentle- 
man, I  was  rapt  in  contemplation. 

Im,  Sir,  you  must  pardon  my  father,  he  wants 
bringing  up. 

Acad.  Marry,  it  seemes  he  hath  good  bringing 
up,  when  he  brings  up  so  much  mony. 

ISter,  Indeede,  sir,  you  must  pardon  me,  I  did 
not  kuowe  you  were  a  gentleman  of  tlie  Temple 
before. 

Amor,  Well  I  am  content,  in  a  generous  dis- 
position, to  beare  with  country  educadon,  but 
fellow  whals  thy  name? 

Ster,  My  name,  sir,  Stercodo,  sir. 

Amor*  Why  tben^  Stercutio,  I  would  be  very 
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williDg  to  be  the  iiibtninent  to  my  father,  that 
this  living  might  be  conferred  apoii  your  sonoe ; 
mary,  I  would  have  you  know,  that  I  have  bene 
importuned  by  two  or  three  several  lordet,  my 
kiode  cozins,  in  the  bchaife  of  some  Cambridge 
man,  and  have  almost  engaged  my  word.  Mary, 
if  I  shall  see  your  dispasition  to  be  more  thaak- 
full  then  other  men,  J  shalbe  very  ready  to  re- 
spect kind  natnred  men ;  for,  as  the  Italian  pro- 
xerbe  speakcth  wel,  chi  ha  hauru, 

AcoiL  Why  here  is  a  gallant  young  drover  of 
livings. 

.  Ster*  I  beseech  you*  sir,  speak  English ;  for  that 
i^naturall  to  me  and  to  my  sonne,  and  all  our 
kindred,  to  understand  but  one  language. 

Amor,  Why  thus,  in  plaine  Ei^ish ;  I  must 
he  retpected  with  thanks. 

Ac4td,  This  is  a  subtle  tractive^  when  thanks 
mav  be  felt  and  seene. 

Ster.  And  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  the  lowest 
thanks  that  you  wiU  take  ? 

Acad,  The  verye  same  method  that  he  used  at 
the  buying  of  an  oxe. 
.  Amor,  I  must  have  some  odd  sprinkling  of  an 
kundred  pounds,  if  so,  so,  I  shall  thinke  you  thank- 
full,  and  commend  your  aionne  as  a  man  of  good 
giftes  to  my  father. 

Acad,  A  sweete  world,  give  an  hundred  poundes, 
Imd  this  is  but  counted  thankfulhiesse. 
V  Ster.  Uarke  thou,  sir,  you  shall  have  80  thankes. 
'  Amor,  I  tell  thee,  feUow,  I  never  opened  my 
mouth  in  this  kind  so  cheape  before  in  my  life. 
I  tell  thee,  few  young  gentlemen  are  found,  that 
ivould  deale  so  kindely  with  thee  as  I  doe. 

Ster.  Well,  sir,  because  I  know  my  sonne  to  be 
•  toward  thing,  and  one  that  hath  taken  all  his 
lieaming  on  his  owne  head,  without  sending  to 
^le  universitye,  I  am  content  to  give  you  as  many 
thankes  as  you  aske,  so  you  will  promise  me  to 
bring  it  to  passe. 

:  .^ufr.  1  warrant  you  for  that;  if  I  say  it  once, 
repayre  you  to  the  place,  and  stay  there  for  my 
father,  he  is  walked  abroad  to  take  the  benefit  of 
the  ayre.  He  meete  bim  as  he  retumes,  and 
V^P  way  fci*  your  suite.  Exeunt. 

..    SCWEV. 
Enter  Academtco,  Amoretto. 

Amor,  Gallant,  I  faith. 

Acad,  I  see  we  schoUers  iish  for  a  living  in 
these  flliallow  foardes  without  a  silver  hoock. 
Why,  wold  it  not  gal  a  man  to  see  a  spruse  gar- 
tered youth  of  our  oolLedge  a  while  ago,  1^  a 
broker  for  a  living,  and  an  old  baade  for  a  bene- 
fice ?  This  .swec»le  sir  profered  nie  much  kinde- 
nesse  when  bee  was  of  our  colledge,  and  now  He 
try  what  winde  remaynes  in  Lis  bladder.  God 
fave  you,  sir.  , 

Amor,  By  the  masse  I  fear  me,  I  saw  this  ge- 
nus and  species  in  CamlMidge  before  now :  lie 
take  no  notice  of  him  now ;  by  the  faith  of  a 
gentlemani  this  is  preuy  ell^J*    Of  what  age  is 


the  dav,  fellow?  Syrrba  bey,  bath  die  graome 
ladled  my  hunting  hobby?  caa  Robin  Uoatcr 
tel  where  a  hare  sits? 

Acad.  See  a  poore  old  fnande  of  yonrs^  of  Su 
colledge,  in  Cambridge. 

Amor,  Good  foytb,  sir,  you  must  pacdon  me. 
I  have  foiigotteo  you. 

Acad.  My  name  is  Academico,  sir,  one  that 
made  an  oration  for  you  once  on  the  qaeeoe*s 
day,  and  a  show  that  you  got  some  credit  by. 

Amor.  It  may  be  so«  it  may  be  so,  but  I  have 
forgotten  it ;  saarry,  yet  I  remember  there  waa 
su(£  a  fellow  that  I  was  very  benefidall  junto  in 
rov  time.  But  howsoever,  sir,  I  have  the  curtesio 
of  the  tovne  for  you.  I  am  sorry  you  did  not 
take  me  at  my  fatlier's  house :  but  now  I  am  i» 
exceeding  great  bast,  for  I  have  vowed  the  death 
of  a  hare  that  wee  found  this  morning  musing  oa 
her  mease. 

Acad,  Sir,  1  am  imboldned  by  that  great  ac-i 
(juaintance  that  heretofore  I  had  with  you,  as 
likewise  it  hath  pleased  you  heretofore. 

Amor,  Looke  syrrha,  if  you  see  my  hobby  oome 
hctherward  as  yet. 

Acad,  To  make  me  some  promises,  I  am  to  re- 
quest your  good  mediation  to  the  worsbinfuU 
your  father,  in  my  behalfe :  and  I  will  dedicate 
ta.your  relfe  in  the  way  of  thankes,  those  dayes  I 
have  to  live. 

Amor,  O  good  sir,  if  I  had  knowae  yo«r minde 
before,  for  my  father  hath  already  given  the  u^ 
duction  to  a  chaplaine  of  his  owne^  to  a  proper 
man,  I  know  not  of  what  universitie  he  is^ 

Acad.  Si|^nior  Immerito^  they  say,  hath  bidden 
fayrest  for  it. 

Amor,  I  know  not  his  name,  but  bee  is.  a  ^ava 
discreet  man,  I  warrant  bim,  iadeede  hoe  wants 
utterance  in  some  measure. 

Acad,  Na^r,  me  thinkes  he  hath  very  eood  ut« 
terance  for  his  gravitie,  for  hec  came  betber  very 
grave,  but  I  thinke  be  wiU  retnroe  light  enoa^h, 
when  he  is  ridde  of  the  heavy  element  he  caixies 
about  him. 

Amor,  Faith  sir,  you  most  pardon  m^  it  is 
my  ordinarie  custome  to  be  too  stndioua^  mjr  mis* 
tresse  hath  tolde  me  of  it  often,  and  X  ^de  it  to 
hurt  my  ordinary  discourse :  but  aay>  sweet  sir. 
dp  yee  e£^t  the  most  geotle^mao^uke  gama  of 
hunting.  ^ 

Acad,  How  say  you  to  the  crafty  gull,  hee 
would  faine  get  mee  abroad  to  make  sport  widi 
mee  in  their  hnnters  termes,  which  we  schoUeci 
are  not  acquainted  with ;  sir,  I  have  loved  this 
kinde  of  sporte,  but  now  I  begin  to  bate  it,  for  it 
hath  beene  my  luck  alwayes  to  beat  the  busbi 
lyhile  another  kild  the  hare. 

Amor,  Hunters  luck»  hooters  ku^  air;  bal 
there  was  a  fault  in  your  hounds  that  did  ^pe94 
well. 

Ac^,  Sir,  I  have  had  worse  bck  alwagrw  at 
hunting  the  fox.  t 

Amor,  What,  sir,  do  you  meane  at  the  iwkeof 
sellings  uQtaperingi  or  earthing  of  thft  fou 
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•  lewd,  I  meMie  eartbiug,  if  you  tearme  it  so ; 
fer  I  never  foand  yellow  earth  enough  to  corer 
tbe  old  fox  yoar  father. 

Amor.  Good  faith,  sir,  there  is  an. excellent 
ikili  in  blowing  for  the  terriers ;  it  is  a  word  that 
wehootera  use  when  the  fox  is  earthed,  von  must 
blow  one  long,  two  short,  tbe  second  winde,  one 
loB^  two  abort;  now,  sir,  in  blowing,  every  long 
eoottdoetb  7  quarers^  one  short  containeth  S 
fmrers. 

AauL  Sir,  mi^t  I  finde  any  faTOur  in  my  tuite, 
I  woold  wind  the  home  wherein  your  boone  de- 
serts should  be  sounded  with  so  many  minims,  so 
aany  quacrers. 

Jbnar.  Sweet  nr,  I  would  I  coold  conferre  tliis, 
ar  any  kindoesae  upon  you ;  I  wonder  the  boy 
cornea  not  away  witn  my  hobby.  Now  sir,  as  f 
vas  proceeding;  when  you  blow  the  death  of 
yoor  foi,  in  the  field,  or  covert,  then  must  you 
ioend  8  notes,  with  S  windes,  and  recheat ;  mark 
yoa  air,  npou  the  same,  with  S  windes. 

Acad.  I  pray  yon,  sir. 

Amor,  Now,  ar,  when  you  come  to  your  state- 
ly gate,  as  you  sounded  the  recheat  before,  so 
now  yoo  most  sound  the  releefe  three  times. 

Acmd.  Releefe  call  yon  it  ?  it  were  good  every 
parroD  would  finde  the  home. 

Amor.  O,  sir,  but  your  reliefe  is  your  sweetest 
note,  that  is,  sir,  when  your  hounds  hunt  after  a 
game  mknowne,  and  then  you  most  sound  one 
kmgand  six  short,  the  second  wind,  two  short 
and  one  long,  the  third  wind;  one  long  and  two 
abort. 

Aead.  Truey  sir,  it  is  a  very  good  trade  now  a 
dayes  to  be  a  villaine ;  I  am  the  hound  that  hunts 
mher  a  game  unknowne,  aiMl  blowes  the  vHkune. 

Amor.  Sir,  I  will  blesse  your  eares  with  a  very 
pretty  story;  my  father  out  of  his  owne  cost  and 
ckarges^  keepee  an  open  table  for  all  kiode  of 


And  he  kecpes  one  more  by  thee. 
>  He  bath  yoor  gmay-bound,  your  mnn* 
gp<eU,  your  oiastif<^  your  leurier,  your  spaniel!, 
To«r  kcMietSy  lernera,  batchers  dogges,  bloud- 
mmds^  dunghilMogges,  trindle  tailea,  prick'^ard 
aarres,  soi^  ladies  poppies,  caches,  and  bastards. 

Aetd.  What  a  bawdy  knave  hath  he  to  his  ta- 
fber«  that  keepes  his  mchell,  bath  bis  bastards, 
and  lets  his  soones  be  piaine  ladies  puppets,  to 
beray  a  ladies  chamber. 

.^laior.  It  was  my  pleasure  two  dayes  ago,  to 
tdce  m  g^hmt  leash  of  grey-hoonds,  and  into  my 
father's  parke  I  went,  accompanied  with  two  or 
three  noblemen  of  my  neere  acquaintance,  de^ 
•ring  to  tbfrw  them  some  of  the  sport:  I  causd 
the  keeper  to  sever  the  rascal  1  deere,  from  the 
bocks  of  the  fnrst  heed;  now,  sir,  a  hodke  tbe  first 
•  is  a  fawoe,  tbe  second  yeare  a  pricket,  the 


id  yeare  a  sorell,  the  fourth  yeare  a  soarc,  the 
fBi  a  buck  of  tbe  first  head,  the  sixt  yearea  com- 
pleat  bock  :  as  likewise  your  hart  is  the  first  yeare 
a  ealfe,  the  ^eoood  yeare  a  brocbet,  the  third 
jfieare«  spad^  the  foartb  yeare  a  stagge,  the  fifit 


Jreare  a  great  stagge,  the  sixt  Teare  a  Hart;  n§ 
ikewise  the  roe-bucke  is  the  first  yeare  a  kid^ 
the  second  yeare  a  girl,  the  third  yeare  a  hemuse; 
and  these  are  your  spedall  beasts  for  chase,  or, 
as  we  huntsmen  call  it,  for  venery. 

Acad,  If  chaste  be  taken  for  venery,  tbon  art 
a  more  speciall  beast,  then  any  in  thy  father's 
fbrrest  oir,  I  am  sorry  I  hate  been  so  troble^ 
some  to  you. 

Amor,  I  know  this  was  the  readiest  way  td 
dinse  away  the  scholler,  by  getting  hini  into  » 
subject  he  cannot  talke  of  for  his  life.  Sir,  I  will 
borrow  so  much  time  of  you,  as  to.  finish  this  my 
begun  stone.  Now;  sir,  after  nnich  travell  wo 
singled  a  back,  I  rode  (bat  same  time  upon  a 
roane  gelding,  and  stood  to  intercept  from  the 
thicket :  the  buck  broke  gallantly ;  my  great  swif^ 
being  disadvantaged  in  his  slip,  was  at  the  first 
behinde,  marry,  presently  coted  and  out^stripc 
them,  when,  as  the  hart  presently  discended  to 
the  river,  and  being  in  the  water,  proferd,  and 
reproferd,  and  proferd  againe ;  and  at  last  he 
upstarted  at  the  other  side  of  the  water,  which 
we  call  soyie  of  the  hart,  and  there  other  hunts- 
men met  him  with  an  adauntreley :  we  followed 
in  hard  chase  for  the  space  of  eight  houres,  tlirise 
our  hounds  were  at  default,  and  then  we  cryed  a 
slaina,  streight  so  ho ;  through  g04)d  rechuming 
my  faulty  hounds  found  their  game  againe,  and 
so  went  through  the  wood  with  gallant  notice  of 
musicke,  resembling  so  many  vtoQs  degambo :  at 
last  the  hart  laid  him  downe,  and  the  hounds 
seized  uptm  him,  he  groned,  and  wept,  and  dyed. 
In  good  faith  it  made  me  wcepe  too,  to  thinke  of 
Acteon's  fortune,  which  my  Ovid  speakes  of. 

He  reades  Ovid. 
MilUat  omnis  amans,  et  habet  sua  cattra  Cunido, 

Acad,  Sir,  can  you  put  me  in  any  hope  or  ob« 
tayntog  my  sute? 

Amor.  In  good  fayth,  sir,  if  I  did  not  love  yott 
as  my  soole,  I  would  not  make  you  acquainted 
with  the  mysteries  of  my  art. 

Acsd.  Naye,  I  will  not  dye  of  a  discourse  yet, 
if  I  can  dmose. 

Amor.  So,  sir,  when  we  had  reward^  our 
dogges  with  the  small  guttes,  and  the  lights,  and 
the  bloud ;  tlie  huntsmen  haHowed,  so  ho,  Venus 
a  coupler,  and  so  coupled  tbe  dogges,  and  then 
returned  homeward:  another  company  of  houndes 
that  lay  at  advantage,  had  their  couples  cast  off, 
and  we  might  heare  the  huntsmen  cry,  horse,  de- 
couple, avant,  but  streight  we  hearde  him  cry,  le 
amohd,  and  by  that,  I  knewe  that  they  haci  the 
hare  and  on  /ootc,  and  by  and  by  I  might  sec 
sore  and  resore,  prick  and  reprick :  what,  is  ho 
gone  ?  ha  ha  ha  ha,  these  schollers  are  the  sim<* 
plest  creatures. 

SCENA  VL 
Enter  AMoasTTO,  and  1m  Fage.. 

Page,  I  wonder  what  is  become  of  that  Orid 
de  arte  amandi ;  my  maister  he  that  for  the  pniiC-> 
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tite  of  bis  diaoomntf  is  wonte  to  court  bUhobbj 
abroad  and  at  bomOi  in  bis  chamber  mak^  a  sett 
speech  to  bis  grey-hound,  desiring  that  nioet 
fayre  and  amiable  dogge  to  grace  hi*  companv  ia 
a  stately  galliard,  and  if  the  dogge  seeing  bim 
praotias  hM  latty  poiotes,  aa  bis  crospoint  back- 
cafjer  chance  to  beray  the  roonMv  he  presently 
dofies  his  <»p,  most  solemnlv  makes  a  low-leg  to 
bis  lady  ship^  taking  it  fur  the  greatest  favour  in 
the  world,  that  shee  would  voodisafe  to  leave  her 
civet  box,  or  her  sweete  glove  behind  her. 

Amor.  He  opens  Ovid  and  reads  it. 

Fege,  Not  a  word  vaor%  sir,  an*t  please  you, 
]four  nobk^  will  roeete  you  at  the  laoes  end. 

Amor.  What,  Jack,  faith  I  cannot  but  vent  un- 
to thee  a  most  witty  jest  of  mine. 

Page.  I  hope  mv  agister  will  not  breake  winde: 
wilt  please  vou,  sir,  to  blesse  mine  cares  with  the 
discourse  of  iL 

Amor.  Good  faith,  the  boy  begins  to  have  an 
elegant  smack  of  ooy  stile :  why  then  thus  it  was. 
Jack;  a  scurvie  meere  Cambridge  schdler,  I 
know  noc  how  to  defioe  him.— 

Page.  Nov,  nsaister,  let  mec  define  a  msen 
scholler;  1  heard  a  courtier  once  define  a  meere 
scboller  to  bee  animal  scahiosumy  that  is,  a  living 
creature  that  is  troubled  with  the  itch ;  or  a  aieere 
scholler,  b  a  creature  that  can  strike  fire  in  the 
morning  at  his  tinder-box,  put  on  a  paire  of  lined 
slippers,  sil  rewming  till  dinner^  and  then  go  to 
his  meate  when  the  bell  rings,  one  that  hath  a 
peculiar  gift  in  a  cough,  aod  a  licence  to  spit ; 
or  if  yoa  will  have  him  defined  by  negatives,  he 
is  one  that  cannot  make  a  good  legee,  one  that 
cannot  eate  a  mease  of  brc^  cleamy,  one  that 
cannot  nde  a  horse  without  spui^galling,  one  that 
cannot  sahite  a  woman,  and  lookc  on  her  direct- 
ly, one  that  cannot  — — 

Amor.  Inough,  Jack,  I  can  stajr  no  longer,  I 
am  so  great  in  child-birth  with  this  jest;  airrha, 
tbcB  pr«dicaUle,  this  saucy  groome,  because  when 
I  was  in  Cambridge,  and  lay  in  a  trundlebed  unr 
der  my  tutor,  I  was  conteut  in  discreet  humilitie, 
to  give  him  some  place  at  the  table ;  and  because 
I  envited  the  hongrie  slave  sometimes  to  my 
chamber,  to  the  canvasing  of  a  turkie  pye,  or  a 
piece  of  venison,  which  my  lady  granchihother 
lent  me,  lie  thought  himselfe  therefore  eternally 
possest  of  my  love,  and  came  hither  to  take  ac- 
quaintance of  me,  and  thought  bis  old  famili- 


aritia  did  coattaoe,  and  would  heart  him  oat  in  a 
■wtter  of  weight.  1  could  not  tell  bow  to  rid 
my  selfe  better  of  the  trottUesome  hurra,  then 
by  f^Bttiag  bim  into  the  discoaiae  of  hunting,  and 
thea  tormenting  him  awhile  with  our  wordes  of 
arte,  the  poore  scorpion  bocame  spaachlesse,  aad 
soddanly  ravished.  These  dearkas  are  simple 
fellowcs>  simple  fellowes.    (He  rernd^  Ovid,) 

Page^  Simple  indeed  they  are,  for  they  want 
vour  courtly  composition  of  a  ^oole,  and  of  # 
knave  Good  faith,  sir,  a  most  atMolute  jest,  but 
me  thinkcs  it  might  bare  beene  followed  a  little 
farther. 

Amor.  As  how,  my  little  knave  ? 

Page.  Why  thus,  sir,  had  you  invited  him  to 
dinner  at  your  table,  and  have  pat  the  carving  of 
a  capon  upon  him,  vou  should  have  seeoe  hin 
handle  the  knife  so  foolishly,  thea  run  through  a 
jury  of  faces,  then  wajgging  his  head.  Mid  ahewing 
his  teeth  in  familiaritie,  venter  upon  it  with  the 
same  method  that  he  was  wont  to  antrusseanappl^ 

fye,  or  tyrannise  an  egee  and  butter :  then  would 
had  applied  him  S  dinner  time  with  deane 
trenchers,  cleane  trenchers,  and  still  when  be  bad 
a  good  bit  of  meate,  I  would  bane  taken  it  from 
him,  by  ^viog  Inm  a  deane  trends,  and  to  have 
served  him  in  kindnesse. 

Amor.  Well  said,  subtle  Jade,  put  me  in  miode 
when  r  returae  againe,  that  I  may  make  my  lady 
mother  laugh  at  the  schoUer:  He  to  my  game ;  for 
you,  Jack,  I  would  have  you  imploy  your  time  till 
my  comraing^  in  watching  what  houre  oif  the  d^ 
my  hawke  mutes.  [Ent^ 

Page.  Is  not  this  an  excellent  office  to  be  ^m>- 
thecarie  to  his  worship's  hawke,  to  sit  scouting  on 
the  wall,  how  the  phisicke  workes?  and  is  not  my 
masster  an  absolute  villaine,  that  loves  bis  hawke, 
his  hobby,  and  his  grey-hound,  more  then  anf 
oiortall  creature  ?  do  but  dispraise  a  f^eather  of 
his  hawkes  traine,  and  he  writhes  his  mouthy 
and  sweares,  for  he  can  doe  that  onely  with  a 
good  grace;  that  you  are  the  most  shallow  faraiod 
fellow  that  lives;  do  but  say  his  horse  stales 
with  a  good  presence,  and  hee^s  jrour  bond-slave : 
when  he  returnes.  He  tell  twentie  admirable  lyes 
of  bis  hawke,  and  then  I  shall  be  his  little  rbeuei 
aad  his  white  villaine,  for  a  whole  week^  after. 
Well,  let  others,  complaine,  but  I  thiake  there  ia 
BO  fdidtie  to  the  serving  of  a  foole. 


ACTUS  ra. 


SCENA  I. 


Si  a  Baderickb,  RECoaDBR,  Page,  Sigkok 
IiiMEaiia 

Sir  Rad.  Signor  Immerito,  you  remember  my 
caution  for  the  tithes^  and  my  promise  for  farm- 
ing my  tithes  at  such  a  rate  ? 

Im.  I,  and  pltase  your  worship,  sir. 

Mir  Rod.  Yon  mast  put  in  security  for  the 


performance  of  it  in  socb  aorta,  at  I  aad  BMHter 

Recorder  shall  like  of. 
Ln.  I  will,  an'c  please  your  worsbip. 
Sir  Rad.  And  because  I  will  be  sure  that  I 

have  conferred  this  kindnesse  upon  a  soflident 

man,  i  have  desired  maister  Recosder  to  take  as- 

aaiinatioa  of  you. 
Page.  My  muster,  it  seemes^  tak^  bim  lor  » 

tbicfe^  but  bt  bath  H^ali  reason  fiiw  i(;  at  te 
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kmaagf  it's  pIsiDe  he  never  stole  any,  and  for  the 
liviDg  he  knowes  himselfe  how  he  comes  by  it; 
for  letc  him  bat  eat  a  measse  of  formenty  this  sea- 
▼en  jeare^  and  yet  he  shall  never  be  able  to  re- 
cover hioiseHe  :  alas,  poore  ^eepe,  that  hath  fal- 
len into  the  hands  of  sach  a  fox. 

Sir  R^d,  Good  nuuster  Recorder,  take  yonr 
place  by  we,  and  make  tryall  of  his  ^ftes.  Is  the 
clerke  there  to  record  his  examination  ?  Oh  the 
Paie  shall  serve  the  tume. 

Page,  Tiyal  of  his  giftes !  never  had  any  giftes 
abetter  tryal.  Why,  Immertto,  his  giftes  have  ap- 
peared in  as  omny  coloures  as  the  rayn-bow ;  first 
to  maister  Amoretto  in  colour  of  the  sattine  snire 
be  weares;  to  my  lady,  in  the  similitade  of  a 
loose  ^Dwne;  lo  my  maister,  in  the  likenesse  of 
a  siher  basen  and  ewer ;  to  ns  pages  in  the  sem- 
blance of  new  suites  and  poyntes.  So  maister 
Aoioretto  ptayes  the  gull  in  a  fHeee  of  a  parson- 
s'; my  maister  adornes  his  cuppoord  with  a 
pteee  or  a  parsonage ;  my  mistres  upon  good 
dayes,  pats  on  a  piece  of  a  parsonage ;  and  we 
pages  playe  at  blowe  pointe  for  a  piece  of  a  par- 
sonage. Ithinke  heer^s  ^all  inougn  for  one  roan's 
giftes. 

Kee,  For  as  much  as  nature  hath  done  her 
port  in  makins  you  a  handsome  likely  man 

P9ge.  He  IS  a  handsome  young  man  indeed, 
and  biith  a  proper  gelded  parsonage. 

Rtc  In  the  nest  place,  some  art  is  requisite 
for  the  perfectioit  of  nature ;  for  the  tryall  where* 
of,  at  the  request  of  my  worshipfull  fnend,  I  will 
in  some  sorte  propound  questions  fitt  to  be  resol- 
»edhy  one  of  your  profession.  Say  what  is  a  per- 
ioo  that  was  never  at  the  university  ? 

hf,  A  person  that  was  never  in  the  university, 
is  a  living  creature  that  can  eate  a  tithe  pigge. 

Mee.  Very  well  answered ;  but  you  shouldnave 
added,  and  must  be  offioous  to  his  patrone, 
Write  dowae  that  answer,  to  shew  his  learning  in 
fogick. 

Sir  Rod,  Yea,  boy,  write  that  downe;  very 
Jtamcdly  in  good  faith.  I  pray  now  let  me  aske 
you  one  quesduQ  that  I  remember,  whether  is 
the  masculine  gender  or  tlie  feminine  more  wor- 
thy? 

Im.  The  feminine,  sir. 

SirRsd.  The  right  answer,  the  right  answer. 
Inptoi  faith,  I  have  heene  of  that  mind  alwayes; 
vnte,  hoy,  that,  to  shew  hcc  is  a  grammarinn. 

Poge.  No  marvell  my  maister  be  against  the 
^nuner,  for  he  hath  alwayes  made  false  Inline 
w  the  genders. 

Kec  What  university  are  you  of? 

Im,  Of  none. 

Sir  Rod,  He  tells  trueih ;  to  tell  trueth  is  an 
exceUent  vertoc ;  boy,  make  two  heads,  one  for 
bis  learning,  another  for  liis  vertucs,  and  referre 
t*W  to  the  head  of  his  vertues,  not  of  his  learn- 
ing: 

Poge,  What,  halfe  a  roesse  of  good  qualities 
refened  to  an  asse  head  ? 
Sir  Rid:,  "Now,  maister  Recorder,  if  it  pleitse 

VOL.  I. 


you,  I  will  examine*  him  in  an  anthor,  that  will 
sound  him  to  the  depth ;  a  booke  of  astronomy, 
otherwise  called  an  almanacke. 

Rec,  Very  good.  Sir  Radericke ;  it  wer6  to  be 
wished  that  there  were  no  other  booke  of  huma^ 
nity,  then  there  would  not  bee  such  basic  state- 
prying  fellowes  as  are  now  a  dayes.  Proceode, 
good  sir. 

tSir  Rad,  What  is  the  dominicall  letter? 

Im,  C,  sir,  and  please  yonr  worship. 

Sir  Rod.  A  very  good  answer,  a  very  good  an- 
swer, the  very  answer  of  the  booke.  Write  downe 
that)  and  referre  it  to  his  skill  in  philosophy. 

Page.  C,  the  dominicall  letter;  it  is  true,  craft 
and  eunninj^  do  so  domtnere ;  yet  rather  C  and 
D  are  dominicall  letters,  that  is,  crafty  dunsery. 

Sir  Rad,  How  many  dales  hath  September  ? 

Im.  Aprill,  June,  and  November,  February 
hath  S8  alone,  and  all  the  rest  hath  SO  and  one. 

Sir  Rad,  Very  learnedly,  in  good  fiaith ;  he  hath 
also  a  smacke  in  poetry.  Write  downe  that,  boy, 
to  shew  hi«  learning  in  poetry.  How  many  miles 
from  Waltham  to  London  ? 

Im,  Twelve,  sir. 

Sir  Rad,  How  many  from  Newmarket  to  Gran* 
tham? 

Im,  Ten,  sir. 

Page.  Without  doubt,  he  hath  becne  some  caiu 
rier*s  horse  ? 

Sir  Rad,  How  caH  you  him  that  is  cunning  in 
1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  and  the  cypher? 

Im.  A  good  arithmetician. 

&>  Rod,  Write  downe  that  answer  of  his,  to 
show  his  leamiog  to  arithmetick. 

Page.  He  must  nedes  be  a  good  arlthmetician| 
that  counted  money  so  lately. 

Sir  Rad,  When  is  the  new  moone  ? 

Im,  The  last  quarter,  the  5  day,  at  2  of  the 
doke,  and  88  minuts  in  the  morning. 

Sir  Rad.  Write  him  downe.  How  eal  you  him^ 
that  is  weather-wise  ? 

Rec,  A  good  astronomer. 

Sir  Rad,  Sirrha,  boy,  write  him  downe  for  a 
good  astronomer. 

Page.  As  colit  astro. 

Sir  Rad,  What  day  of  the  month  lights  die 
i|oeene*s  day  on  ? 

Im.  The  17  of  November. 

Sir  Rad.  Boy,  referre  this  to  his  vertues,  and 
writo  him  down  a  good  subject. 

Page.  Failh  he  were  an  excellent  subject  for 
2  or  3  good  wits ;  he  would  make  a  fiue  asse  for 
an  ape  to  ride  upon. 

:  Sir  Rad,  And  these  sbali  suffice  for  the  parts 
of  his  learning.  Now  it  remnines  to  tiy,  whether 
^  you  ice  a  nan*  of  good  utterance,  that  is,  whether 
you  can  aske  for  the  strayed  heifer  with  the  white 
facC)  as  also  chide  the  boyes  in  the  belfrie,  and 
bid  the  sexton  whippe  out  thedogges;  let  meei 
heare  your  voycc. 

Im.  If  any  man  or  woman  ■ 

Sir  Rad.  Thai's  too  high. 

Im.  If  arty  roan  or  woman—" 
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Sir  Rad.  That's  166  loWe, 

Im,  If  any  man  or  woroaiii  can  tcH  any  tydinp 
of  a  horse  with  fovrre  feete,  ti%'0  cares,  tmit  did 
.«craje  about  the  serenth  hoWre,  three  minutes  in 
the  foreaoone,  the  fift  day. 

Page.  I  tooke  of  a  horse  just  aft  it  were  the 
,ecclipse  of  the  nioone. 

Sir  Rad.  Boy,  write  him  dnwne  for  a  good  ut- 
terance^ Maister  Recorder,  I  thinke  be  bath 
beene  examined  sufficiently. 

Rec.  I,  SirHadericke^  tis  so;  wee  have  tride 
him  very  tbrougfily. 

Page.  I,  we  have  taken  an  inventory  of  bis 
good.partb,  and  prized  them  accordingly. 

Sir  Bad  Signior  Immerito,  forasmuch  as  we 
have  made  a  double  tryall  of  thee;  thj3  one  of 
your  learning,  the  other  of  your  erudition ;  it  is 
expedient  also,  in  the  next  place,  to  give  you  a  fewe 
exDortationt,  considering  the  greatest  clarkes  are 
not  the  wisest  men ;  this  is,  therefore,  first,  to  ex- 
hort yuu  to  abstains  from  controversies;  second- 
Jy,  not  to  gird  at  men  of  worship,  such  as  my 
selfe^  but  to  use  your  selfe  discreetly ;  thirdly, 
not  to  speake  when  any  man  or  woman  coughs; 
4loe  8ov  and  in  so  doinir,  I  wilt  persever  to  bee 
your  worshipfull  friend  and  loving  patron. 

Im.  1  thauke  vour  worship^  you  have  becne 
4he  deficient  cause  of  my  preferment 

Sir  Rad.  Lead  Imroerito  in  to  my  sonne,  and 
Jet  him  dispatch  him,  and  remember  my  tithes  to 
bee  reserved,  pairing  twelve  pence  a  yeare.  I  am 
going  to  Moore-&ldes,  to  speake  with  an  unthrift, 
I  should  meete  at  the  Middle  Temple  about  a  pur- 
chase; v^hen  you  have  done,  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  luuzRiTO,  and  the  Page, 

SCENA  U. 
Sift  RapebIcke  and  Recorder^ 

Sir  Rad.  Harke  vou,  maister  Recorder,  I  have 
fiesht  my  prodigall  boy  notablie,  notablte  in  let- 
ting him  deale  for  this  living,  that  hath  done  him 
much,  much  good  I  assure  you. 

Rec*  You  doe  well.  Sir  Radericke,  to  bestowe 
your  living  upon  such  an  one  fis  will  be  content  to 
share,  and  on  Sunday  to  say  nothing ;  whereas 
your  proud  university  pfincox  thinkes  he  is  a  man 
of  such  merit,  the  world  cannot  sufficiently  endow 
him  with  preferment ;  an  unthankfull  viper,  an 
unthankfull  viper,  that  wilt  i>ting  the  man  that  re- 
vived hioi. 

Why  ist  not  strange  to  see  a  ragged  darke. 
Some  staroell  weaver,  or  some  butchei^s  sonne ; 
That  fcrubd  a  late  witliin  a  slccveles  ^owne,  . 
Wbeo  the  ceoMDenoeroeiit,  like  a  monce  dance, 
Uath  ^ut  a  bell  or  two  about  his  legses, 
Crea^d^  him  a  sweet  cleaoe  gentleman ; 
liow  then  lie  gins  to  iullow  fashions. 
Hjc  whose  thin  sire  d^ell  ip  a  smojkye  roufe, 
Must  take  tobacco,  and  must  wenne  a  locke. 
His  thirsty  dad  drinkeft  in  a  wooden  b<*w]e, 
But  his  9weet  selfe  is  served  in  uUer  plate. 
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(lis  hungry  sire  will  scrape  i6u  twenty  le^feii 
For  one  good  Christmas  meaie  on  new-yearesdiy; 
But  his  nwwe  must  be  capon  crambd  each  diy. 
He  must  ere  long  be  triple  beneficed. 
Els  with  his  tongue  heel  thunderbolt  the  world, 
And  shake  each  pesantby  his  deafe-nMn*s  tare. 
But  had  the  world  no  wiser  men  then  ^ 
Weede  pen  the  pratirig  parates  in  a  cage^ 
A  chayre,  a  candle,  and  a  tinderbox. 
A  thacked  chamber,  and  a  ragged  gowne. 
Should  be  their  landes  and  whole  possessions; 
Knights,  lords,  and  lawyers,  shoBla  be  logei^  and 

dwel 
Within  those  over  stately  heapes  of  stone; 
Which  doting  sires  fn  old  age  did  direct. 

\ycll,  it  were  to  be  wished,  that  never  a  sdwU 
ler  in  England  might  have  above  fortie  pound  a 
yeare. 

Sir  Rad,  Faith»  maister  Recorder^  if  it  nent 
by  wishing,  there  should  never  an  one  of  diem 
alt  have  above  twentie  a  yeare ;  a  good  stipend, 
a  good  stipend,  maister  Reoo^rder.  I,  in  the 
meane  time,  howsoever,  I  hate  them  all  deadly, 
yet  I  am  fayne  to  give  them  good  words.  CRi 
they  are  pestilent  fellowes,  they  Ispeake  nonius 
but  bodkins,  and  pisse  vinegar.  Well,  de  what 
I  can  in  outward  kindiiesse  to  them,  yet  theydot 
nothing  but  beray  my  hduse;  as  there  was  one 
that  made  a  couple  of  knavish  verses  on  nv 
country  chimney,  now  in  the  time  of  my  sojou^ 
ning  here  at  Loudon :  and  it  was  thus^ 

Sir  Radericke  keepes  no  chimney  ctavtAer^ 
That  takes  tobacco  above  once  a  yeare. 

And  nn  other  made  a  couple  of  verses  on  my 
daughter,  that  leariies  to  pray  on  the  tiall  A 
gambo, 

Her  vyall  de  gamho  is  her  best  content. 
For  twixt  her  If  gges  she  holdes  her  iiistniroeot. 

Very  knavish,  very  knavish,  if  you  looke  ucto 
it,  maister  Recorder ;  nay  they  have  phiyd  maaj 
a  knavish  tricke  beside  with  me.  Weil,  tn  a 
shame  indeede  there  should  be  any  such  priviiese 
for  proud  beggars,  as  Cambridge  and  O^ubrcf  «re. 
But  let  them  go,  and  if  ever  they  I^ht  hi  my 
handes,  if  I  do  not  plague  them.  Jet  cn«  ttcver 
returne  home  againe  to  see  my  wlfc^s  wahing 
mayde. 

Red,  This  scorne  of  knights  is  too  egreipoos. 
But  how  should  these  young  colter  prove  mnbleri, 
When  the  old  heavy  galled  Jades  do  trot : 
There  shall  you  see  a  puny  boy. start  op. 
And  make  a  theaiiie  against  common  lawyers  t 
Then  the  old  unweldy  camels  gin  to  dance. 
This  fiddling  boy  playing  a  fit  of  mirth : 
The  gray  bearde  scrubbe,  and  laugh  and  ery,  gno4, 

good* 
To  them  againe,  boy,  scurdge  the  barbarianss 
But  we  may  give  the  loosers  leave  to  ta&e« 
We  ha\'e  the  coyne,  then  tel  them*  laugh  fi>f  me. 
Yet  knii;!its  and  lawyers  hope  to  see  the  day. 
When  we  may  share  here  tlieir.po^iessiona. 
And  make  indentures  ofibeif  cnaffinHf  aktrisj 
Dice  of  their  bones  to  threw  in  meiiiiieot.  ' 
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Sir  Bad.  O  fdOoA  fajth,  maister  Recorder,  if  1 
CDuld  lee  that  day  once. 

Eec,  Wdl  remember,  another  day,  ivEat  I  say ; 
schollers  are  pried  into  of  late,  and  are  foiiuU  to 
hee  buye  fellowesy  distarbers  of  die  peace;  He 
tay  00  morCt  f^esse  at  my  roeanini;,  I  smel  a  ratt 

Sir  Rod,  I  hope  at  lonfrth  England  will  be  wise 
eoougby  t  hope  soj  I  faith ;  then  an  old  knight  may 
hare  his  wench  in  a  comer  without  any  satires 
or  epigrams.  But  the  day  is  farre  spent,  maister 
Racoider,  and  I  feare  by  this  time,  the  nnthrift 
isirrited  at  the  place  appointed  in  Moore  Fieldes, 
let  OS  hasten  to  him.        [He  looktB  on  Ait  watch, 

Ree,  Indeed  this  dayes  subject  transported  us 
too  late;  I  tliiuke  we  shall  not  come  much  too 
/ate.  [Exeunt. 

SCENA  in. 
JSa/er  AMOfterro,  his  Page,  Immeri to  hooted. 

Jmor,  Maister  Immerito,  deliTer  this  letter  to 
4lie  poser  in  my  father's  name;  marry  withi|ll 
some  sprinkling,  soine  sprinkling  verbum  mpUnti 
^  e$t;  farweUt  m^er  Immonto. 

Im.  I  thanke  your  worship  most  harfely. 

Fajj^  Is  it  not  a  shame  to  see  this  old  dunce 
iaroiog  hb  inductioo  at  these  yeares ;  but  let 
lum  co^  I  loose  nothinc  by  him,  for  lie  he  swome 
Iwt  for  fhe  bootjr  of  selling  the  parsonage,  I 
Aduid  have  gone  in  mine  old  cloathes  this  Christ- 
niai.  A  dunce  I.  see  is  a  neighbourlike  brute 
beait  ,a  man  may  live  by  him. 

Amor.  ($eimeM  to  make  verse,)  A  pox  on  it, 
ay  maae  it  not  so  witty  as  bbM  was  wont  to 
be,  bar  fKise  is  Jike«  not  yet;  plague  on  these 
aiatbematicks,  they  have  spoyM  my  brayne  in 
roakiug  a  verse. 

Pogf,  Uang  roe  if  he  hath  any  more  mathe- 
natikes  then  will  serve  to  count  the  clocke,  or 
tell  the  meridian  bowrc  by  rumbling  of  his  panch. 

Jmor..Her  nose  is  like- — 

J^age.  A  cobler's  shooing  home. 

Jmer.  Her  nose  is  like  a  beauteous  roaribone. 

J^age*  Marry  a  sweete  snotty  mistres. 

Amr,  faytbl  (to  not  like  it  yet;  asse  as  I  was  to 
fead^.apeece  of  Aristotle  in  Greeke  yesternight, 
it  hath  put  mee  out  of  my  English  vame  (|uite. 

Ptfc^  Q  jnonstrotts  lye^  Jet  roe  be  a  pointtrus- 
ier  while  X  lir^  if  he  uuder^ads  any  tongue  but 
English.  . 

Amor^SuAu^  bqy,  remember  me  when  I  come 
10  Paule'a  churchyard  to  buy  a  Ronzard,  and  Du- 
htrttt  in  French,  and  Aretine  in  Italian,  and  our 
l»rdesi  writers  in  Spanish,  tliey  wil  sharpen  my 
^nu»  gaUnndy ;  X  doe  rellish  these  tongues  in 
some  sort.  Ob  now  I  do  remember  I  heare  » 
repoct  of  ^  pnet  uewfy  come  out  in  Hebrew,  it  is 
a  pretty  hajrab .  toogue»  and  rellish  a  gentleman 
travfUcr;  bat  come  letts  bast  after  my  father^ 
the  fialdf  are  fitter  to  heavenly  meditations. 

[Exeuf^ti 

P^  My  suMster%  I  ooold  wish  yoor  presence 
«t  im  admindble  jfst ;  why  presently  this  great  lio- 


guisr,  my  maister,  will  march  thmogli  Paula's 
churchyard ;  come  to  a  bookebinders  shop,  and 
\vith  a  big  Italian  looke,  and  a  Spanish  face,  aske 
for  these  bookes  in  Spanish  and  Italian ;  then 
turning,  through  his  ignorance,  the  wrons  end  of 
the  booke  upward,  Mse  action,  on  this  unknowne 
tong  after  this  sort ;  first  looke  on  the  title,  and 
wrinkle  his  browe ;  next  make  as  though  he  red 
the  first  page,  and  bites  a  lip ;  then  with  his  nayle 
score  the  margent,  as  tliough  there  were  soine 
notable  conceit ;  and  lastly,  when  he  thinkes  hee 
hath  guild  the  standers  by  sufficiently,  throwcs 
the  booke  away  in  a  rnge,  swearing  that  hee  could 
never,  finde  bookes  of  a  true  printe,  since  he  was 
last  in  loadna,  enquire  after  the  next  marte,  and 
so  dcpartes.  And  so  must  I,  for  by  this  time  his 
contemplation  is  arived  at  his  mistrcs  nose  end, 
he  is  as  glad  ns  if  lie  had  taken  Ostend ;  by  this 
time  he  begins  to  spit,  and  cry,  bo^,  carrv  my 
doake;  and  now  I  go  to  attend  on  his  worship. 

SCENA  IV. 
Entet  Ihcbitioso,  Furor,  PhantaAIca. 

Jng.  Come  ladds,  this  wine  whetts  your  reso- 
lution in  our  designe;  it*s  a  needy  worid  with 
subtill  spirits,  and  there's  a  gentle  manlike  kinde 
of  begging,  that  may  beseeme  poets  in  this  age. 

Fur.  Now,  by  the  wing  of  nimble  Mercury,  * 
By  ray  Thalia's  silver  sounding  harpe ; 
By  that  celestial  ficr  within  roy  brayne^ 
That  gives  a  living  genius  to  my  lines; 
How  ere  my  dulled  intellectuafl. 
Capreft  lesse  nimbly  then  it  did  a  fore, 
Yet  will  I  play  a  hunt's  up  to  my  muse. 
And  makO  her  mount  fVom  out  her  sluggish  nesl^ 
As  high  as  is  the  highest  spheere  in  heaven : 
Awake  you  paltnr  trulles  of  Helicon, 
Or  by  this  light  lie  swagger  with  you  streight : 
You  grandsyre  Pbdsbns,  with  your  lovely  eye, 
The  Armament's  eternal  1  vagabond,. 
The  heavens  promoter,  that  doth  peepe  and  prys 
Into  the  notes  of  mortall  tennis  balls. 
Inspire  me  streight  with  some  rare  delictes. 
Or  lie  dismount  thee  from  thy  radiant  coach ; 
And  make  thee  poore  and  criitchy  here  on  earth. 

Phan.  Currut  auriga  paternL ' 

Ing,  Nay  prethe,  gf>od  Furor,  doe  not  mnve  in 
rimes  before  thy  time ;  thou  hast  a  very  terrible 
roaring  muse,  nothing  but  souibs  and  fine  jerkes; 
quiet  thy  selfe  a  while,  and  neare  thy -charge. 

Fhan.  Hue  oth^  hiCC^  aniniio  roncipe  dicta  tuo. 

Jng.  Let  us  on  tp  our  devise,  our  plut,  oor 
project.  That  old  Sir  Radericke,  that  new  prin^ 
ed  compendium  of  all  inquitye,  that  hath  not  ayr- 
ed  his  countrey  chimney  once  in  three  winters: 
he  that  loves  to  live  in  an  od  comer  here  at  Lnn* 
don,  and  effect  an  odde  wench  in  a  nooke;  one  that 
loves  to  live  in  a  narrow  roome,  that  h?  niay  with 
motf^  fi^ility  in  the  darlce  light  upon  his  wife's 
waitii^  roaide ;  one  that  loves  a  life»  a  short  ser- 
mon, and  9  long  phiy ;  one  that  goes  to  a  play,  to 
a  |vhore»  to  his  bedde  in  circle^  good  ior  ootluiiji^ 


Digitized  by  KJKJKJWl 


60 


THE  RETURN!;  FROM  PERNASSUS.       [AveiiTttous. 


in  the  worUl  but  to  sweftto  nightcsp9»  Mid  fbtile 
faire  lawne  shirtes,  feedc  a  few  foggy  serving 
mea,  and  preferre  dunces  to  livings.  This  old 
Sir  Radericke,  Furor,  it  shall  be  thy  taske  to 
Gudgell  with  thy  thick  thwart  tearmes;  morry^at 
the  first  f^ive  him.  souie  sugar  candy  tearmes,  and 
^ben  if  he  will  not  unty  puree  stringes  of  his  li- 
berality, sting  him  with  tearmea  lajd  in  aqua 
fort  is  and  guu-powder. 

Fur.  In  tufvafcrt  animus  mulatat  dicereformas. 
The  scr-vite  current  of  my  slyding  verse, 
Oentle  shaJ  runne  into  his  thick  skind  eares ; 
Where  it  shall  dwell  like  a  magnifico, 
Command  his  stymie  spri^lit  to  honour  me; 
For  my  high  tiptoe  strouting  poesye. 
jBut  if  his  Starrs  hath  favoured  him  so  ill. 
As  to  debarre  him  by  his  dunghil  ttioughts. 
Justly  to  estecine  my  verses  lowting  pitch : 
If  his  earth  wroting  snoot  shal  gin  to  scornei 
My  verse,  that  giveth  immortality.;. 
THien,  hella  per  emathios, 

Fhan,  Furor  arma  mimttrat. 

Fur.  lie  shake  hishearte  upon  my  verses  poynte, 
Rip  out  his  gutts  with  rivyng  poinard  : 
Quarter  his  credit  with  a  blaody  quU4. 

Phan.  Caiamif  a£4'amentiim$  charttt^  libelU^ 
fiuni  semper  studiU  arma  par/tta  iuii, 

Ing,  Inough,  Furor;  wee  know  thou  art  a  nim- 
jble  swijtggerer  with  a  goose  quill;  |iow  for  you, 
|^hauta&ma,ieaye  trussing  your  po'uktes,  and  listen. 

Phan.  Omne  tuUt  pundum. 

Ing,  Murkc  you,  Amoretto,  Sir  Boderickes 
^one;  to  him  shall  thy  piping  poetry  and  sugar 
/endes  of  verses  be  directc^d;  1^  is  one,  that  wil 
jdraw  out  his  pocket  ^lassc  tlu*ise  in  a  walke;  one 
fh^t  dreames  in  a  night  of  nothing,  but  nwske 
jand  civet,  and  talk^  of  notlitiig  s|l  day  lopg  bat 
his  haukc,  his  hound,  ^d  his  niistrcs;  one  that 
moiT  admires  the  good  wrinckle  of  a  boote,  the 
.curious  crinckling  of  a  silkie  stocking,  then  all  the 
witt  in  the  world;  rmfi  that. loves  no  scholler, 
|)ut  him  whose  tyred  canes  can  endure  hnlfe  a 
day  together,  his  fliblowne  soniHttLeft  of  bis  mish 
jtres,  and  her  loving  pretty  creaturps,  ber  mniKy 
key  and  liar  puppet ;  it  ihal  be  tby  task^  Pban- 
lasntHfto  cut  this  guiles  throate  witbfairatearmos; 
and  if  he  hold  fast  for  al  thy  juggling  i^^ttorBcke, 
fal  at  defyaiKX}  with  liini,  and  the  poking  itickc 
^e  weares. 

Phan.    Sinrnl-^tuUt  en$tm^ 

Ing,  Cocne  brav4^  ni,if«,  gather  up  your  sparitts, 
;ind  let  us  ma^eh  lOO  like  adv^enturous  kni^ts, 
and  discharge  a iiundreih  poeticail  spintts  qpon 
-Jtbcm. 

Phan.  Est  deus  in  r^obiSf  flfitanUcal^imusilh. 
.    .  <  -  [Exeunt, 

6CENA  V. 

En/er  Philomusl's,  Studioso. 

ftitd.  Well,  Philomusus,  we  never  scaped  so 
^Hsve  a  ifMMfriiig;  why  yonder  are  purscMankis 
PU^  for  M^  Fn^h  doctor^  4MU^^  iodj^f^  bespo- 


ken for  him  8nd  hit  man  iu  Newgats.    It  was  a 
terrible  feare  that  made  us  cast  oar  bayre. 

FhiL  And  canst  thou  sport  at  our  odami^  t 
And  countest  us  happy  to  scape  prisoiuaeDtr 
Why  the  wide  world,  that  blesseth  some  with  wayk^ 
Is  to  our  cbayned  thoughts  a  darkesome  gayle. 

iS^udNay  prethee  fr^ad,  these  wonted  ttannes 
forego. 
He  doubles  griefe  that  comments  on  a  wo. 

PML  Why  do  fond  men  tearme  it  im|]Se^, 
To  send  a  wearisome  sadde  grudging' ghost, 
Unto  his  hon^,  bis  long^  long,  lasting  home? 
Or  let  them  make  our  life  less  greevous  be, 
Or  su&r  us  to  end  our  misery* 

StMd.Oh  no,  the  sentinell  bis  watch  mustkeepe, 
Untill  lib  lord  do  lyceuce  him  to  sleepe. 

Phil,  It's  time  to  sleepe  within  our  boUowe 
graves, 
And  rest  us  in  the  darksome  wombe  of  earth : 
Dead  things  are  graved,  and  bodies  are  no  lesse 
Pined  and  £orlorne  like  ghostly  carcases. 

Siud,  Not  long  this  tappe  of  loathed  life  cao 
mnne  ; 
Sonne  commeth  death*  and  tbeo  our  woe  is  dooet 
Meane  time,  good  Philomvsus,  be  content, 
Letts  spend  our  days  in  hopefuU  menrymeot 

Phil.  Curst  be  our  tliougbts  when  ere  tbe$ 
dreame  of  hope ; 
Bai/d  be  those  bappi  that  henceforth  flatter  as, 
When  mischiefe  doggs  ns  still  and  still  fgr  aye, 
From  our  first  byrth  untill  our  burning  day. 
In  our  first  giam^some  age,  our  doting  sires 
Carked  and  carad  to  have  us  lettered : 
Sent  us  to  Cambridge,  where  our  cyle  is  spentx 
Us  our  Jiiode  oolledge  from  the  tc»te  did  icftte  i 
And  fors't  us  walke  before  we  weaned  weta 
From  that  time  since  wandred  have  we  stiU; 
In  the  wide  worlc^  urg*d  by  our  forced  wiU, 
Nor  ever  have  we  happy  fortune  tryed : 
Then  why  should  hope  with  our  tent  state  abided 
Nay  let  us  run  unto  the  basefuU  cave^ 
Pight  in  the  hollmv  ribbs  of  craggy  diffe. 
Where  dreary  owles  do  shrike  t^Uve-long  night, 
Chasing  Avrny  the  byrdes  of  cbearefull  light: 
Where  yawning  ghosts  do  howle  in  gliastly  «visc, 
Where  that  dull  hollow  eyed*  that  staring  ^rre,  • 
Yclept Dispai re,  hath  lus  sad  mansion  ;     ..-, 
Him  let  us  finde,  and  by  his  cauiuoU  we, . 
Will  end  our  too  much  yrked  misery. 

Stud.  To  waylc  thy  happs  argues  a  dastard 
n>ii>de. 

PhiL  To  beare  too  long  ai^ues  um  asses  kinde. 

iStud.  Long  since  tlic  worst  chauce  of  the  de 
wns  casL 

PUii  But  uhy  should  that  word  worst  fio  long 
time  last?       . 

^lud.  Why  doth  thou  bow  ihese  ilwiipae  plaiates 
commence  ? 
.   PJuL  Why  should  I  eeV  be  dukl  with  patience  ? 

fitud.  Wvsa  folke  do  boar  with^  strugliog  can- 
not mend. 

pai.  Good  spirits  mnsl  with  tbvnuting  fates 
lipntQtidf 
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Stud,  Some  hope  is  led  mir  fWUinet  to  re- 1 

drcsae. 
FiiL  No  liope  bat  tbas,  ore  to  bo  cooifortlesse.  | 


Slud.  Our  lives  remeifider  gentler  beftrts  maj 

fiode^ 
PhiL  The  gentlest  harts  to  us  will  prove  uokiiid. 


ACTUS  IV. 


SCENA  T. 


SsB.  Radericxe  and  Prodigo,  at  one  corner  of 
the  Stage ;  Recorder  and  Amoretto,  at  the 
othcTi — Two  Paget  scouring  of  tobacco  pipes. 

Sir  Rod,  U.  Prodigo,  M.  Recorder,  hath  told 
foa  lawe,  your  land  is  forfeited ;  and  for  me  not 
to  take  the  forfeiture,  were  to  breake  the  queenes 
kw ;  for  marke  yoo,  its  law  to  take  the  forfei- 
ture ;  th^efore  not  to  breake  it,  is  to  breake  the 
queenes  law ;  aud  to  breake  the  queenes  law,  is 
M>t  to  be  a  good  subject,  and  I  meone  to  be  a 
food  subject,  fiesidesy  I  am  a  justice  of  the 
peace ;  and  being  justice  of  the  peace,  I  maa^  do 
josdce,  that  is  law,  that  is  tatake  the  forfeiture, 
especially  having  taken  notice  of  it.  Marrie, 
■MistQT  Prodigo,  here  ore  a  few  skitlhigs  over 
and  besides  the  bargaioe. 

Prod.  Pox  on  your  ahiHings;  sbloodii  while 
mgoe,  before-he  had  me  in  the  lurch,  who  but  my 
coocen  Prodigo;  you  are  welcome,  my  coozen  Pro> 
dip^;  take  my  coozen  Prodigoes  horse ;  a  cup  of 
wine  for  my  cuocen  Prodigo ;  good  faith  you  shall 
sit  here^  good  cooien  Prodigo,  a  cleane  trencher 
for  Bay  oooaen  Prodigo ;  have  a  spcctall  care  of 
jny  coozen  Prodigoes  lodging :  now  maister  Pro- 
digo with  a  pox,  and  a  few  shillings  for  a  van* 
^ge ;  a  plague  on  yoar  shillings,  pox  on  your  shil- 
lii^ ;  if  it  were  not  for  the  serjeaot  which  dogges 
me  at  my  beeles,  a  plague  on  your  shillhigs,  pox 
Q*  y<HHr  shillings,  pox  on  your  selfe  and  your 
shilungS)  pQX  on  your  worship^  if  1  catch  thee  at 
Ostand.   I  dare  not  stay  for  the  seijeant    [Exit, 

Sir  SUuL  Page,  Good  faith,  maister  Prodigo  is 
an  excellent  fellow,  he  takes  the  guian  abuJutio 
so  eaceHently. 

Amor,  Page,  lie  is  a  good  liberalt  gentleman ; 
he  bath  bestowed  an  ounce  of  tobacco  upon  us, 
and  as  long  as  it  lasts,  come  cut  and  long-taile, 
weele  ^pend  it  as  liberally  for  his  sake. 

Sir  Had,  Page,  Come  fill  the  pipe  quickly, 
while  my  maister  is  in  his  melancholic  humour; 
it's  jost  the  mebnchoKe  of  a  collier's  horse. 

Jbmor.  Page,  U  you  cough,  Jacke,  after  your  to- 
bacou^  for  a  ponishraeat  you  shall  kisse  die  paiih 
tofle. 

Sir  Rod,  It*s  a  foule  oversight,  that  a  man  of 
worship  cannot  keepe  a  wench  io  his  house,  but 
diere  mnst  be  muttering  and  surmising :  it  was 
the  wisest  sa^^ng  that  my  fotber  over  uttered, 
that  a  wife  was  the  name  of  necessity,  not  of 
yleacure  :  for  what  do  men  marry  for,  but  to 
stodoe  their  grounde,  and  to  have  one  to  looke 
to  the  lionea,  sit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table, 
and  carve  op  a  capon ;  one  that  can  weare  a  hood 
^e  a  hawkey  and  cover  her  foule  face  with  a 


faane ;  but  them's  no  pleasure  alwayes  to  be  tye4 
to  a  piece  of  mutton ;  sometimes  a  roesse  of  stewd 
broth  wiU  do  well,  and  an  unlaced  rabbet  is  best 
of  all;  well,  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  no  great 
cause  to  complaine,  for  I  am  welt  provided  of 
three  bounsing  wenches,  that  are  mine  owue  fee- 
simple;  one  of  them  I  am  presently  to  visit,  if  I 
can  rid  my  seifo  deanly  of  this  comfiaiiy.  Let 
me  see  how  the  <)ay  goes :  (kee  puis  his  *watc^ 
out)  Precious  coales,  the  time  is  at  hand,  I 
must  meditate  on  an  excuse  to  begone. 

Rbc.  The  which  I  say,  is  grounded  on  the  sta- 
tute I  spake  of  before,  enacted  in  tlie  raigne  oT 
Henry  the  6. 

Jmor,  It  is  a  plalne  case,  whereon  I  mooted 
in  our  temple,  aiid  that  was  this :  put  co&e  ther^^ 
be  three  bretberen,  John  a  Nokes,  John  a  Naslv 
and  Joha  a  Stile;  John  a  Nokes  the  elder,  John 
a  Nash  the  younger,  John  a  Stile  the  youngest  of 
all ;  Johu  a  Nash  the  yoimger,  dye^  without  is* 
sue  of  his  body  lawfullv  be|otten ;  whether  shall 
his  lands  ascend  to  lohn  a  Nokes  the  elder,  or 
disceod  to  J<)h«  a  Stile  the  youngest  of  all  ?  The 
answer  is :  the  lands  do  collaterally  descend,  not 
ascend. 

Mee,  Vei7  true;  and  for  a  proofe  hereof,  I  will 
shew  you  a  place  in  Littleton,  which  is  very  preg* 
nant  in  this  point. 

SCENA  IL 

Enter  Ikobkiosq^  Furor,  P0antasma; 
Ing.  lie  pawne  my  wictes,  that  is,  my  reve* 
nues,  my  land,  my  money,  and  whatsoever  I  have^ 
for  I  have  noihmg  but  my  wit,  that  they  are  at 
band;  wtiy  any  sensible  snout  may  winde  mais^ 
ter  Amoretto  and  his  pomander,  maister  Recor- 
der and  his  two  neates  feete  that  weare  no  sockes, 
&r  liadericke  by  lus  rammish  complexion.    Oiet 

forgoinus  kyrcum,  S't,  lAtpus  in  Jabula.    Furor^ 
re  the  touch-box  of  your  witte ;  Phantasma,  let 
your  invention  play  tricks  like:  an  ape;    begui 
thou.  Furor,  and  open  like  a  pblapmouthcd  hound ; 
follow  thou,  Phantasma,  Uke  a  ladies  puppie ;  and 
as  for  me,  let  me  atone,  lie  come  after  like  a 
watep-d(^e,  that  will  shake  them  oflf  when  I 
have  no  use  of  them.  My  maisters,  the  wutch» 
word  is  ?iven :  Furor  discharge. 
Fur.  [To  Sir  Rod.]  The  great  projector  of  the 
thunder-bolts, 
He  that  is  wont  to  pisse  whole  clouds  of  raiaei 
Into  the  earth  vast  gaping  urinal. 
Which  that  one  eyed  subsiccr  of  the  skie,  i 

Don  Phcebus  empties  by  caliditie : 
He  and  his  townesmeu  planets  briags  to  the^    . 
Most  fatty  lumpes  of  earths  focilitie. 
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■  Sir  Rod,  \Vhy  ivill  thi^fdlowef  Engrishbreake 
the  queenes  peace ;  I  will  not  seeme  to  regard 
him. 

Phan»  [To  Am.]  Mecs»a$Mtam$  edite  reg^uSf 
0  et  proiidiumt  et  dulce  deem  meum, 
J)U  faciant  vQiit  vel^  iecunda  tuU, 

Ing,  God  save  you,  good  maister  Recorder, 
and  good  fortunes  follow  your  deserts;  I  thinke  I 
have  curst  him  sufficiently  in  few  words. 

Sir  Rod,  What  have  we  here,  three  begging 
souldiers :  Coipe  you  from  OstCDd>  or  from  Ire- 
land? 

Page.  Ct0ttmp€cu$f  an  malibeii  I  hare  rented 
all  the  Latin  one  man  had. 

Phan.  Quid  diam  ampUu%  f  d^minliindlis  et. 

Amor.  Fif^e,  Let  him  alooe  I  pray  thee ;  Co 
fcim  agahie,  tickle  him  there. 

Phan.  Qtum  ditpari  domino  dominaris  f 

Jlfc.  Nay,  that's  plaioe  in  Littleton ;  for  if  that 
fee-simple  and  the  fce-taile  he  put  together,  it  is 
calledbotch  potch;  now  this  word  hotcb  potch  in 
EngUsh,  is  a  pudding;  for  in  such  a  pudding  is 
not  commonly  one  thing  onely,  but  one  thing  with 
mother. 

Amor.  I  think  I  do  rentemher  this  also  at  a 
mooting  in  our  temple ;  so  then  this  botch  potch 
seeipes  a  terme  of  similitude* 
'Fur.  [To  Sir  Rod.]  Great  Capricoraus,  of  thy 

bead  take  keepe ;  • 
Good  Virgo  watch,  while  that  thy  worship  aleepe ; 
jAnd  wlien  tliv  swelling  vents  amaine^ 
Jhon  Pisces  be  thy  sporting  chamberlaine. 
'  Sir  Rad.  I  thinke  the  deviil  hath  sent  some  of 
nis  family  to  torment  me. 
.  Amor,  There  b  t»ilc  generally  and  taile  speci* 
alH  and  Littleton  is  very  copious  in  that  theame ; 
fur  taile  general  1  is,  when  lands  are  given  to  a 
roan'aiid  bis  heyres  of  bis  body  begotten ;  taile 
speciall,  is  i^ben  laqds  are  given  to  a  man,  and 
•Jio  his  wife,  and  to  the  heires^  their  twu  bodyes 
lawfully  begotten,  and  that  is  called  taile  speciall. 
^  Sir  tUui.  Very  well,  and  for  his  oath  I  will 
give  a  distinction ;  there  is  a  materiall  oath,  and 
a  formall  oath;  the  ferraall  oath  may  be  broken, 
the  material  1  may  not  be  broken :  for  marke  you, 
&ir,  the  law  iS;  to  take  place  before  xh^  consci- 
ence, and  therefore  you  may,  uang  nie  your  coun- 
seller,  cast  him  in  tbo  sate :  there  wants  nothing 
to  the  full  meaiiiogof  this  place. 

PhsLii.  NUiil  hie  niu  carmina  detent. 

lag.  An  excellent  oliservatiim  in  good  faith ; 
jee  how  the.  old  fox  leaebeth  the  young  cUbto 
^urry  a  shecpe,  or  rather  sits  hiinselfe  )ika  an 
old  goose,  hatching  the  addle  bratneof  m  lister 
Amoretto :  there  is  no  foole  \f>  the  sactin  fifole, 
the  velvet  foole,  the  perfumde  foole ;  niifi  iliero- 
fore  the  witty  tnylors  of  t^is  a^e.  put.thoin,  under 
colour  of  kindnesse,  into  a  ptiire  of  cloath-bags, 
where  a  voyder  will  not  serve  the  ^ume:  and 
tbere,  i^,  no  knave  to  the  barbarous  knarei  the 
tnoultins  knave,  the  pleading  knavev  what  h»t 
^ai^r,R«corder|  ouoster  uoveriHi  U9iver$i  per 


presenteitf  not  a  word  he,  unlesse  be  feele  it  in 
his  fist. 

Phan.  Mitiotibi  mttuht,  eancrot  bmiive  legtwdo. 

Sir  Rad.  [7b  Ftir.l  Fellow,  what  art  thou  that 
art  so  bold? 

Fur.  I  am  the  bastard  of  great  Mercuries 
Got  on  Thalia  when  she  was  a  sleepe : 
My  gawdie  grandsire,  great  Apollo  nigh. 
Borne  was  I  heare,  but  that  my  luck  was  ii^ 
To  all  the  land  upon  the  forked  hill. 

Phan.  0  eredulii  Aiexi  nil  mea  carmina  curm  t 
Nil  nottri  miterere  mori  me  deinq.  coges  f 

Sir  Rmd.  Fage,  If  you  use  them  thus,  my  mais- 
ter la  a  justice  of  peace,  and  will  send  you  all  to 
the  gallowes. 

Pban.  Hei  miki  quod  domino  non  licet  ire  tuo^ 

Ing.  Good  maister  Recorder,  let  me  retaiae 
you  this  terme  for  my  cause,  for  my  cause  good, 
maister  Recorder. 

Rec.  I  am  retained  already  on  tlie  contrary 
part ;  I  have  taken  my  fee,  be  gon,  be  gon. 

In(f.  It's  his  meaning  I  sluHild  come  oflT;  why 
here  IS  a  true  stile  of  a  villaine,  the  true  faith  of 
a  lawyer;  it  is  usual!  with  them  to  be  bribed  ob 
the  one  side,  and  then  to  take  a  fee  of  the  other; 
to  plead  wreakely,  and  to  be  bribed,  and  rebribed, 
on  the  one  side,  then  to  be  feed,  and  refeed,  of 
the  other,  till  at  length,  per  variof  emmt^  by  pol^ 
Une.tbe  case  so  often^  they  make  their  diesit  so 
lankc,  that  they  may  case  them  up  in  a  combe 
case,  and  pack  them  home  from-  the  tearme^  as 
though  he  had  travelled  to  London  to  sell  lus 
horse  onely,  and  having  lost  their  flecoes,  live  af> 
tenvard  like  poore  ihome  sbeepie. 

Fur.^  The  gods^Uiove^  tba«  kiiow  great  Fiiror^ 
fame. 
And  do  adore  |raod  poet  FujRorV name; 
Granted  long  since  at  heaven's  higli  parliamtoti 
That  who  so  Furor  shall  immortaliiie. 
No  yawning  aoblins  slmll  frequent  his  grar«v 
Nor  any  bold  presumptuous  curr  shall  dare, 
To  lift  his  legge  against  his  sacred  dust.     . 
Where  ere  I  have  my  rymes,  thence  vermin  fly 
All,  saving  that  foule  fac'd  vermin  poverty*    ; 
This  sucks  the  e^s  of  my  invention  ;   . 
Evacuates  my  witts  full  pi|VM^n  boiise» 
Now  may  it  please  iby  generous  digoitj^  . , 
To  take  this  versnin  napping  as  he  ^jres .  • 
in  the  true  tcappe  of  liberaility : 
He  dause  the  Pieiado*  to  give  ihee  thnakf^     .     . 
He  write  thy  name  wiDhin  the  sivtmMtb  spb^ai!^ 
lie.  make  tlie  antarticke  poleto  kiaie  ihy  lom 
Aod  Cinthia  to  do  heittage  to  thy  tayle.       « 

Sir  Rod.  Prietiooseole%  thou /a  m»»  of  wg^* 
ship  and  justice  too  ?  Its  even  so,  he  Js  ether  a 
anaade  man,  or  «  ^onjuro^r  it  weie  well  if  his 
words  were  eiamuied,  to  see  if  .ihey  be  tb^ 
queenes,  or  no.       •  .       .       '  ^ 

Ph^n.  Nums  unotmtditut  qui^  divims  ApoUtt, 
Dio  mikiy^i  nunmo§  mon^  kahet  amdf.  pc/of  t   . , 

^m^.  lam  stillutunted. with JihesQ^ needy  U(- 
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lioitt  feUowes;  tbs  bctt  Gooniell  I  can  gi?e  it  to 
beieone. 

FbaD.  4iNMf  j»elo  <;IS0  Ctnt,  non  peto  comi&um, 

Amor,  Fellow,  4ooke  to  jour  braioes ;  jou  are 
Bitd,  joa  are  mad. 

Pnn.  SemU  insanhimuM  omna, 

Amor,  Maister  Recorder,  is  it  not  a  shame 
thst  a  gallant  cannot  walke  the  streete  qoietljr  for 
needy  feUowes,  and  that  after  tbere  is  a  statute 
owie  out  ai^ainst  begging  ?    [He  sirikei  kit  hreu. 

Pban.  Peetora  percusni,  pectus  ^noq.  robora 
fiunt, 

Bjtc  I  warrant  you,  they  are  some  needy  gra- 
duates :  the  oniYersity  breakes  winde  twise  a 
yeare,  and  lets  flie  sod)  as  these  are. 

Ing.  So  ho,  maister  Recorder,  yon  that  are 
me  of  the  devil's  fellow  commoners ;  oae  that  si- 
»di  the  derii'a  butteries,  sinnes^  and  perjuries, 
vny  lavishly;  one  that  are  so  deare  to  Liocifer, 
Ihtt  he  neirer  puts  you  out  of  conunoos  for  non 
jaymeot;  you  that  live  like  a  suraaer^ipon  the 
liones  of  the  people;  yon  whose  vocation  serves 
to  enlarge  the  territories  of  hell,  that  (but  ibr 
^)  had  beene  no  biggerthaa  a  paire  of  stockes, 
Jot  a  pillorie ;  70U  that  hate  a  schoUetv  becaase 
•he  discries  your  asses  yeares;  you  that  are  a 
piaf;ue  stuffed  doake-ba^  of  all  ini<)uiti6,  which 
the  ^^rand  serving  man  of  hdi^  will  one  day  truss< 
ap  behind  him,  and  carry  to  his  smokie  warden 
tobe. 

Rtt,  Wliat  frantick  fellow  art  thou,  that  art 
fosnest  whh  the  iuirit  of  malediction  ? 

Jkr.  Vila  mud^  dod  of  base  unhallowed  day. 
Thou  slimie  spH^ted  onkinde  Saracen, 
Whso  tho(»  wart  borae^  dama  Nature  oast  her 

calfe; 
Forrage  and  time  had  made  thee  a  great  oae, 
Aad  now  thy  grindiag  jawn  devooreiquite 
The  fodder  d^  to  ua  of  heavenly  spright. 

Pban.  N^fialQ  U  panit  die  yascaafM  p^hmum 
*       ei  smcrilega  mam^ 
Frodunt  tarboo  m  nepoium  pemkiem  ob  propria 
MtHfttepugL 

hgA  I  pMy  you,  sionseiur  Ploidoo,  of  what 
aniversitie  araa  the  iiist  lawyer  of,  none  forsooth, 
&r  your  la«rei»rulod  by  reason,  and  not  bf  arte : 
great  reaapn  indeed,  that  a  Mo^denist  shoold  bee 
BHMinted-on  a  trapt  palfasy,  with  a  round  velvet 
dnb  oa  hb  bead,  lo  kecpe^  wanaa  the  broth  of  his 
witce,  and  a  long  gowae^that  makes  bim  lookie 
Mto  a  itdbaf  anaa  /^^  whilest  the  poore  Aris- 
ataKaas  waUtain  a shorte  cloake,  and  a  dose 
Venetian  hdate,  bard  bj  the  oyater^ife;  aad 
lie  aiUy  ^oat  goes  muffled  in  his  ddake^  to  escape 
thsCstfntet^  And  yoa,  maister  Amoratta,  that 
«t  the  diicfe  earpenter<  of  sooat^  a  prhrtleged  vi- 
cirforcba'lawlessemarriagaof  JnkeMKi  paper, 
TPa  that  are  good  for  nothing  but  to  conwiend  in 
«tttta  speadi^  to  cobujr  tlM^  uoaatitie  of  your 
niititees  suala,  and  swaaiv  it  is  qiost  swaate 
civet  ^  lis  fine  wbeir  that  pappcfefph^er  ForCune, 
RUMt  pot  such  a  birchen-lane  post  io  so  good  a 
Mitc,  such  an  assa  in  so  good  fortune. 


Jmar.  Father,  shall  I  draw  f 

^r  Jioil.  No,  Sonne,  keepa  the  peace,  and 
holde  thy  peace. 

Ing,  Nay,  do  not  draw,  least  you  chance  to 
bepisse  your  credit. 

Fur.   Flectere  h  nique9  uiperoi,  Ackerantm 
mcKoebv, 
Fearcfull  Megaera,  vrtth  her  snakie  twine. 
Was  cursed  dam  onto  thy  damned  selfe; 
And  Hircan  tigers  in  the  desert  rockes, 
Did  foster  up  thv  loathed  hatcfullfifb ; 
Base  ignorance  the  wicked  craddle  rockt ; 
VHe  barbarisme  was  wont  to  dandle  thee : 
Some  wicked  hell-hound  tutored  thy  youth. 
And  all  the  gnfly  sprights  of  griping  hell, 
With  muming  looke  hath  dogd  thee  unce  thy  blrtl^. 
See  how  the  spirits  do  hover  ore  thy  head. 
As  thick  as  goattes  in  summer  evening  tide, 
^lefoll  Alecto,  preetlie  stay  a  while. 
Till  with  my  verses  I  have  rackt  his  soule ; 
And  when  thy  soule  departs  a  cock  may  be. 
No  blanke  at  all  in  hells  givat  lotterie. 

Shame  sits  and  howles  upon  thy  loathed  grare^ 
And  howling  vomit  up  iu  filthy  guise, 
The  hidden  stories  of  thy  villaiines.. 

Sir  Had.  Jhfi  devill,  ray  maisters,  the  deviH 
in  the  ukenesse  of  a  poet;  awav,  my  maister^ 

Phan.  Arma  virumq,  cano^ 
Quern  fugit  nb  demens  f 

Amor.  Base  dOg,  it  is  not  the  custome  in  Italy 
to  draw  upon  every  idle  cur  that  barkes,  and  did 
It  sund  with  my  reputation  :--ob,  weH  go  top, 
thank  mv  father  for  your  lives.  7 

tng.  Fond  gul,  whom  I  would  undertake  to 
bastinado  quickly,  though  there  wote  a  mustet 
planted  in  thy  mouth;  are  not  you  the  young 
drover  of  livings  Academtco  told  me  of,  thdt 
bants  steeple  faircs?  Base  wormtf,  must  thou 
needes  dtsduuve  thy  craboun  to  better  down  the 
walles  of  learning; 

Amor.  I  thtnke  I  have  committed  some  i^reat 
sinoe  against  my  mistres,  that  I  am  thus  torments 
ed  with  notable  villaines;  bold  pesaou  I  scome. 
I  seorna  them. 

¥w.  [To  Ree.]  Nay  pmythee  good  sweet  da^ 
veil  diy  not  thou  parr, 
I  like  an  honest  devell  that  will  shew 
Himselfe  in  a  tnie  hdtiili  smoky  hew : 
How  like  thy  snowt  is  to  j^reat  Dicifers ! 
Such  thilents  liad  he,  sodt  a  glaring  eye. 
And  such  a  canning  sti^  in  villainies ' 

Rec.  Oh  the  impadencie  of  this  age,  and  if  I 
take  you  in  toy  ifiartera. 

IWft,  Base  slave,  ilebang  thee  em  Wcroaaed  rime. 
And  qaarter.  ■  ^ 

/n^.  He  is  gone,  Furor,  Stat  thy  fuij. 
Sir 'Rod.' Page:  I  pray  you  gentlemen,  giveS 
groats  fbr ailing,  ^   ■ 

'  .IntoPs  Page.  What  tril  ywi  gfva  inef  for  a  good 
oM  sure  of  apparell  ^ 

-Phan.  Babet  et  mutce  tj^nefitfef'  f^agtswi 
bilisinest. 
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Ing,  Gramercie  jgbod  lads,  this  is  our  shfeire  in 
happinei^e,  fo  torAnent  the  hnppy :  lets  ivaike  It 
long,  and  laugh  at  the  j^t;  it»  no  staying  here 
long,  least  Sir  Radericke's  ann j  of  b«ylif&  and 
downes  be  sent  to  ^pplreh^nd  us. 

Phan.  Praeul  hhtc,  prociii  Uf  prophani 
lie  lash  ApoUon  selfe  with  Jerking  hand, 
Unlesse  be  pawne  hb  wit  to  boy  roe  land. 

[ExeunL 
8CENAIII. 

BUBBAGSy  KeMPC 

Bur.  Now,  Will  Kempe,  if  we  can  intertaine 
these  adiolfers  at  a  low  rate,  it  wil  be  well,  thev 
have  oftentimes  a  |^ood  conceite  in  a  pert. 
>  Kempe,  Its  troe  indcede,  houeat  Dtck,  but  the 
elaves  are  somewliat  proixl ;  wand  besides,  it  is  a 
good  sport  in  a  part  to  see  them  never  speake  in 
their  walk,  bot  at  the  end  of  the  stage,  just  as 
though  in  walking  with  a  fellow  we  should  never 
speake  bnt  at  a  stile,  a  gate,  or  a  ditch,  where  a 
man  can  eo  no  farther.  I  was  once  at  a  comedie 
in  .Cambridge,  and  there  I  saw  a  parasite  make 
faces  and  mouths  of  all  sorts  on  this  fashion. 

Bur,  A  little  teaching  will  mend  these  faults, 
'  and  it  may  bee  betides  they  will  be  able  to  pen  a 
part. 

Kempe.  Few  of  the  univei^ty  pen  plaies  well ; 
they  smell  too  much  of  that  writer  Ovid,  and 
that  writer  Metamorphosis,  and  talke  too  modi 
of  Presperpina  and  Jupiter.  Why  heres  our  fel- 
low Shakespeare  puts  them  attdowne,  I,  and  Ben 
Jonsoo  too.  O  that  Ben  Jonson  is  a  pestilent 
fellow,  he  brought  up  Horace,  giving  tlie  poets  a 
pill ;  bnt  our  fidlow  Shakespeare  hath  g^veo  him 
a  purge,  tliat  made  him  beray  lua  credit. 

Bur.  Its  a  shrewd  fellow  indeed;  I  wonder 
these  schdlers  stay  so  long,  they  appointed  to  be 
here  presently,  tiiat  we  might  ti^  them :  oh,  here 
they  come. 

Stud.  Take  heart,  these  lets  our  clouded  thoughts 
refine ; 
The  son  shines  brightest  when  it  gins  decline. 

.Bio*.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Stud,  god  save  you. 

Kempe.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Otioso,  welh  met, 

Pm,  The  »me  to  you,  good  M.  Burbage. 
What,  M.  Kempe,  how  doth  the  emperour  of  Ger- 
many? 

Stud.  God  save  ynu,  M.  Kempe-;  welcome, 
M.  Kempe,  from  dancing  the  roorrice  over  the 
Alpes. 

Kempe,  Well,  you  merry  knaves,  you  may  come 
to  the  honour  of  it  one  day;  is  it  not  better  to 
make  a  foole  of  the  world  at  1  have  done,  then 
to  be  fooled  of  die  world,  as  yoa  tchoilers  are  ? 
But  be  merry,  my  lads,  you  have  happened  upon 
the  most  eicellent  vocation  in  the  world  for  mo- 
ney I  they  oome  north  and  south  to  bring  it  to 
our  playtiense ;  and  for  honours,  who  of  more  re- 
port than  Dick  Bufix^e,  and  Will  Kempe;  he 
IS  not  counted  a  gentleman,  that  knowes  not  Dick 
Burbagey  and  Will  Kempe ;  there's  not  a  coun- 


try wench  that  can  dance  SeUengers  round,  bat 
can  talke  of  Dicke  Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe. 

PhiL  Indeede,  M.  Kempe,  yon  are  very  fa- 
mous ;  but  that  is  as  well  for  workes  in  prints  as 
your  part  in  kne. 

Kempe.  You  are  at  Cambridge  still  with  sice 
kne,  and  be  lusty  humourous  poets,  you  nmst  un- 
trusse ;  I  road  this  my  hist  circuit,  purposely  bo- 
cause  I  would  be  judge  of  your  actions. 

Bur.  M.  Stud.  I  pray  yoo  take  some  part  ift 
this  booke,  and  act  it,  that  I  may  see  what  will 
fit  you  best ;  I  thioke  your  voice  would  serve  for 
Hieronimo ;  observe  how  I  act  it^  and  then  imitate 
mee. 

Siud.  *^  Who  calls  Ifteronimo  from  his  naked  bed  ? 
And,  Bcc." 

Bur.  You  will  do  well  ai\er  a  while. 

Kempe.  Now  for  yon,  methinkes  you  slioold 
belong  to  my  tuition,  and  your  face  methinkes 
would  be  good  for  a  foclish  mayrc,  or  a  foolish 

justice  of  the  peace ;  marke  me. Forasmuch 

as  there  be  two  states  of  a  common  wealthy 
the  one  of  peace,  the  other  of  tranquillity ;  two 
states  of  warre,  the  one  of  discord,  the  other  of 
dissention ;  two  states  of  an  incorporation,  the 
one  of  the  aldermen,  the  other  of  the  brethren ; 
two  states  of  magistrates,  the  one  of  governing 
the  other  of  bearing  rule ;  now,  as  I  said  even  now, 
for  a  good  thing,  thing  cannot  be  said  too  often ; 
vertue  is  the  shooinghorne  of  justice ;  that  i^ 
vertue  is  the  shooinghorne  of  domg  well ;  that  is^ 
vertue  is  the  shooinghorne  of  doing  justly ;  it  b^ 
hooveth  race,  and  is  my  part  to  commend  this 
shooinghorne  unto  you.  I  hope  this  word  shoo-  ' 
inghome  doth  not  offend  any  of^  you,  my  worship- 
fult  brethren;  for  you  beeing  the  worshipful! 
headsmen  of  the  towne,  know  well  what  the  home 
meaneth.  Now  therefore  I  am  determined  n6l 
onely  to  teach,  but  also  to  instruct,  not  onely  tlie 
ienorant,  but  also  the  simple,  not  onely  what  is 
their  dutye  towards  their  betters,  but  also  what  is 
their  dutye  towards  their  superiors.  Corae  let 
mee  see  how  you  can  doe,  sit  aowne  in  the  chaire* 

Phil.  "  Foreasmuch  as  there  be,  &c.' 

Kempe.  Thou  wilt  do  well  in  time,  if  thoa  wilt 
be  ruled  by  thy  betters,  that  is  by  myselfe,  and 
such  grave  aldermen  of  the  playhouse  as  1  am. 

Bur.  I  like  tout  face,  and  the  proportioii  of 
vour  body  for  Richard  the  3 ;  I  pray,  M.  FhH. 
let  me  see  you  act  a  Kttle  of  it. 

PhiL  "  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discovitent 
Made  glorious  summer  by  the  sonne  of  Yorke.* 

Bur.  Very  well  I  assure  you ;  well,  M,  PhiL 
imd  M.  Stud,  wee  see  what  ability  you  are  of; 
I  pray  waike  with  us  to  our  fellowes,  and  weele 
agree  present!;^. 

PhiL  We  will  follow  you  streight,  M.  BariMpfC!. 

Kempe.  Its  good  manners  to  follow  to,  M, 
Phil,  and  M.  Otioso. 

PhiL  And  must  the  basest  trade  yield  us  reliefer 
Must  we  be  practis'd  to  those  leaden  sponts, 
That  nought  downe  vent  bat  what  they  do  rvcefvef 
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Soae  fifttaU  fire  iialli  soordrt  oor  fortunet  wing, 
And  sdll  we  M,  as  we  do  apward  sprtngj 
A»  we  strive  upward  to  the  vaiihed  skie. 
We  fkB,  dud  feele  our  betefetl  dtmaj. 
ShuL  Wonder  it  is^  sweete  friend,  tbj  pleading 

breathy 
80  l&e  the  sweet  blast  of  the  southwest  wind. 
Melts  not  those  rdtkesofyce,  those  mounts  of  wos^ 
Coi^jeald  in  frozen  hearts  of  men  below. 
FML  Wonder  as  well  thou  meis^  why  roongst 

thewatvesy 
Mongst  the  tempestaotts  waves  on  raging  sea, 
The  wayiing  nuuvhant  can  no  pitty  crave. 
What  cares  the  wind  and  weather  for  their  paines? 
One  stridces  the  sayle,  another  tnrnes  the  same, 
He  shakes  die  maine,  an  other  takes  the  Of^ 
An  other  labooreth  and  taketh  peine, 
To  jpttiape  the  sea  into  fbe  sea  againe. 
Still  tb^  lake  paines,  still  the  kNid  .windes  do 

blowe, 
TO  the  ahipis  prouder  mast  be  ll^  bebwe :, 
Simd,  Foad  world,  that  iiere  thtokes  on  that 

aged  man, 
Ttm  Aneetoes  old  swift  paced  man. 
Whose  name  is  Tvme,  who  never  lins  to  ran, 
leaden  with  bandies  of  decayed  names, 
The  which  in  Lethes  lake  be  doth  intombe, 
Save  aaetf  those  which  swanlike  sehoUers  take, 
And  doe  deliver  from  that  greedy  lake. 
Iiiglorioiia  may  they  live,  iagloriotts  diey 
Ttait  aafier  learning,  live  in  misenr. 
FML  What  caren  they  what  ftmoe  ditir  ashes 

liavie. 
When  mioe  their  ooopt  up  in  silent  grave? 
StwtL  If  for  faire  faniathey  hope  w»t  when  they 

dya, 
Tetlet  them  leare  graves  stayaing  infamy. 
PML  Their  spendthrift  heires  will  those  fire- 
-bnnids  quench, 


Swaggering  fall  moist^  on  a  tafemes  beiiflii. 

StutL  No  shamed  su«  for  all  his  glosing  heire^ 
Must  long  he  talkt  of  in  the  empty  ayre. 

iS^aii.  Beleere  me,  thou  that  art  my  second  selfe. 
My  veied  soule  is  not  disquieted, 
Eor  that  I  misse,  isgaad^  paitited  state, 
Whereat  my  fortunes  lauvly  aim'd  of  late^ 
For  what  am  I,  the  meanest  of  many  wok^   . 
That  earaiag  profit  are  repaide  with  wo  ? 
But  this  it  is  that  doth  my  soule  tonnent^ 
To  thinke  so  many  activ^ble  wits, 
That  might  contend  with  proodest  birds  of  Po^ 
Sits  now  immor^d  wttlun  their  privase  cells,  . 
Drinking  a  kwg  lank  watching  candles  smoake^    . 
Spending  the  maitow  of  their  flowriog  age, 
In  fruitelesse  ponng  on  seme  worme  eate  leafiB :  . 
When  their  deserts  shall  seeme  of  due  to  daim^ 
A  chereluU  crop  of  fruttfuU  sweUioe  sheafe  ; 
Cockle  their  harvest  is^  and  weeds  their  graiae, 
Contempt  their  poition,  their  possession  peine. 

StiMCSchollers  must  frame  to  live  at  a  low  sayle. 

FkiL  lU  sayling  whtte  there  blowes  no  happy 
gale. 

Stud*  Our  ship  is  ruined,  all  her  tackling  renL 

FAiL  And  ali  her  gaody  fWrniture  is  spent. 

Stud,  Teares  be  tM  waves  whereon  her  ruinea 
bide. 

PkiL  And  sigbes  the  iidnde»  that  wastes  her 
broken  side. 

Siud*  Miscbiefe  the  pilot  ia  the  ship  to  steare. 

FkiL  And  wo  the  jiassei^r  this  ship  doth  beare. 

SUuL  Come,  Philomusufl^  let  us  breake  this 
chat. 

FkiL  And  breake  my  hart^  oh  would  I  could 
breake  that  I 

Stud,    Lets  learoe  to  act  that  tragiok  part  we 
have. 

FML  Would  I  were  silent  actor  in  my  grave ! 


ACTUS  V. 


6CKKA  I. 

Faxu^mnd  8fitu>^  become  Fidien,  witk  tktir 

contort* 
'FkiL  And  tone,  fellow  fiddters;  Stodbso  and  I 
'  ore  lead^.  t^^f^  'tt»w* 

Stod.  {Gmn£  oude^  eayetk)  Vvyn  feU  good 
'  Orpikeiis,  that  would  rather  he 
Ringnf  a  tnole  hilly  then  a  keysars  slave : 
Better  ic»  aioagst  Midlers  to  b«  chiefs^ 
Then  asptwiaw  trencher  beg  reliefe. 
Bat4it  no%  ^ttttige,  this  tnimick  apes  shotdd  priae 
Unhappy  aeholters  at  a  hireling  rate?   . 
Vile  wcaHtliar  lifts  them  up  to  hyedegv^     . 
And  tmdts  ^  doWne  in  gruveling  misery. 
England  afibrdes  those  glorioas  vagabonds. 
That  0airiedri!ltfflt  thor  fivdelson  their  backesj, 
Coorseps-to  ride  on  through  the  gazing  streetcs, 

^Jog-si  inTtheir  glaring  satten  sates^ 
pages  to  attend  their  mabtershipi ; 


With  mootlung  words  that  better  wlt^h^eframedi 
They  purchaae  lapds,  and'rfoW'Csquiersaremadeu 

FhiL  What  ere  they  seeme  being  even  at  the 
best. 
They  are  but  sportmg  fortunes  soomfull  jests. 

Siud,  So  mcirty  fortune  is  wont  &om  ragges  to 
take 
Some  nfSfid  grome,  and  him  sonne  gallant  make. 

FhiLThn  world  and  fortune  bath  playd  on  os 
too  bng. 

St9td.  Now  to  the  t^orld  we  fiddle  most  a  song. 

FkiLOntlife  is  aplayne  song  with.cunning  pend. 
Whooe  holiest  pitdh  ia  lowest  base  doth  end. 
But  see  our  feUowee  unto  play  are  bent ; 
If  notour  mindes^  letts  tune  our  instruments. 

Stud  Letts  in  a  private  song  our  cunniiig  trjy 
Befiore  we  ring  to  stranger  company. 
Vmih^eingi.    TAetune, 
How  can  he  ring,  whose  voybe  is  hoarse  with  care  ? 
How  can  he  play,  whose  heart  stringes  broken  ate? 

I 
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How^cao  he  keepe  hit  rest,  that  nefe  fodnd  rest? 
.Howqinhekeepehistiroeywhmiie  timenerebtest? 
Onely  he  cao  in  sorrow  beare  a  parte, 
With  ootaught  haod«  and  with  Qntaned  hart 
Fond  arts,  fareweUy  that  swallowed  hare  my  youth. 
Adew,  vayoe  iniifiet»  thai  have  wrought  my  ruth. 
Kepeut,  food  syre,  that  traynd'st  thy  happlesae 

,   aooBey. 
In  learoioges  loare  since  booateous  almes  are 

.   (Mwe. 
Cease,  cease  harfth  tonpte,  ootuned  mosidte  rest : 
Intotnbe  thy  sorrowes  in  thy  hollow  breast. 

Stud,  Ttiankes,  Phil,  ^r  th^  pleasant  song, 
Qh  had  this  world  a  tutch  of  juster  %riefe^ 
Hard  rockes  would  weepe  for  want  of  oor  releile ! 

PAi7.  The  cold  of  wo  hath  ^te  untuned  my 
voyee. 
And  made  it  too  too  harsh  for  iistining  eare : 
lune  was  in  time  of  my- young  fortunes  spritig, 
I  was  a  gamesome  bojr,  and  kHimed  to  sing. 

But  say,  fellow  musitians,  you  know  best  whe- 
ther we  go,  at  what  dote  must  we  imperiously 
beg? 

Jack  Fid,  Here  dwellt  Sir  Radericke  and  his 
sonae :  it  may  be  now  at  this  good  time  of  new- 
yeare  he  will  be  liberall;  let  us  stand  neere  and 
drawe. 

PkiL  Drawe,  cidlest  then  it ;  indeede  k  i»  the 
roost  desperate  kiudc  of  sevvioe  thai  ever  I  ad- 
ventured on. 

SCENA  IL 

Enter  the  two  Pages, 

Sir  Rad.  Page,  Mv  roaister  bidds  me  tell  you, 
that  he  is  but  newly  iallea  a  sleepe,  and  yeu  base 
slaves  must  come  and  disquiet  hini ;  what,  never 
a  basket  of  capons  ?  masse,  and  if  he  comes, 
heele  commit  you  all. 

Amor,  Page,  Sirrah  Jack,  shall  you  and  I  play 
Sir  liadericke  and  Amoretto,  and  reward  these 
fiddlers ;  lie,  my  maister  Amoretto,  and  give  them 
as  much  as  he  useth. 

Sir  Rad,  Page,  And  I  my  old  maister  Sir  Ra- 
dericke :  fiddlers  play ;  He  rewarde  you,  fayth  1 
wil. 

Amor,  Page,  Good  fayth,  this  pleaseth  my 
sweete  mistres  admirably :  cannot  you  play  twyt- 
ty  twarty  foole,  or  to  be  at  her,  to  be  at  her. 

Sir  Rod,  Page.  Have  you  never  a  song  of  mais- 
ter DowlandS  making;  ? 

Amor,  Page.  Or,  hoe  ego  vertkulosfedy  ^  A 
pox  on  it,  my  maister  Am.  useth  it  very  often.  I 
nave  forgotten  the  verse. 

Sir  PUui*  Page,  Sir  TheoB :  here  are  a  couple 
of  fellowea  brought  before  me,  and  I  know  not 
how  to  decide  the  cause ;  looke  in  my  Christmas 
booke  who  brought  me  a  present. 

.  Amor,  Page,  On  New-yeares  day,  goodman 
Foole  brought  you  a  present,  but  goodman  Clowne 
brought  you  none. 

Sir  Rad,  Page.  Then  the  right  is  on  foodiiMui 
Foole's  tide. 


Amor,  Pag^i  My  mistivs  is  ao  sweele,  that  att 
the  pbisidons  in  the.towne  cannot  make  her 
stinck;  she  never  goes  to  the  stoole^  oh  she  ii« 
most  sweete  little  nHinkey.  Please  your  worfln|]^ 
good  father,  yonder  are  somie  would  speake  widi 
you. 

Sir  Rad.  Page.  What,  have  they  bronght  ma 
any  thing?  if  they  have  not,  say  I  take  phisick. 
Forasmuch,  fiddlers,  as  I  am  of  the  peace,  I  nintt 
needs  love  all  weapons  and  instruments,  that  art 
for  the  peace,  among  which,  I  account  yoor  fid> 
dies,  because  they  can  neither  bite  nor  scratchy 
marry,  now  finding  your  fiddles  to  jarre,  and  know 
ing  that  jarring  is  a  cause  of  breaking  the  peace^ 
I  am,  by  the  vertue  of  my  office,  and  place,  to 
commit  your  quarrelling  fiddles  to  close  prisoa- 
ment  in  their  caseSk 

They  call  oi//uA,  Sha  ho,  Richard^  Jack  ! 

Amor.  Page,  The  foole  within,,  marres  car 
piny  without.  Fiddlers,  set  it  on  my  head,  I  use 
to  size  my  musicke,  or  go  on  the  score  for  it;  lit 
pay  it  at  the  quarters  end. 

Sir  Rad.  Poge.  Farewell,  good  Pan,  sweete 
Irenias,  adieu ;  Don  Orpheus,  a  thousand  tioies 
farewell. 

Jack  Fid.  You  swore  you  would  pay  os  for  oor 
musicke. 

Sir  Rad,  Pag,  For  that.  He  give  msdster  Re- 
corder's law,  and  that  is  this,  there  is  a  double 
oath,  a  formall  oath,  and  a  material  I  oath;  a  Dt^ 
teriall  oath  cannot  be  broken,  the  formall  osdi 
may  be  broken,  I  swore  formally :  farewell,  fid* 
dlers. 

PhiL  Farewell,  good  wags,  whos^  wits  praise 
worth  I  ikeme  ; 
Though  somewhat  waggish,  so  we  all  have  beeoe. 

Stud,  Faith,  fellow  fiddlers,  beres  no  silier 
found  in  this  places  no,  not  so  much  as  the  usu- 
all  Christmas  entertainn^ent  of  mnsttiaaa,  a  black 
Jack  of  beare,  and  a  CKristmas  pye. 

tThey  vcalke  andefrom  their  JellomeK 
ere  ere  we  in  the  wide  world  pUj- 
ingbe. 
Misfortune  beares  a  part, and  marres  ow  melody ; 
Impossible  to  please  with  musicke  straine. 
Our  hearts  strings  broken  are  nere  to  be  tnn'd 
againe. 
Stud,  Then  let  us  leave  thb  baser  fiddling  trade. 
For  though  our  purse  should  mend,  our  credit 
fades. 
PhiL  Fall  glad  I  am  to  see  thy  mindes  fiet 
course. 
Declining  from  this  trencher  waiting  trade. 
Well  may  I  now  disclose  in  plainer  guise, 
What  earst  I  meant  to  worke  in  secret  wise  i 
My  busie  conscience  checkt  my  guilty  soole. 
For  seeking  maintenance  by  base  vassallaga. 
And  then  suggested  to  my  searching  though^ 
A  shepheard's  poore  seci  re  contented  life. 
On  which  since  then  I  doted  every  houre, 
And  meant  this  same  houre  in  sadder  plight,  \ 
To  bave  stoine  from  thee  in  secrecie  4tf  nigliV 
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i8faut  Deare  friend,  thou  seem'st  to  wrong  my 
-  soule  too  much, 
Himkmg  that  Studioso  woald  accoont, 
That  foitone  soiw re,  which  thou  accomptest  sweete, 
Norany  Kfe  to  mt  can  sweeter  be, 
Then  happy  swntnes  in  plaine  of  Arcady. 
'  PkiL  Why  then  letts  both  go  spend  oar  little 

store, 
In  the  provision  of  dne  furniture  : 
A  shepbeanis  hook,  a  tarbox,  and  a  scrippe; 
And  hast  unto  those  sheepe  adorned  hills, 
Where  if  not  blesse  our  fortunes,  we  may  blisse 

oar  wills. 
•  8tmL  IVue  mirth  we  may  enjoy  in  thacked  stall, 
Nor  hoping  higher  rise,  nor  fearing  lower  faH. 

PhiL  Wec!e,  therefore,  discharge  these  fiddlers. 
Fellow,  musitians,  wee  are  sorry  that  it  hath 
beene  your  ill  happe  to  have  had  lis  in  your  coin- 
^ny,  that  are  nothing  but  scriteh-owles,  and 
night  ravens,  able  to  marre  the  purest  melody ; 
and  besides,  our  company  is  so  ominous,  that 
where  we  are,  thence  liberality  is  packing ;  oor  re- 
solution is  therefore  to  wish  you  well,  and  to 
bidde  yea  farewell. 
Come,  Stud,  let  us  hast  away, 
Eetuming  nc're  to  this  accursed  place. 

SCENA  IIL 

Enter  Ikobkioso,  Academioo. 

Ing,  Faith,  Academico,  it's  the  feare  of  that 
feHow,  I  oieane  the  signe  of  the  seargeants  head, 
that  makes  me  to  be  so  hasty  to  be  gone :  to  be 
fanef<^  Academico,  writts  are  out  for  me,  to  ap- 
pcebeod  me  for  my  playes,  and  now  I  am  bound 
for  the  He  of  Dogges.  Furor,  and  Phantasma, 
cones  after,  remoovtng  the  campe  as  fast  as  they 
can:  farewell,  mea  $i  ^vid  vota  vahlnmt. 

Aftti,  Faytb,  Ingeoioso,  I  thinke  the  universi- 
ty is  a  melancholik  life;  for  there  a  good  fellow 
cannot  sit  two  howres  in. Ins  chamfsr,  but  he 
shall  be  troubled  viith  the  liill  of  a  drawer,  or  a 
▼intner:  but  the  point  is,  I  know  not  how  to  bet- 
ter ay  selfe^  and  so  I  am  fayne  to  take  it 

SCENA  IV. 

PsiLOMysuSy  Studtoso^  Furor,  Phantasma. 

PUL  Who  have  we  there  ?  logenioso,  and  Ac»> 
demico. 

^M.  The  very  same.  Who  arc  those?  Furor, 
and  Phantasma. 

[Furor  iake$  a  Imae  offhU  sleeve. 

For.  (Phav.  with  hu  k&nd  m  hit  botom,)  And 
art  thou  there,  six  footed  Mercury  ? 
Are  lymes  become  such  creepers  now  a  dayes } 
Preramptooos  loose,  that  doth  good  manners  lack, 
Daring  to  creepe  upon  poet  Furores  back : 
MuUum  refert  quiouMcum  vixeris. 
Nan  videmttf  Mantica  quod  in  tergo  est. 

PAiA  What,  Furor  aud  Phan.  too,  our  old  cqI- 
MpfeUowes;  let  us  encounter  theo^  ^^  Ing. 
Acad.  Fur.  Phant.  God  save  you  alL 


StwL  What^  Ingea.  Acad.  For.  Phant ;  bowe 
do  fou,  brave  lads  ?  .  . 

tng  What,  our  deerefriendes,  Phil,  and  Stud  I!* 

Acad.  Wbat^  our  old  friendea,  PhiL  aad'Sctid  f 

Ftf r.  What,  my  superaafturall  friends  ? 

ifi«r.  What  newes  with  yoa  in  this*qoarterof 
diecitty? 

PkiL  We  have  run  through  roai^  trades,  yet  . 
thrive  by  none. 
Poore  in  content,  and  onely  rich  in  moane, 
A  shephard's  life  thou  knowst  I  wont  to  admire, 
Turning  a  Cambridge  apple  by  the  fire. 
To  live  in  bumble  Me  we  now  are  bent,     . 
Spending  our  dayet  in  fearelease  merriment 

Stud,  Weel  teach  each  tree,  even  of  the  bar* 
destkind. 
To  keepe  our  woefull  name  within  their  rinde : 
Weel  watch  oarflock,and  yet  weeletleep^wtthall; 
Weel  tune  our  sorrowes  to  the  waters  fall  | 
The  woods  and  rockes  with  our  shrill  songs  weeie 

blesse; 
Let  them  prove  kind,  since  men  prove  pittilesse. 

But  say^  whether  are  you,  and  your  company, 
j<W°g  ^  i^  seemes,  by  your  apporeU,  yon  are 
about  to  wanden 

Ing,  Faith,  we  are  fully  bent  to  tbe  lord's  of 
misrule  in  the  worlds  wide  heath :  our  voyage  is 
to  the  He  of  Dogges,  there  where  the  blattant 
beast  doth  rake  mid  rmgne,  renting  the  credit  of 
whom  it  please. 

Where  serpents  tonges,  the  pen  men  are  tt>  write, 
Where  cats  do  waufe  by  day,*  dogges  by  night : 
There  shall  engoared  venom  be  my  mke,     . 
My  pen  a  sharper  quill  of  ptircupine. 
My  stayned  paper  this  sin  loaden  earth  t 
There  will  I  write  in  lines  siiall  never  die^ 
Our  feared  lordings  crying  villany. 

PkiL  A  gentle  wit  thou  hadst,  nor  is  it  blames 
To  turne  so  tart,  for  tin>e  hath  wronged  the  same. 
•  Stud.  And  well  thou  dost  from  this  fond  earth 
to  flit. 
Where  most  mens  pens  are  hired  parasites. 

Acad.  Go  happily,  I  wish  thee  store  of  sal, 
Sharpely  to  wound  the  guilty  world  withal?. 

PkiL  Bat  say,  what  shall  become  of  Furor  and 
Phantasma? 

Ing.  These  my  companions  still  with  me  must 
wend. 

Aead.  Fury  and  fansie  on  good  wits  attend. 

Fur.  When  I  arrive  within  the  He  of  Dogges, 
Don  Phoebus  I  will  make  thee  kisee  the  pumpe. 
Thy  one  eye  pries  in  every  drapers  stall. 
Yet  never  thinkes  on  poet  Furor's  neede ; 
Furor  is  lowsie,  great  Furor  lowsie  i^ 
He  make  thee  run  this  lowsie  case  I  wis, 
And  thou,  my  cluttish  landresse  Cinthia, 
Nere  thinkes  on  FuroHs  linnen.  Furor's  shirt : 
Thou  and  thy  squirting  boy  Endimion, 
Lies  slavering  still  upqn  a  lawlesse  couch. 
Furor  will  have  thee  carted  through  the  dirt, 
That  makest  great  poet  Furor  want  his  shirt, 

Ing.  Is  not  here  a  tros  dogge^  that  dare  hsktke 
so  boldly  at  the  moone  ? 
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PkiL  EicIaymiDg  waot,  aad  needy  carc^  and 
carke, 
Would  make  the  mildest  spright  to  bite  and  barke. 

Ptmn.  Cane$  timidi  vekemetUiui  Utrant  There 
are  certaine  bum  in  the  He  of  Doggei,  called  in 
oar  English  tongue,  men  of  worship;  certaine 
briars,  as  the  Indians  call  them,  as  we  say  cer* 
.taine  lawyers,  certaine  great  lumps  of  earth,  as 
the  Arabians  call  them ;  certaine  grosers,  as  wee 
tearme  them,  qua  ego  $ed  motoi  pr^tiUti  <o«f 
ponerefluctuB, 

Ing.  We  three  onto  the  snarling  iland  bast. 
And  there  our  vexed  breath  in  snarling  wast. 

PkiL  We  will  be  gone  unto  the  downes  of  Kent, 
Sure  footing  we  shidl  find  in  bumble  dale : 
Our  fleecy  flocke  weel  leame  to  watch  and  warde, 
In  Julyes  heate,  and  cold  of  January : 
Weel  chant  our  woes  upon  an  oaten  reade, 
Whiles  bleating  flock  upon  their  stopper  feede : 
So  shall  we  shun  the  company  of  men. 

Stud.  That  growes  more  hatefull  as  the  world 
growes  old, 
Weel  teacli  the  murmering  brooket  in  tears  to 

flow; 
And  steepy  rocke  to  wayle  our  passed  wo. 

Acad.  Adew,  you  gentle  spiritts,  long  adew : 
Your  witts  1  lore,  awl  your  ill  fortunes  rue : 
He  hast*  me  to  my  Caiiibridge  cell  agaioe,^ 
My  fortnnes  cannot  wax,  but  they  may  wainc 

Inff,  Adew,eood  shephards,  happ?  may  you  live, 
And  if  baereafter  in  some  secret  shade. 
You  shall  reeount  poone  sehollers  miseries, 
Vouchsafe  to  mention,  with  tcarea  swellia|  eycsi 
Ingenioeo's  thwarting  destinyeaf  ,t 
And  thou,  still  happy  Acadmioo, 
That  still  maift  rest  upon  the  noses  bad^ 
Imoying  there  a  qaiet  slumbering. 
When  »ott  repayest  unto  tliy  Gmntaas  stresme, 
Wonder  at  thme  ewne  blisse,  pitty  our  case, 
That  still  doth  tread  ill  fortanesendlesse  maat. 
Wbh  them  that  are  preferments  almoners^ 
To  cherish  gentle  wits  in  their  graeae  bud; 
For  had  not  Cambridaa  bin  to  me  unkinde, 
I  had  not  tara'd  to  gaU  a  nulkye  minde. 

FHL  Iwishtkeeofgoodhapaplentioasslore, 
Thy  wit  deserves  no  lesse,  my  love  can  wish  no  more. 
Farewell,  farewell,  good  Academico; 
Never  maist  thou  tast  of  our  forepassed  woe. 


Wee  wish  thy  fortunes  may  attaine  their  due  s 
Furor,  and  you,  Phantasma,  both  adew., 

Acid,  Farewell,  fiEirewell,  farewell,  O  long  fare* 
well; 
The  rest  my  tongue  conceales,  let  sorrow  telL 

Phau.  Bi  Umgum  wUe^  inquU  loia. 

Fur,  Farewell,  my  nuusters;  Furores  a  masty 

Nor  can  witli  a  smootl|  ^jiam$  farewell  cog. 
Nought  can  great  Furor  do,  but  barke  and  bowleg 
And  snarli^  aad  gnu,  and  carle^  and  towie  the 

world| 
Like  a  great  swme  by  bis  long  leane  eard  lugge% 
Farewell  musty,  dusty,  rusQr»  fusty  LondoOy 
Thou  art  not  worthy  of  ereat  Furores  wit. 
That  cheatest  vertue  of  her  due  desert, 
And  sufiferest  great  Apolloes  sonne  to  want 

Ing,  Nay,  stay  awhile,  and  helpe  me  to  content : 
So  many  gentle  witts  attention. 
Who  kennes  the  lawes  of  every  comick  stage. 
And  wonders  that  our  scene  ends  discontent. 
Ye  ayrie  wits  subdU, 

Since  that  few  schollers  fortunes  are  content^ 
Wonder  not  if  our  scene  ends  discontent. 
When  that  your  fortunes  reach  their  due  cootent. 
Then  shall  our  scene  end  in  her  meriment. 

PkiL  Perhaps  some  hapoy  wir»  with  feeling  band. 
Hereafter  mav  recorde  tne  pastoral), 
Of  the  two  scnollers  of  Pemassus  hil. 
And  then  our  scene  may  ead,  and  have  content. 

Ing,  Meanetime  if  there  be  any  spi^htfoU^jbostn 
That  smiles  to  see  poore  schollers  quseiy; , 
Cold  is  bis  charity,  his  wit  too  dull. 
Wo  aoomehis  ceosnse,  be  is  a  jeering  gnlL 
But  whatsoere  refined  sprights  there  be^ 
Tbatdeepely  grone  at  our  calamity. 
Whose  b^oath  is  turned  to  sigbes,  wbpae  mye^ 

are  wet. 
To  see  bright  aru  bent  to  their  latest  set: 
Whence  never  they  againe  their  heads  ibsii  reerc^ 
To  blesse  our  art  disgracing  hemispheere. 

lug,  Lettbeou 

Fur,  Let  them. 

Pkan,  Let  them. 

Acud,  And  none  but  thenu 

PkiL  And  none  but  them. 

Stud,  And  none  but  diem. 


^  All  give  «ft 
ptaodit^. 
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Rkhdrd  Edwards^  n  SmmnttMre  man^  wot  bom  in  the  year  1523,  admUted  a  ickoUar  of  C&rpus 
Ckritti  Coihge  am  ike  Utk  of  Mm,  154Q,  tmd  probrntionerfeUm  om  the  Utk  of  August,  1544.  At 
tkefoundation  of  Ckrkt-Ckurch,  by  King  Henry  the  Eighthj  in  the  year  1547,  he  woe  ehoun  a  itw 
dM  of  the  upper^tabk,  and  in  the  $ame  year  toelk  tha  degree^  Mooter  ofArti.  From  the  Univer^ 
uiy,  he  removed  to  Lincoln*$'Inn;  and  in  the  beginning  ofQaeen  ElixabethU  reign,  wa$  appointed 
oaeofthegenilemenqf  her  ehoBOl,  and  maiter  of  the  chM-on  there,  H$  died,  according  to  »r  John 
Hawkim, '  on  the  SUt  ofOetobor,  15«6.— fl^  was  the  author  qf 

t  {1.)  DmmonandFithws,  aComeify.    Acted  before  the  Queen,  by  the  Midren  of  her  ck^  and 
vublished'in  4to^  1571 ;  4to,  1582. 

(9.)  PaUmon  andAreite,  a  Comedv,  in  tsn  Parts.  Acted  m  CMst-Ckureh-Hall,  1500.  7M 
jkee  was  represented  on  the  2d  and  Sd  qf  September.  Thefir$t  efsenimg,  it  was  scarcdy  begun  to  be 
performed  before  it  became  a  tragetfyffor  by  the  smght  rf tiemtdtitudes  the  scaffold fsU  down,  live 
men  were  greatly  hurt  and  wounded,  and  three  killed  by  the  fall  qfa  walL  ^  ifnthe  second  evening, 
lie  Queen  is  taid  to  have  been  much  entertained.  Afierthe  pimy  was  ended,  she  called  the  Author  to 
her,  commended  Ats  work,  promised  what  she  would  dm  for  km,  and  talked  to  him  in  ihe  mostfamiUar 


Axtkof^s  Songs  and  Poems,  in  1585.    Wood  assures  us,  that  there  wore  seomd  other  dramatic  pieces 

thim,  whicihe  did  not  lioe  to  finish  ;  and  that  it  was  the  opinion  of  many,  he  Ofould  have  run  mad 
i  he  contvltued  to  exercise  his  talentt  as  a  writer  for  the  »ta^. 

He  SMS,  also,  the  author  qf  tome  poems  printed  in  Tbe  Purttmse  •£  Dtanty  Devises,  Ato,  1575  ;  tmd 
«  Pom  coZM  Edward's  SoaUuul,  or  Tbe  Soule*s  knell,  «^<e»  t»  Ait  iiu^  U^MSf. 

sfhieh  soiU  appear 

tragedly,  theijord 

^theire,  do  deserve  the 

highest  price ;  the  Earl  ofOsford,  and  Mr  Edwards  ofier  Megest^s  ChapeljorCossedyemd  Inter' 
hik!*    Am  Epitaph  on  him  is  said  to  be  printed  among  the  Poems  of  George  Tukeroilk. 


•  HJytoffy  of  Mukk,  ToL  II.  ^.  MX.       I  Peshairi  Htetory  of  Uie  UniTeniQr  ojf  Ozfoid,  t87« 
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THE  PROLOGUE; 


( 


On  everie  syde,  wheras  I  glaonce  my  rovjng  eye, 
Silence  in  all  eares  bent  I  playnly  doe  espie : 
Bur  if  your  egre  lo»kes  doo  longe  such  toyesto  see, 
As  heretofore  in  conimycal  wise  were  wont  a- 

broade  to  bee; 
Your  lust  is  lost,  and  all  the  pleasures  that  you 

sought, 
Jt  frustrate  quite  of  toying  playes.  Asoden  change 

is  wrought : 
For  loe,  our  author's  muse,  that  masked  in  deligbt, 
Hath  forst  his  penne  against  his  kinde,  no  more 

such  sporten  to  write. 
Muse  he  that  lu^  (right  worshipfuU,)  for  chaunce 

bath  made  this  change. 
For  that  to  some  he  seemed  too  much  in  yonge 

desires  to  range : 
In  wbiche,  right  glad  to  please,  seyng  that  he  did 

ofiende, 
or  all  be  huniblie  pardon  craves;  his  pen  tliat 

shall  amende : 
And  yet,  worshipfull  audience,  thus  much  I  dare 

advouche, 
j  In  commedies,  the  greatest  skyll  is  this,  rightly  to 
;  topcbe 

All  thynges  to  the  quicke;  and  eke  to  frame  edie 
*  fjerson  so, 

That  by  his  common  taike,  you  may  his  nature 

rightly  know  x 
A  royster  ought  not  preacbe,  that  were  to  strange 

to  beare, 
But  as  from  vertue  he  doth  swerve^  so  ought  his 

wordes  appeare : 
Tbe  Me  man  is  sober,  the  yonge  man  rashe,  the 

lover  triumphyng  in  joyes. 
The  matron  grave,  the  harlot  wilde,  and  full  of 

wanton  toyes. 
Whiche  all  in  one  poune,  tbey  no  vise^oo  agree : 
\So  correspondent  to  their  kinde  tbeir  speeches 
i       ^         ought  tp  be. 
Whiche  speeches  well  pronounste,  with  action 

lyvely  framed, 
If  this  o&nde  the  lookers  on,  let  Horace  then  be 

blamed, 


Which  hath  our  author  taught  at  sdiok,  from 

whom  he  doth  not  swarve. 
In  all  such  kinde  of  exercise  decorum  to  observe. 
Thus  much  for  his  defence,  he  saytb,  as  poetes 

earst  have  donne, 
Whiche  heretofore  in  commedies,  the  selfe  same 

race  did  ronne : 
But  now  for  to  be  brtefe,  the  matter  to  expresse, 
Whiche  here  wee  shall  present,  is  this^ — Damon 

and  Pithias. 
A  rare  ensample  of  friendship  true,  it  is  no  le- 
gend lie, 
But  a  thynge  oi\ce  donne  indeede,  as  hystories 

doo  discrie. 
Whiche  donne  of  yore  in  longe  time  past,  yet 

present  shall  be  here, 
Even  as  it  were  in  doinge  now,  so  lively  it  shall 

appeare: 
Lo  here  in  Siracuse,  the  auncient  towne,  which 

once  the  Romaines  wonne, 
Here  Dionisius  pallace,  within  whose  courte  this 

thing  most  strange  was  donne. 
Whiche  matter  mixt  with  myrth  and  care,  a  joit 

name  to  applie. 
As  seemes  most  fit,  wee  have  it  termed,  a  trag' 

call  commedie. 
IWherein  tAlkyng  of  CdUftly  toycs,  we  doe  prtite&t  ■ 
\  thisQat, 

KVee  talke  of  Dionisius  comrte,  wee  meane  no 
I  court  but  that. 

And  that  we  doo  so  roeane,  who  ^sely  calleth 

to  minde,  * 

The  time,  the  place,'thb  anthor,?  here  most  plaine- 

ly  shall  it  findc. 
Lo^  this  I  speake^  for  our  defence,  least  of  others 

we  should  be  shent : ' 
But  worthy  audience,  wee  yon  pray,  take  tl^rnges 

as  they  be  ment ; 
Whose  upright  judgement  we  doO  crave,  with 

hecdfuu  eare  and  eye, 
To  here  the  cause,  arid  see  the  effect  of  thisnewe 

tragicall  commedie. 


NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS, 

Aristippus,  aplensant  GentUman. 
Caribopbus,  a  ParatUe, 

PiTHirj,  !  '"^^  Gentiemeu  <if  Greece. 
Stepbaiqo,  servant  to  Damon  and  Pithias. 
Will,  Aristippus  Lackey. 


Jacke,  CARisopnus  Lackey. 
Sts  kv,  the  Porter, 
DioNisics,  the  Kynge, 
EuBULUs,  the  Kynge*8  Counsehun 
Gronno,  the  Hang/^ian, 
Grimue,  the  Colyer. 


3  ^ailAor— «utboiint  Ist  edit.  ^  SpeoAe—spake,  fd  edit. 

^  Bt  fAMi^— to  Bheni^  says  Mr  Steevens,  is  to  reprove  harshly,  to  treat  with  iiyurioos  language.  Kote 
to  AmtM,  A.  9.  S.  2. 

Af  ain,  in  JtehanCi  Bepmrt  mtd  JHtcovne,  Bennett  edition,  p'.  38.  i  ^  A  wonderfull  foUie  in  a  threat 
nan  hloMelfey  and  some  piece  of  mlierie  In  a  whole  commonwealth,  where  fooles  chiefly  and  flattcms 
may  speake  freely  whapt  they  willy  fuid  w|se  mcfi  and  good  mt^  shal  commonly  be  shent,  (f  they  fpeakf 
wLal  they  should.*^  . 
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Sere  entreth  Aeistippus. 

Aru.Thou^  strange,  perhaps,  it  seemes  to  some, 
That  I  Aristippus  a  courtier  am  become ; 
A  philosopher  of  late,  not  of  the  meanist  name, 
But  now,  to  the  courtly  behaviour, my  Ivfe  I  frame. 
Mu5e  he  that  lyst,  to  you  of  good  skill, 
I  say  chat  I  am  a  philosopher  styll. 
Lovers  of  wisdom,  are  tei-med  philosophers,  ^ 
Then  who  is  a  philosopher  So  nghtly  as  I  ? 
For  in  lovyi^^  of  wisdom,  proofe  doth  this  trie, 
Thvitfrustra  tapity  gui  non  $apit  iibL 
I  am  wyse  for  myselfe,  then  tell  me  of  troth, 
Is  not  that  great  wisdom,  as  the  world  goth  ? 
Some  philosophers  in  the  streete  go  ragged  and 

tome. 
And  feede  on  vyle  rootes^  whom  boyes  laugh  to 

scome: 
Bat  I  in  fine  silkes  haunt  Dionisias'  pallace, 
IVherin  with  dayntie  fare  myselfe  I  do  solace. 
I  can  talke  of  philosophie  as  well  as  the  best, 
fiot  the  straibe  kyode  of  lyfe  I  leave  to  the  rest. 
And  I  professe  now  the  courtly  philosophie, 
To  crooche,  to  speake  fay  re,  myselfe  I  applie. 
To  feede  the  kinge's  humour  with  pleasant  devises. 
For  which,  I  am  called  regiui  canis. 
But  wot  ye  who  named  me  first  the  kinge's  dogge  ? 
Itwastberoage  Diogenes,  that  vile  grunting  hofj;ge. 
Let  him  rolle  in  his  tubbe,  to  winne  a  vaine  praise. 
In  the  courte  pleasantly  I  wyll  spende  all  my  dayes; 
Wherin,  what  to  doo,  1  am  not  to  learne. 
What  wyii  serve  myoe  owne  turoe,  I  cau  quickly 

disceame. 
AJl  my  tyme  at  schoole  I  have  not  spent  vaynly, 
I  can  lielpe  one,  is  not  tliat  a  good  poinct  of 

philosophie  ? 

Here  entreth  Carisophvs. 

Cmt,  I  beshrew  your  fine  eares^  nnce  you  came 
from  schoole. 
In  the  coorte  you  have  made,  many  a  wiseman  a 
foole? 


And  thonsh  you  paint  out  yonr fayned  philosophic 
So  God  helpe '  me,  it  is  but  a  plaine  kinde  of 

flattery. 
Which  you  use  so  finely  in  so  pleasant  a  sorte, 
That  none  but  Aristippus  now  makes  the  kiugp 

sporte. 
Ere  you  came  hyther,  poore  I  was  some  body. 
The  kinge  delighted  in  mee,  now  I  am  but  a  noddr. 
Aris,  in  faith,  Carisophas,  you  know'yourselfe 

best. 
But  I  will  not  call  you  noddy,  but  only  in  jest ; 
And  thus  I  assure  you,  though  I  came  from  schoole 
To  serve  in  this  cour^  I  came  not  yet  to  be  the 

kinge's  foole ; 
Or  to  fill  his  eares  with  servile  squirilitie, 
That  office  is  yours,  you  know  it  right  perfectlie.  ' 
Of  parasites  and  sicophantes  you  arc  a  grave ' 

bencher, 
The  king  fecdes  you  ofken  from  bis  owne  trencher. 
I  envye  not  your  state,  nor  yet  your  great  favour^ 
Then  grudge  not  at  all,  if  in  my  behaviour 
I  make  the  kinge  roery,  with  pleasant  urbanitie^ 
Whom  I  never  abused  to  any  man's  injurie. 
Car,  Be  cocke,  sir,  yet  in  the  courte  yoo  doo  * 

best  thrive. 
For  you  got  more  in  one  day  then  I  doo  in  five. 
Arit,  Why  man,  in  the  court,  doo  you  not  see 
Rewardes  geven  for  vcrtue,  to  every  degree  ? 
To  reward  the  unworthy  that  worlde  js  done. 
The  court  is  changed,  a  good  thread  hath  bia 

sponne 
Of  dogges  woH  heeretofore,  and  why?  because  li 

was  liked. 
And  not  for  that  it  was  best  trimmed  and  picked : 
But  now  men's  eares  are  finer,  such  grosse  tdyes 

are  not  se*  by, 
Therfore  to  a  trimiper  ^y^^e  of  myrtl)  myseUe  I 

applye:  *         / 
Wherein  though  I  please,  it  commeth  not  of  mj 

desert, 
But  of  the  kinge's  favour. 

Car,  It  may  be  so;  yet  io  your  prosperities 


^  PiUl09opAer»— pbilosophit,  both  Bditions^ 
^  Qnofe^-SFtat^  «d  edit. 


The  altentkMi  by  Mr  Dedsleyw 
*  /Hoo— omitted  in  2d  edit.. 
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[Edwards. 


Db pise  not  an  olde  courtier,  C^risophos  is  he ; 
Which  hath  long  time  fed  Diohiaios  humor : 
Diligently  to  please,  s^U  at  haiid ;  there  was  ne- 
ver rumour  . 
Spread  in  this^  towne  of  any'smaljs  thiuge,  but  1 
drought  it  to  the  kii^e  in  post.bjand  bj[ : 
Yet  now  I  crave  your  frieadahip,  which  if  I  may 

attavne. 
Most  sure  and  linfained  friendship  I  promyse  you 

a^ne: 
So,  we  two  Unckt  in  frieodsbippe,  bi^other  and 

brother. 
Full  well  in  the  court  may  helpe  one  another. 
Arii,  Bfr  lady,  Carisophus,  though  ypu  know 

not  philosophies 
Tet  surely  you  are  a  better  courtier  then  I : 
And  yet  I  not  so  cyyll  .a  courtier,  that  wyll  seeme 

to  dispise 

Such  an  oldecourtier  as  you,  so  expert  and  so  wyse. 
But  whereas  tou  crave  myne,  and  ofier  your 

friendship  so  willii^ly,. , 
With  hart  I  geve  you  thankes  for  this  your  great 

curtesie:        ,  , 

Assuring  of  fViendship  both  with  tooth  ^ayd  nayle, 
Whaes  Bfe  hauth,  n^ver  to  fayltf^    , 

Car.  \  thousand  thankc^  I  g^e  you,  6h  friend 

An^tippus.  , 

jffti.  O  friemi,  Oarisophus^  . 
Car,  How  joyfuU  am  1,'  ^th  I  have  to  friend 

:dristippus  now  !  .     , 

Arii,  None  so  glad  of  Cari^phus'  friendship 

as  T,  I  make  God  a.  vowe, 
IspeakeaftI  thiake,beleteine*   . 

Car,  Sith  we  are  now  so  friendly  joyned,  it 

seemeth  to.mee,  ■    .  . 

That  one  of  us  help  edie  other  in  every  degree : 

P^fer  you  my  cause,  when  you  are  in  presence,. 

To  further  your  matters  to  the  kioge^  let  me  alone 

in  yournbsebce... 

Arit.  Friend  CansopbuS,  this  shall  be  done  as 

you  would  wish ; 
But  I  pray  you  te|I  mee  thus  much  by  the  wi^. 
Whither  now  from  this  place  wyll  you  take  your 

journay? 
Car,  I  wyll  not  dissemble,  that  were  against 

friendship^ 
I  goe  into  the  citie  some  knaves  to  nip. 


For  taike  with  their  goodes,  to  eocrease  the  kyn^s 

treasure,' 
&i  such  kinde  of  service  I  set  my  dieefe  pleasure : 
I'Arewel,  friend  '^  Aristippus^  now  for  a  time. 

[Esii. 
Arts,  Adewe,  friend  Cftrisophus— In  good  fisith 

now. 
Of  force  I  must  lan^  at  this  solempne  vow. 
Is  Aristippus  linkt  in  friendsUp  with  Carisophos? 
Quid  cum  tanto  anno^  taiu  phtlot(mhui  9 
They  say,  morum  tindlitudo  comuUat  omicitiaL 
Then,  how  can  this  friendship  betwene  us  two 

come  to  passe  ? 
"  We  are  as  like  in  condictoos^  as  Jacke  Fletdier 

and  his  bowlt, 
I  brought  up  in  leamyi^  but  he  is  a^rery  dolt, 
As  toiMihing  good  letters;  but  otherwise  such  a 

cmtie  knave, 
Yf  you  seeke  a  whole  reg^n,  his  lyke  you  can  not 

have: 
A  villaine  for  his  l>ie>  a  varlet  died  m  graine^ 
You  lose  money  by  him,  ^  if  you  sell  him  for  one 

.    kaavQ,  for  bee  serves  for  twaine.: 
A  iflatteryng  parasite,  a  sicophant  also^ 
A  common  accuser  of  men;  to.  the  good  an  open 

foe. 
Of  halfe  a  worde,  he  can  make  a  legend  of  lies» 
Which  he  will  advouch  with  such  tragicall  crye% 
As  though  all  were  true  that  comes  out  of  his 

mouth. 
Were  he  indeede  to  be  hanged  by  aud  by. 
He  cannot  tell  one  tale,  hut  twyse  he  must  lie. 
He  spareth  no  man*s  life  to  get  the  kinee^s  favour. 
In  which  kjpd  of  servis  he  luith  ^  su^  a  sairooiv 
That  he  wyll  never  leave.  Methinke  then,  thai  I 
Have  done  verie  wisely  to  joyne  in  friaidihip 

with  him,  lest  perhaps  I 
Connmog  in  his  way  might  be  nipt;  for  rnch 

knams  Ml  presence, 
We  see  oh  times  put  honest  men  to  silenoe : 
Yet  I  have  pUy'd  with  his  beard  in  knitting  thir 

knot, 
I  promist  friendship,  but  you  love  few  wocdest 

I  spake,  but  I  meant  '^  it  not. 
Who  markes  tliis  friendship  betwene  us  t#o^ 
JShal  judge  of  the  worldely  friendship  without  any 

moreadoo. 


9  TVjir— the,Sde<tlt«      '  x' fW«iiif— omitted  io  8d  edit 

*■  9Vtarea$  Vke  in  coridicionSf  at  J^acke  Fletcher  md  hit  ^ovfl— A  Fh/Uksr  i»  a  maker  ef  arrows^  thm 

fecke^  an  arrow,  Fr.    The  Ftetcheri  company  bad  several  charters  granted  to  theni,  thoogh  at  pmeat,  I 

MIeve,  tbey  have  only  a  nonlaal  existence.    Aristippus  meanes  to  say,  that  he  diifers  ^as  mUch  la  dlipo- 

sltioo  from  Caritopkutt  as  Jack  the  arrowtmith  varies  in  quality  firom  a  bolt  or  arrow  of  hU  own  ibakliig.  S* 

» ifjroKMliiUm/»r<iiMibi4nM,/<>rA«0Mrt^/artea<fie--^,io£^ 

CoOtovldMs 

**  There  tboa  mayst  be  called  a  knave  in  graae, 

**  Mi.  vkere  kaaves  be  scant  thou  mayest  go  for  twayne**^     >  •  t 
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It  Dsy  be  ii  r7||bt  pattern  tberof ;  but  true  fneod- 

ship  mdeede 
or  Bought  but  of  Tertoe  doth  truljr  proseede. 
Bdt  why  do  I  now  enter  into  philosophic^ 
Which  do  profesfie  the  fine  kinde  of  curtesie  ? 
I  wyU  henoe  to  the  court,  with  all  haste  I  may, 
I  thioke  the  king  be  stirriiig,  it  is  now  bright  daj. 
To  wait  at  a  piuche,  stiU  in  sight  I  meaoe, 
For  wot  je  what  ?  a  new  broome  sweepes  cleane.*^ 
As  to  hie  honor,  I  mynde  not  to  clime, 
^  I  meane  in  the  court  to  lose  no  time : 
Wherein,  happ^  man  be  his  dole,  '^  I  trust  that  I 
Shall  not  soeede  worst,  and  that  very  quickly. 

[Exit, 

Beretntreth'Dkuav  aiufPiraiAS  Uk^mariners. 

Dmm.  O  Neptune,  immortall  he  thy  prayse, 
For  that  so  safe  from  Greece  we  have  past  the  seas, 
To  this  noble  dtie  Siracosae,  where  we 
The  auDcient  raygne  of  the  Romaines  may  see. 
Whose  force  Greece  also  heretofore  hath  koowne, 
Whose  venoe  the  shrill  trump  of  fame  so  farre 

hath  blowne. 
FUk,  My  Damon,  of  right,  high  prayse  we 

ought  to  ge>e 
To  Neptune  and  aU  the  gods,  that  we  safely  dyd 

arryve. 
The  seas,  I  thinke,  with  contrary  winds  never 

raged  so, 
I  am  even  vet  so  seasicke,  ^t  1  faynt  as  I  go ; 
Therefore  fetus  get  some  lodg^  quickely* 
But  wbere  is  Stephano } 

Here  entreth  Stbphavo. 

St^h,  Not  farre  hence ;  a  pockes  take  these 
maryner  knaves, 
Not  one  would  healpe  mee  to  carry  this  stnflfe, 

such  dronken  slaves 
I  tiiinke  be  accursed  of  the  goddes  owne  moutfaes. 
Dam*  Stephano^  leave  thy  ragyng^  aud  let  us 
enter  Siracusse, 
We  wU  provide  lodg^g»  and  thou  shalt  be  eased 
of  thy  burden  by  and  by. 
Sieph^Good  mayster,  make  haste,  fori  tell  you 
playne, 
This  heavy  Imrden  puts  pom  Stephano  to  mnch 
p^yne. 


PUh,  Come  on  thy  wayes,  thou  shah  be  eased, 
and  that  anon.  [Exeunt. 

Sert  entreth  Caeisopous. 

Carts.  It  is  a  true  saying,  that  oft  hath  ben 

spoken, 
The  pitcher  goeth  so  longe  to  the  water,  that  it'^ 

commeth  home  broken. 
My  owne  proofo  this  hath  taught  me,  for,  truly,  . 

sith  I, 
in  the  citie  have  used  to  walke  very  slyly ; 
Not  with  one  can  I  meete,  that  wyU  in  taike 

joyue  with  mee. 
And  to  creepc  mto  men's  bosomes,  '^  some  taIke 

for  to  snatche. 
By  whiche,  into  one  trip  or  other,  I  might  trimly 

them  catchy 
And  90  accuse  them :  now,  not  with  one  can  I 

meete, 
That  wyl  joyne  in  taIke  with  me,  I  am  shun'd  like 

a  devill  in  the  streete. 
My  credit  is  crackte  where  I  am  knowne ;  but^  I 

heare  «iy, 
Certaine  straingers  are  arriv'd  they  were  a  good 

If,  happely,  I  might  meete  with  them:  I  fear  not  I, 
But  in  taike  I  should  trippe  them,  and  that  very 

finely. 
Whiche  thinge,  I  assure  you,  I  doo  for  myne  owne 

gayne, 
Or  cb  I  woulde  not  plodde  thus  up  and  downe,  I 

tell  vou  playne. 
Well,  I  wyU  for  a  whyle  to  the  court,  to  see 
What  Aristippus  doth ;  I  would  be  loth  in  faver 

he  snould  over  run  me ; 
He  is  a  subtile  chyld,  he  flattercth  so  finely,  that 

I  feare  mee. 
He  wyll  licke  the  fatte  from  my  lippes^  and  so 

out«wecy  mee, 
Therfore  I  wvU  not  be  longe  absent,  but  at  hand. 
That  all  his  fine  driftes  I  may  understande. 

[Exit. 

Here  entreth  Wtll  and  Jacke. 

WylL  I  wonder  what  my  master  Ari&tippua 
meanes  now  »<laiei^ 


**  Jnm  hroome  twupes  deane^ihu  Was  prdverbiaL    8c^  Ray*9  Cotleetion  of  Prowrbi,  p.  140. 

*'  Happy  man  be  his  dok~-A  proverhial  expression  often  foond  In  ancient  writers.    DoU^  Mr  Steevens 
•bscrves,  (note  to  1^9  Taming  of  the  Skrcwy  A.  I.  8. 1.)  It  any  thing  dealt. eat  or  distributed,  tliough  Its 
original  meaning  was  the  provbioa  given  away  at  th^  doors  of  great  menV  booses.    It  is  generally  writ- 
ten  6e  Ait  doUj  tboogh  Rae,  p.  1 1 0,  gives  it  as  in  the  2d.4to,  hjf  his  dolew  Sbakspeare  also  uses  the  phifse . 
in  Tie  Merry  ^ivtt  of  Windtor, 

AgaKla  irtuil»rar,  P.  1.  C.  S.  t  eST : 


'<  Let  ns  that  are  onhart  and  wholei 
.  ^  Fall  on,  and  happy  man  be's  dob." 


^  Jf--ke,Irtedii. 

yQu  J. 


^t  BffMiit-boMNiie,Medlt. 
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{E^WABPS. 


HmC  be  kMoth  fhSkmophkp  mad  teekes  '*  to 

pleaae 
Kyn<i;  Dioni^ius  with.  Mch  mery  tojes; 
In  Dionisius*  court  now  he  only  joje^ 
A%  trim  a  cOurtier  as  the. best, 
Beady  to  answer,  quicke  in  tauntesy  pleasatmt  to 

jestc,  — 

A  lustie  companion  to  devise  with  finedames. 
Whose  humour  to  feedcy  his  wylie  witte  he  frames. 
Jacke.  Bj  cocke,  as  you  say,  your  master  is  a 

nunion; 
A'fbule  coyle  he  keepes  in  this  court;  Aristippos 

alone, 
Now  rules  the  roaste  with  his  pleasant  devises, 
That  I  feare  he  wyll  put  out  of  conceit^  my  mai&- 

ter  Carisoptms. 
WjflL  Feare  not  that,  Jacke;  for  ^e  brother 

and  blather. 
They  are  knit  in  true  friendship  the  one  with  the 

other; 
They  are  fellowjesyou  knowe,  and  honest  men  both, 
Therfore  the  one  to  hinder  the  other,  they  wyll 

be  lothe. 
'  Jaeke.;  Yea,  but  I  have  heard  say  th^re  is  fal-' 

9hod  in  felowshippe. 
In  the  court  sometimes  one  geves  toother  finely 

the  slippe : 
Which  when  it  is  spied,  it  is  laugbt  out  with  a 

8C0flfe,'»  . "        .   ' 

And  with  sporting  and  playing  quietly^  shaken  of : 
In  whidie  kind  of  toymg,  thy  nutotev  hath  siicb  a 

grace, 
That  he  wyl!  never  blush^he  bath  a  #oddeu  face. 
But,  Wvil,  my  muster  hath  bees  in  his  head, 
If  bee  fynde  roee  heare  pratinge,  I  am  but  dead : 


He  is  still  trottin|  in  the  citie,  there  is  snmwhat 

in  the  wmde : 
His  lookes  bewray  his  inwarde  troubled  royndet 
Therfore  I  will  be  packingto  the  courte  by  and  by ; 
'  If  he  be  once  angry,  Ja<£e  shall  ciy,  wo  the  pye. 
WjflL  By'r  lady,  if  h  tarry  ionge  here,  of  the 

same  sauce  shall  I  tast, 
Jor  my  matter  sent  mee  on  an  errand,  and  bad 

mee  make  haste, 
Therfore  we  wyll  departe  together.        lExeunt, 

Here  entreth  Stepbavo. 

Sieph,  Ofte  times  I  have  beard,  before  I  came 
hether, 
That  no  man  can  serve  two  mmsters  together : 
A  sentenbe  so  tru^  itf  moste  men  doo  take  i^ 


At  any 4inieilfil8e,i  thai  ft»  maa  ean  iMke  it? 
And  yet  by  their  leave,  that  fivst  have  it  Bp(^ 
How  that  may  ptw^ ftUse,  (rfvea  herel  #yll  open : 
For  I^  Stepbwio,  loe,  so  nataied  by  mv  Mier, 
At'this  time  serve  two  mascer»  together. 
And  love  th^m  alyke  the  oae  arid  (fae  othbr : 
I  doly  obey,  I  can  4ot^  no  other.  ^   .  "     k  w     ^ 
A  bondman  1  ann  so  nature  <hath  wrought  me, 
One  Damon  of  Greece,  a  gemtiettan,  l^oglit  me. 
To  him  I  stande  bond,  yet  serf«  I  another. 
Whom  Damon  my  master  loves,  ashisowB  brother: 
A  gentleman  too,  and  Pithins  be  is  named. 
Fraught  with  yertue,  whom  vice  never  defamed: 
These  twoo,  since  at  schoole  they  fell  acquainted, 
In  mutuall  friendship  at  no  time  have  fainted,* 
But  loved  so  kindly  and  friendly  echo  other, 
As  thoughe  they  were  brofhera  by  father  an4 

•  mother:' 
Pnhagoras^  leanrjrnge  these  two  have  embrased, 
Which  bothe  are  in  vertue  so  narrowly  laced, 
That  all  their  whole  doings  doe  ildl  to  thb  mat, 
To  have^no  respect,  but  bnely  to  vertne: 
All  one  in  effecte,  all  one  in  their  gojnee. 
All  one  ia  their  stndr,  all  one  in  their  doyng: 
These  eentlemen.  both,  beyng  of  one  ooodidon. 
Both  luike S}f  mr  serviee  have  all  the  fruition: 
Pithias  is  joyfull,  if  Damon  be  pleased ; 
Yf  Pithias  te  served,  then  Damon  is  eased. 
Serve  one,  serve  boih,  so  neare^  vho  would  w^ 

them? 
I  thinke  they,  have  but  one  hart  betwene  them. 
In  travelyng  oountryes,  we  three  have  cxmtrived,^ 
Full  many  a  yeare;  and  this  day  arrived 
At  Siracuss  m  Sicillia,  that  auncient  towne,. 
Where  my  masters  are  lodged;  and  Tnp  and 

downe 
Go  seekyng  to  leafne  what  news  heref  are  wa&yngf 
To  harke  of  what  thy  nges  the  people  are  talkynge. 
I  lyke  not  this  soyte;  for  as  I  goe  ploddyn|e, 
I  marke  there  two,  there  three,  their  heades  al- 

wayes  noddinge, 
In  close  eecret^ise,  st^  whisperyng  togedier. 
If  I  aske  any  question,  no  man  doth  answer; 
But  sbakyni^  their  heades^  they  go  their  wayct 

speakinge, 
I  maike  how  with  teares  their  wet  eyes  are 

leakynge : 
Some  strangenesse  there  is,  tibat  breedeth  this 
**•   ■        mundge. 

Well,  I  wyll  to  my  masters,  and  tell  of  their  a«og» 
That  they  may  learne,  and  walke  wisely  together : 


«  SeeftM— seeketh,  2d  edit.  *^  5c«#«-«nice,  «d  edit.  V  ^M^fijsf— quickly,  M  edit. 

*'  we  thru  have  contrived 

FuUmmympeare^^o  confrltw,  in  thb  place,  signifles  to  wear  away,  to  spend,  fkeai  eenlcrti  Lit 
€o,  in  Shakspeare'k  Taming  of  the  Shrem^  A.  1.  S.  2.  ^ 

Please  yon  we  many  cmOrioe  this  aftenioon  ? 
jHiftiM  Amrc  contrivl  diem.    B» 
flee  also  the  Dotei  ef  Br  WailNVten  and  Dr  JehmeB  ea  the  above  Itee  in  Shakspeam 
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I  feare  we  AaJH  curse  the  time  we  came  becher. 

[£rtt 

Here  entreth  AtLivm^ts  anS  Wyll. 

Am,  Wylly  didst  thou  heare  the  Jadles  so  talk 
of  mee? 
Wbtajleth  them?  from  thatc  nippes^  *  shall  I 

never  be  ifree  ? 
.IFyfiLGood.  faitht  sb^all.tb^  iadies  m  the 

courte  do  plainly  report, 
that  without  mendon  of  themyijoa'caa  make  no 

sporte: 
they  are  yoor jplayne  soo^  ta.sii^  descant 

If  thejr  weare  not,  your  mirth  were  goo^* 
Tberforcy  masteif  jest  no  more  with  women  in 

any  wise, 
If  you  doo,  by^cpcke  yoiu  ace  lyke  to  knowe  the 

price. 
Am..uy*jr  lady»  Wyll^  this  is  good  counsel], 

ptaynely  to  jest 
Of  women,  proofe  hath  taught  mm  it  isjiot  the 

best: 
I  wyll  diange  mj  coppy,  hopr  be  it  I  care  not « 

quttich^^^ 
I  know  the  e;Rlde  horse  willjioonest  ^indie : 
Bat  leame  ttou  secretly  what  priveW  they  talke 
Of  me  in  the  courte;  among  tbemsfylyTwalke^ 
And  bring  me  true  newes  thereof. 
WyiL  I  wyll,  sir  maister,  Aeroi  have  no  doubt, 

fori, 
Wheare  they  talke  of  you,  wyll  enforme  you  pei^ 

fectly. 
Anu  Do  so,  my  boy;,  if  thou  bringe  it&aely 

tor  thy  gooa  service,  thou  shalt  go  in  thine  olde 
coote  at  Christmas.  [Exeunt. 

Here  enireth  Dahov,  I^ithias,  and  Stbpbavo. 
Dam.  Stephano,  u  all  this  true  that  thou  hast 

tolde  me? 
&iph.  Sir,  for  lies,  hetherto  ye  never  controlde 


Oh  that  we  had  never  set  foote  oo<thia  limd. 
Where  DiooiMus  raysnes  widi  so.bloody  a  hande ! 
Every  day  he  uheiuretb  so«ne  itaken  of  crueUie, 


With  blood  he  hath  filled  aU  &e  Mieetes  in  the 

dtie: 
I  tremble. to  heare  iAm  penple's  umtmuriai^  « 
I  lament,  to  see  his  most  cruell  dealyng : 
I  thinke  there  isno  suche  tyraunt  under  tbe^onne ; 
O,  my  deare  masters,  this  moroyng,what  haih  he 

done!  •     ') 

IVtmi  What  4s  that?  tell  us iinickltL    ■  .,-.  T    i- 
Stepk,  As  I  this  momyng  past  in  the  streete. 
With  i|  woCull  man,goiog  to  his  deatl^  did  I  ineete. 
Many  people  folowed,  and  I  of  oae  secretly 
Askedithe  cause,  why  he  was  condemned.  te^Sef 
Whispered  in  mine  eare,  nought  hath  he  done  but 

thus,  ,..,.'> 

^  In  sleape  he  dreamed  he  had  killed  Dionisius; 
Winch  dreame  tolde  abrode,  was  brought  to  the 

kinge  in  poate,  _        \ 

By  whome  coudemned  for  suspicion,  his  lyfe  he 

hath  lost; 
Marda  was  his  name,  as  the  people  sayde. 
PUh,  My  deare  friende  Damon,  I  blame  not 

Stephano 
For  wishyng  we  had  not  oome  bethes;  seeytge  it 

is  so. 
That  for  so  small  cause,  soohe  onidl  death  Mtk 

insue. 
Dam,  My  Pithias^  where  tirauies  raigno,  suche 

oases  are  not  new, 
Which^  fearyiu^  their  owne  state  ft>r  lyieat  craet> 

To  ait  iiist  as  they  thinke,  dooe«eente.iffaed«ly^ 
All  suche  as  any  light  suspidon  have  tainted. 
Stepk  Withsuch  quicke  karrers,  I  lyst  uol  be 

aouaioted.  i 

Dam.  So  are  they  never  in  quiet^  but  in  Mipi- 
don  styll. 
When  one  is  made  away,  they  t^e  oooasioo: ano- 
ther to  kyll : 
Ever  in  feare,  havvng  no.tmstie  (aeo4fi,VQfde-9i 

all  peopm  love^ 
And  in  thdr  own  consdenceAOontiauaUhell  they 
proove. 
Pith.  As  thynges  by  their  ^ntiaryes  are  al« 
wpiyes.l^  prooved. 
How  happie '  are  then  merdfiill  ppsm^  of  their 
peoful^  beloved  1 


*^  •  iVI|»p0»-^Caants,  or  sareasas.  ^Jee  Johnson.    If. 

^ •ia<fi«  Momg^  to  Hnge  dsMwil  upm^PUin  9<mg^  is  plmm  eauiat,  ualform  modulation.    Jk». 

CMC,  is  musical  paraphrase,  tee  a  aoteon  The  Midsu^uner  Night'i  Dream^  Vol  III.  p.  63.  f  and  another 
OB  King  Richard  111;  Vql.  Yll.  p.  6.  edit.  1778.    S.  v 

.  •'  — p  /  core  not  a  quenchWSpe&ser  has  tb'is  jford,  which,  as  Dr  Johnion  observes,  appears  to  bo 
the  nme  as  wbuL  ti  should  seem  to  be  expressive  of  some  slight  degree  of  pain,  and  in  this  instance  to 
Bsaa  the  same  as  if  the  speaker  hhd  said,  1  care  not  a JUttjr.    S.  .  .  .      «^ 

*«  ^  tisfliw  JU  dreanwd  Jte  Aed  Utted  INmMm^  A  Ute  writer  ob^ 
to  have  paaished  with  death,  one  of.Ussalgects,  for  draining  he  bad  killed  him.  I^^^^^^^J^ 
lai^iltoas^/tlmb^e  cwchtioQef  the  genaeaao,  tWho  havii^  a  white  deer  in  hli  P«hj  TT^Jj* 'f"  **^ 
by  £dward  the  Fourth,  wished  the  deer,  horw  and  all,  in  the  bcUy  of  him  that  counselled  the  kli^  to  kiU 
it,  foktrtat  in  truth  no  man  oommUed  thekingtoU:  or  than  the  attahider  awl  execution  •»  Ayra«l 
Sjdaey,  en  the  evidence  of  private  and  nnpiiuisbed  papers,  wftbeiit  imy  proof,  or  even  a  suggesuon,  es 
their  Intended  puhUcatiea.''   Prineipkt  afPvwi  Irfw,  C  xU      .  -      » 

^  Par  great  cnis2ri»-witb  crudlle,  Medit. 
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[Et)^jitinb« 


Having  sore  frieaien^rtrj  wbeare^  no  fene  doth 

toudi  tbem, 
Thev  may  safelj  spend  the  daye  |)leasantlj,  at 

night  '    "  , 

Secur^  domiiunt  in  utrumgve  aurem. 
O  my  Damon,  if  choyoe  wereoffi^  mee,  I  would 

clioose  to  he  Pithias 
As  I  am,  DamoaV  friende,  rather  then  be  king 

Dtonisius.  - 
•    Stqth.  And  food  cause  why,  for  you  are  en- 

tierly  beloved  of  one ; 
^Atid  as  fkrre  as  I  heare,  Dionisius  is  beloved  of 
•     none. 
Dam,  That  state  is  moste  miserable :  thrise 

happy  are  wee, 
Whom  true  love  hath  jeyned  in  perfect  amitve : 
Which  amitye  first  sprong,  without  vaunting  be  it 

spoken,  that  is  true, 
Of  likelines  of  matters,  tooke  roote  by  oompahy, 

and  now  is  conserved  by  vertue ; 
Whioh  vertue  alwaies  though*^  worldly  things  do 

not  frame. 
Yet  doth  she  atchive  to  her  followers  immortall 

fame: 
Wherof  if  men  were  carefull,  for  vertue's  sake  only 
They  would  honour  friendship,  and  not  for  com- 

VMxIitie  X 
But  such  as  for  profit  in  friendship  do  iTn^dce, 
When  stormes  come,  thevslide  away  sooner  thAn 

a  roan  will  thinke :  '       '        ^  ' 

My  Pithias,  the  somme  of  my  talke  falles  to  this 

Jmu^, 
To  prove  no  friendship  is  sure,  but  that  which  is 

fitrounded  on  vertue. 
•  J^k  My  Damon,  of  this  thyng  there  needes 

no  proofe  to  roee, 
The  gods  forbyd,  but  bhat  Pithias  with  Damon  in 

al<  tfatqjgs  sbuld  agre^, 
for  why  is  it  said,  amicus  alter  ipse^ 
But  that  true  friendes  should  be  two  in  body,  bat 

one  in  minde  f 
As  it  were  one  transformed  into  another,  ^hich 

against  ktnde 
Tbouih  it  seeme,  yet  in  gpod  faith,  when  I  am 

alone,  •    ^ 

If.  foif^et  I  am  Pithias,  methinkes  I  am  Damon. 
Steph,  That  could  I  never  doo,  to  forget  my- 

selfe,  full  well  I  know. 
Wheresoever  I  go,  that  I  am  pauper  Stephano: 
But  I  pray  you,  sir,  for«ll  your  philosophie^ 
Sec  that^!n  this  courte  you  waHce  very  wisely : 
You  at'e  but  itewly  6ome  hether,  beyng  straungers 

ye  knoWf  ; 

Many  eyes  are  bent  on  you  in  the  streetes  a^  ye  ^; 
Many  spies  are  abroad,  ydu  cannot  be  too  cir- 
cumspect. 
Dam.  Stephano,  became  then  art  earefuU  of 

mee  thy  master,  I  do  thee  praise ; 


Yetthinktf  thisforaMerti^noatatetodispli —  , 
By  talke,  or  otherwise :  my  friende  and  1  entende,  ^ 

we  wyll  here 
A*  men  that  come  to  see  the  soyl^  and  maner^  of 

ai  men  bf  e<rery  degree. 
Pitlitigoras  said,  that  this  worlds  warlike  a  stage,*^ 
Wfaeron  many ^lay 'their  partes:  the  k>oker»<»9 

the  sage 
Phylofophers  are,  saith  he,  whose  parte  h  to  teame 
The  maners  of  ail  nations,  ano  the  good  from    i 

die  bad  to  disoeme.  •  1 

Steph,  Good  faith,  sir,  concemynge  the  people^ 

they  are  not  gay ; 
And,  as  farreas  I  see,  they  be  mummers,  for  noa^t 

they  say. 
For  the  moste  parte,  what  so  ever  you  ashe  dieniS; 
The  soyle  is  suche,that  to  live  heare  I  cannot  lyke. 
Dam.  Thou  speakest  aooordynge  to  thy  le4r»- 

ynge,  but  I  say, 
Omne  $oIum  forti  pairia :  a  wyse  man  may  lytfe 

every  wheare ; 
Therfore,  my  deare  friende  Pithias, 
Let  us  view  this  towne  in  everie  place^  1 

And  then  consider  the  peoples  maners  also. 
Pith,  As  you  wvll,  my  Damon;  but  how  se^ 

you,  Stephano  ? 
Is  it  not  bc»t  ere  we  go  further,  to  take  some  njmalif 
Siepk,  In  faith,  I  Jyke  well  this  questioD,'-«ir: 

for  all  your  haste. 
To  eat  soinewhat,  I  pray  you,  think  it  no  foHy ; 
It  is  hie  dinner  time,  I  know  by  my-  belly.  / 

Dam,  Then  let  us  to  our  lodging  departed 

when  dinner  is  done,  -  t 

We  wyll  view  this  oitie'as  we  have  b^goiioe*     /,. 

[EsHtMf. 

Befe  eUtreth  CAnisoPUvn. 

Car.  Once  agayoc  in  hope  of  good  wynd,  I 

hoTse  up  my  savle,    . 
I  goe  into  the  citie  to  wide  som  pray  for  liiyat 

availed 
I  humr^sr  while  I  may  see  the  straungers  tha^  latelj 
Arrived,  I  were  safe  if'  once  I  might  meete  tbem 

happily.  7 

Let  them  barke  that  list  at  this  kinde  of  g^ne. 
He  is  a  fbole  that  for  his  profit  will  not  tmk^ 

paynet  ^      _    ■ .% 

Though  it  be  joyned  with  other  mens*hort,  I  care 

'   not  at  aW,  -  :  ' 

For  profit  I  wyll  accuse  any  man),  hap  wfaat  shal. 
But  soft,  sirs,  I  pray  yop  hays^i;  what  are  tbey 

that  come  b^  ? 
By  t^ieir  apparell  and  continuance^  soope  sUnogarii 

tbeyappeare.   .  , 

I  wyll  shrowde  my  selfe  secretly,  even  here  for  a 

while,  •  -  - 

To  heare  all  their  talke^  diat  I  may  them  begojie. 


J^  ISioM^ft— through,  both  editions*    The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodsley. 
V  FTof  Uifce  a  f<d^e-^i8  lyke  unto  a  stage,  8d  edit. 
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Sett  tHtretk  Damov  «iii  Stephakck 

ftepA.  A  sborte  lione  soone  curried;**  my 
belly  wasetfa  tbinBer> 
I  am  as  hungry  now,  as  when  I  went  to  dinner : 
Your  philoi^fj^icil  diet  it  so  fine  wid  saMll> 
Thtt  jott  may  eate  your  dinner  and  supper  at 
once,  and  Uot  suHaite  at  all. 
Bam,  Stephano,  much  meat  breedes  heavynes, 

.     -  tlHbne  diet  makes  thee  light. 
Si^k,  I  may  be  lighter  thereby,  bitt  I  shall  ne- 
ver run  the  faster. 
Dam.  I  have  had  sufficiently  discourse  ofamitie, 
Whidi  I  had  at  dinner  with  Pithias;  and  bis 

pteasaunt  coropanie 
Ijbtb  fully  satisfied  me ;  it  doth  mee  good  to  feede 
myne  ^es  on  him. 
SiepL  Course  or  discourse,  your  coarse  is  very 
course;  for  all  yoartalke, 
Too  had  but  one  bare  course,  and  that  was  pike, 

rise  and  walke. 
And  surely,^  for  all  your  taike  of  philosoptue, 
I  never  heard  that  a  man  with  wordes  could  fill 

his  belly. 
Feede  your  eyes,  quoth  you  ?  the  reason  from  my 

wisdom  swarveth, 
I  itared  on  you  both,  and  yet  my  beUy  stanreth. 
Dtan,  Ah  Stephano,  small  diet  maketh  a  fine 

ineroone ! 
Stqth.  I  care  not  for  your  craftie  sophistrie. 
Ton  two  ere  fine,  let  mee  be  fed  like  a  grose 

knave  styll, 
I  pray  you  licence  mee  for  awhile  to  have  my  will, 
Athoine  to  tary,  whiles  you  take  view  of  this  citie ; 
To  fynde  some  odde  victualles  in  a  corner,  I  am 
verie  wittie. 
Dam,  At  your  pleasure,  sir,  I  wyll  wayte  on 
my  selfe  this  daye, 
Yet  attende  upon  Pithias^  whiobe  for  a  purpose 

tariethat  home; 
So  doyng,  yoo  wayte  upon  mee  also. 
Steph.  with  winffis  on  my  feete  I  go.    [Exit 
Dam.  Not  in  vain  the  poet  sayeth :  Naturam 
furc6  expeUa$,  tamen  utque  recurrit 
For  trayne  up  a  bondman  never  to  so  good  a  be- 
haviour. 
Yet  in  some  pointe  of  servilitie  he  wyll  savour : 
As  l}u8  Siepliano,  trustie  to  mee  bis  master,  lov- 

yn^  and  kind^ 
Yet  toudiyiigbisbelly,a  very  bondmani  himfinde : 
Heistotie  borne  withall,beyng  so  just  aad  true, 
I  assure  yo«t,  I  would  not  chaunge  him  for  a  new : 
Bat  mee  thiokes,  this  f»  a  pleasant  citie. 
The  scate  is  gpod,^  and  yet  not  stronge,  and 
that  is  great  pitde. 


Com.  I  am  safe,  he  is  myae  owhe. 

Dam,  The  ayre  subtle  and  fioe^  the  people 

should  be  wittie. 
That  dwell  under  this  climate  in  so  pore  a  region, 
A  trimmer  plotte  I  have  uot  seene  in  my  pere- 

gnoationi 
Nothing  mislyketh  mee  in.  this  countrey. 
But  that  I  heaT%  such  motteryng^of  cruelde : 
Fame  reporteth  strange  thyn^'of  Dionisius, 
•But  kynges  matters  paosyng  Our  reache,  pe/tayne 

not  to  us. 
Carii,  Dionisius,  quoth  you  ?  nnce  die  worlde 

began. 
In  Cicilia  never  raygned  so  cruell  a  man : 
A  despightfull  drant  to  all  men,  Ijaarvayle  J, • 
That  none  makes  him  away^  and  tbat-8oaaynly« 
Dam,  My  friende^  the  goddes  forbyd  so  cruell 

a  thynge, 
That  any  man  should  lift  up  his  Bvrorde  against 

tbekynge: 
Or  seeke  other  meaoet  by  death  him  lo  pravent. 
Whom  to  rule  on  earth  the  mighde  goddes  have 
*  '  sent:  .'  ^   I  ■     • 

But,  my  friende,  leave  off  this-  talke  of  kynge 

Dionisius. 
Carii,^  Why,  sir  ?  be  cannot  hear  usu 
Dam.* What  then?  An  netetr  imtgoi  regibuf 

.et9emttmu$f. 
Itisno  safe  talkynge  of  them  thatstryke  aiarce  ofiT: 
But  leavyn^  kyogos  matters,  I  pray  you  shew  me 

this  curtesie, 
To  describe  in  few  wordes  the  state  of  thb  oide. 
A  travayler  I  am,  desirous 4o  know 
The  State  of  echo  couptrye,  wher  evef^I  go : 
Not  to  the  hurt  of  any  state,  bat  to  get  raperience 

tberby :  •     < 

It  is  not  for  nought,  that  the  poet  doth  crye :  ' 
Die  mihi  musa  virum,  capta  past  iempora  TVo^ 
Qui  mores  hominum  muUorum  vidit  et  nrhts.      ' 
In  whiche  verses,  as  some  writers  do. scan, 
The  poet  describeth  a  perfect  wife  man : 
Even  80,1  beyng  a  sranger,  addicted  tophylosophi^ 
To  see  the  state  of  countreyes  my  selfe  I  applie. 
.  Ciinj.Sir,  I  lyke  this  eotent;  but  may  I  aske 

your  name  without  soome? 
Dam*  My  mme  is  Duokmi,  weH  knowen  in  mj 

oountrejr,  a  geatlenBan  borne. 
Cans,  You  do  wisely,  to  aerche  the  state  of  eche 

comitrie, 
To  beare  intelligenee  therof,  whither  you  lust; 

hajsaspiob  -     f 

SiTf  I  pray  you,  have  padenoe  a  while,  for  I  have 

to  do  here  by: 
View  this  woake  porta  of  this  citieaa  yoa  itand, 

and  I  very  quickly         . 


**  J  skorte  karte  soaae  earrUd — See  Ray's  TroverU^  p.  156. 

^  The  maU  U  f Md— the  taU  means  fAe  situaUon,    8ee,  in  Df  Johnson's  Dictionary,  instances  of  H. 
frma  Haleigh,  Hay  ward.  Bacon,  and  B,  Jooson.    N,  '       ^  ' 

.  f|j»  PfMcaa,  ip  Macbtthf  says  ; 

««  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  fMtf.". 
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Wjll  retonrne  to  yoo  agpiyiiettuid  theo  ^W I  show 
The  state  of  aU  this  coimtne^  and  of  the  coiirte 

also.  .    :.  .,     <  [Exit. 

,.  JDmp.  I  thaakeyoafor  jour  cimilteiic.^--^i9 

chaoQceth  well  that  I 
Met  with  this  gentlemau  so  happeljr^    t 
Whiche,  as  it  aeemeth)  misliketh  some  thjnge, 
Els  he  woald  oot  talke  so  boldljr  of  the  kyt^fj^ 
And  that  Co  a  ^tranger^  But  loe  where 'hetonoies 


Here  entreth  CAftisopmrs  mnd  Snaf. 

Corii,  ^^  This  is  he  felow  Snap,  soap  him  up; 

away  with  him. 
Siuip.  Good  felowy  thou  must  go  with  mee  to 

theoouitf^ 
'Dim.  To  the  court,  sir?  and  why  ? 
Carii.  Well,  we  wyll  disoute  that  before  the 

Igrnc;  awa;  with  nym  quickly. 
Dam.  Is  this  the  curtesieywiipraiaysed  mee, 

aadchatyMcy^ate^      . 
Cam.  Away  with  hym,  I  say.     .     i 
Dam*  Use  no  violence,  I  wyll  go  with  you 

quietly,     i  .  .  [Exeunt 


Mere  entreth  ARiSTipPts. 

Arit.  Ah,  sira,  byV  lady,  Aristippus  lykes  Dio- 

nisius'  court  very  weU,     ' 
Wbiehe  istpissyng  joyea^  and  pleasttfesdoth  f  icalK 
Where  he  DAthDapiliteantu gemaUt  lecta et  auro 
JPuigentH  turgmani  zanam,      ;        i       ) 
I, have  pilied  the ihar?esi)^  and  alroke  when  the 

yron  was'hocte, 
Wheurli  spied)  my  time,  I.was>not8quemith  feo 

crave^  God  wotle. 
But  with  some  pleasant  toyes,^'  I  crept  into  the 

kinge's  bosome>  . 
For  whiche  Dionisius  gave  me  Auri  takntum 

ma§mtnii\  < 
A  large  rewarde  fmr  tso  simple  iervice»< 
What  then  ?., the  kiuge's  prayse  standeth  chiefly 

,  iniboMntifbirnessei. 
Which  tbyoge*  though  1  told  the  kyng  very  pka^ 

sandy,  •    ,t..i  ■,  -  •      ^    ' 
Yet  can  I  proove  it  hy  good  writers  of  *great  an- 

Hqiiitie : 
But  that  shall •  apt iieede  at  this ^m^t since  that 

X  have  aboundai>tIy* 
When  I  hicke  herafter^  I  wyll  aSt^lbisfoinct  of 

philoaophi<r»  .^  .  :    • 
But  now,  whereas  I  have  felt  the  kynge's  lybe- 

ralytie^  . 
As  princely  as  it  came,  I  wyll  speode  it  as  regallie : 
Money  is  ouMatfty  men  say,  and  cunraot  oemes  of 

Currendo:  r-    -  i  ,    - 

Then  wyll  I  make  money  runne,  as  his  nature 

requireth  I  trow. 


For  what  beeomes  a  phihMopher  best. 

But  to  despise  monejr  above  the  rest? 

And  yet^  i^  sp  despise  it^  huMo  have  in  store. 

Enough  to  serve  his  owne  tourney  and  somewhat 

•    •      morew  ■     *"•    i        •   »>    .    .       c  •  .- 
With  soodrie  sportes-and  tauntasy  yester  ni^t  I 

delighted  the  kinge. 
That  with  his  ;lowide^lau^iter  the^  whole  courte 

did  rin^ 
And  I  thou^t  he  laught.nfsCflAerier  than  I,  when 

I  gpt  this  money. 
But  mumbouget,  ^  fur  Ca/isophus  I  espie 
In  haste  to  oaaae  hethert'  I  must  handle  the  knave 

finely.  s 

Oh,  Carisophus,  my  deaneM  ireinde^  my  trustie 

OMBpanyoii ! 
What  newes  with  you?  where  have-  vou  been  so 

longe? 

Here  entreth  CARisoPBtJS. 

Cans,  My  best  beloved  friend,  Aristif^ms,  I 
am  come  at  last; 
I  have  not  spent  all  my  time  in  wast; 
I  have  got  a  pray,  and  that  a  g^ood  one  I  trow. 
«  Ari$,^  What  fray  is  .that  ?  faine  vroold  I  know* 
Coriff.  Such  a  crafty  spie  I  have  caught,  I  dare 
■    "     say,.  -  •  .   .       •  .   -    . 

As  never  was  in  Cidlia  before  ^his  day ; 
Suche  a  one  as  viewed  every  weake  place  in  the 

.  citie,     -  )  !  . 

Survewed  the  haven,  and  eadi  bulwarke,  in  talkt 

very  wittie ; 
And  ye%  by  somrwerdishimselfe  he  ^yd  bewiaf) 
Am,  1  thinke  so  in  good  faith,  as  you  did  ban- 
,.      ^    dle^him. 

Cans,  I  handled  him  clarUy,  I  joyned  in  talke 
•with  him  oourteouslv ; 
But  when  wee  were  entred,  1  let  him  speake  his 

ind^andl' 
Suckt  out  thus  much  of  hit  vfoides,  that  I  made 

him.  say  playnely, 
He  was  come  hether  to  kjM>w  the  state  ef  the  chic. 
Aad  not  onely  this,  bat  that  he  would  understande 
The  state  of  Djonistus'  coorte,  and  of  the  whole 

-.  .  :   X  land)-  ,   .  J- 
Which  wordes  when  I  heard,  Ii  desired  ham  lo 

staye, 
TiU  I  had  done  a  little  businepserofihe  ymy. .  ^ 
Promising  him  to  retume  agayne  quickly ;  aoid  so 

:  didoonvagre      . 
Myself  to  the  oourte  for  Saap  iUe  jlipstafie,  whicb 

Oame  and  lapenatdied  him, 
Brought  \mk  ^.  the  couii^  and,  in  the  porter'a 

lodg^  difpatcfamiihim  J 
After  I  ran  to  Dioniiin^as  fiHt-aa  I  ooyld. 
And  bewrayed  this  matter  to  him,  which  I  have 
yotttoldet    ~ - 


ii  *    nriii  I 


^  This  it  A«,  &C.— This  is  the,  Ac.  2d  edit. 
^*  Jhmb«uget^n  cant  term  for  be  silent  i  mum  t 
Am  Page,  In  The  Merr$  fTivss  of  Windsor.  . 


^*  2Vytf--tyoe,lsledit 
ll«i^«t  are  the  words  made  «e  of  by^loiacr  i 
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Wluch  thinge  when  bee  heard/  beie^e^Verj  merj 

helbre^  -' 
He  soddaioly  fell  in  daniF^end>fofliyng  Hke  a  bore, 
Ac  last,  heewore  in  great  rs^  that  be  should  die 
fi/tbe  sworde,  or  the  wheele,  and  that  very  shortly. 
I  am  too  thamefast  for  my  trovell  and  toyle, 
I  cfQYe  Dothinge  of  Dionisius,  but  onely  his  spoyle : 
Lide  hatb  be  about  him,  but  a  few  motheaten 
^  crowpes  of  golde, 

Cba  poocht  them  up  all  readie,  they  are  sure  b 

hold;     .  I     .  .     '    . 
And  now  I  goe  into  the  citie,  to  say  sooth. 
To  see  what  he  bath  at  bb  lod^nge,  to  make  np 
my  month.  • 
Ami.  My  Cariaopho^  yon  bare  don  good  ser- 

▼ice ;  bat  what  the  spie's  name  ? 
Cans,  He  is  called  Damon,  borne  in  Greece^ 

from  whence  latly  he  came. 
Jn$»  By  mv  trouth,  I  will  soe  see  him,  and 

N    ;    apett  with  him  tobirl  may. 
Cone  Doo  8o^  I  pray  yon ;  but  yet  by  the  way. 
As  oocMion  seiveth,  commende  my  service  lo  the 

kinge. 
^  ^AtiflL  DkimmtapimH  tat^  i  friead  Caiiso- 

phus,  shal  I  forget  chat  thinge  ? 
No,  I  warrant  you,ithougbl  say  little  to  your  face, 
I  wyll  lay  on  with  my  mouth  for  yon  to  Dioninns, 

when  I  am  in  place. 
If  I  speake  one  worde  for  soch  a  knave,  hang 
'  mee.  [Exit. 

Caris,  Dor  fine  philosopher,  oar  trimme  learned 
/    '     i  ■  eWf,-- 

Is  gone  to  see  as  false  a  spie  as  himselfe : 
Damon  smatters  as  well  as  he|  of  craftie  pbilo- 

i  iopbie. 
And  can  tonme  cat  in  the  panne  '^  very  pretiljr : 
JlarCariaophns  had^  geren  him  such  a  nkightie 

cnedke, 
^I  ffinke  an  the  cade  will  bveake  his  neoket 
What  care  I  for  that  ?  why  would  ^  be  then  prie, 
iknd  IcBTtte  the  secret  estate  of  our  tionntrey  and 

dtie? 
*Beii4wt  a  stranger,  Vf  his  fall  let  others  be  wise, 
I  care  not  who  fall,  so  that  I  may  ryse : 
As  for  fine  Aristippoa^  I  wyll  keepe  in  miii  bym. 


He  is  a  Arewde  fbole  to  deals  mthaSi^  Im^mm 

swym : 
And  yet  ^  my  tronib,  ^'ta  ^eake  ray  ooascieoote 

I  wyH  use  ms' friendship  to  myne  owne  oommo- 

dytie: 
While  Dionisins  favonreth  hiin,  Anstippos  sbal 

be  mine; 
Bat  if  the  kyng  onoe  frowne  oa  him,  tbeagpod 

night,  Tomaline : 
He  shal  be  as  etraooge^  as^tbougbol  aever  saw 

^        >  jhym  befbve. 
But  I  tarie  too  longe,  I  wyll  prate  no  more : 
Jacke,  6omk  awaye. 
Jacke,  At  hande,  syr.  t  >     .   -. 

Ctuii,  At  Damon's  lodmg  if  that  von  sea '  > 
Any  stnrre  to  arise,  be  styll  at  hande  by  mee : 
Rather  then  I  wyll  lose  the  spoyle,  I  wyll  blade 

it  out.  lExeuni. 

Here  mUfeih  Pitkias  and  SrEPnAiia 

Pith,  What  straunge  newes  are  these,-  ah,  my 
Stephano? 
Is  my  Damon  ia  pryson,  as  the  voyce  doth  get? 
Steph.  It  is  tme^  oh  craell  happe !  he  is  taken 
for  a  spie, 
And  as  they  say,  by  Dienisine'  own  mouth  con*  ^ 
dempncd  to  diie. 
Fith,  To  die }  alas !  for  what  cause  ? 
StepK  A  sicopbant  falsely accnsed  bym;  other 
cause  there  is  none : 
But,  oh  Jupiter,  of  all  wronges  the  revenger, 
Seest  thou  this  unjustice^  and  will  thou* stay  any 

longer 
From  heaven'  to  sonde  downe  tiiy  bot  oonsumyng 

fire,     •  > 

To  destroy  the  workers  of  wronge^  whiche  pro- 
voke thy  just  ire  f  > 
Alas !  maister  Pitmas,  what  shall  we  do? 
Being  in  a  strange  countreyy  voyde ^of  friendei^ 
and  acquaintance  too.       -^  . 
Ah,  poor  Stephano,  hast  thou  lived  to  eee  this  daye  r 
To  see  thv  true  maister  unjustly  made  away  ? 
Fith.  Stephano^  see^  the  noatter  is  come  to 
this  eiCremytie,  • 


-  ^  Tbiinie  c^H^iii  panm  a  preveibial  expression,  of  which  It  b  difficult  to  give  a  satiifaetory  ex* 
plaoation,  thoogh  the  meanhig  of  it  is  sofficlently  ol^vioas.  A  gentlemao,  who  formerly  wrote  In  The  Gen" 
UemtaCe  Magazine  ander  a  feigned  name,  supposes  the  word  cat  sboold  be  changed  to  eate  i  **  An  old  word 
tot  a  cofce,  or  other  aumaUtte^  which  bdUig  usually  JHed^  and  eooeqneotly  turn'd  in  the  jmw,  does  therefore 
very  aptly  express  the  changing  of  sides  in  politics  or  religion,  or,  as  we  otherwise  say,  the  taming  ene^e 
CMf.**— Otffit  Mag.  1154,  p.  66.  Another  writer^  however,  gives  the  fottewug  explaoaUon  of  it :  '«  C«* 
*Hpn^'io  tarn  catipam,  firoai  a  people  called  Catipani,  In  Calahria  and  JpuUa,  who  got  an  ill  name  by  rea- 
son of  tiMir  perfidy ;  very  folsely  by  as  called  Cat  in  pan.**— Ibid.  p.  172. 

^  WaM.--skmiUi^24tdii 

3s  _  fo  ijMuiJfcc  DIM  conicicncc  Blgiunchf- 

IwsQtmhisJHetMipton^n^atmcommoA^lp-^comma^  So,  in  the  former  part 

of  this  play,  p.  7«w 

**  they  would  hononr  friendship,  and  not  for  commoditie,^ 

MiagjQka^A»t.S.%t 

CMMiMf^y,  the  bias  of  the  world. 
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[l^DlirAtaib' 


Let  us  make  veitoe  oar  friendy  of  metre  oeces^ 

sytie: 
Riimie  thoQ  to  the  court,  and  uoderstand  secfetlv 
As  Diucfae  as  thou  canst  of  Damon's  cause,  and  I 
Will  make  some  meanes  to  entreat  Aristippus : 
He  can  do  much,  as  I  beare,  with  king  Dionisius. 
Siepk,  I  am  gone,  sir — ah,  I  woukl  to  God  my 

travayle  and  payne 
If  yg^t  restore  my  mayster  to  his  lybertie  agimie ! 

\  Pith,  Ah  wofall  Pithias !  sathenow  I  am  atone, 
What  way  shall  I  first  beginne  to  make  my  mone  ? 
What  wordes  shall  I  finde  apt  for  my  complaynte  f 
Damon,  my  friend,  my  joy,  my  life,  is  in  peril,  of 

iorce  I  most  now  faint 
But,  oh  musicke,  as  in  joyfull  tunes  thy  roery 

notes  I  did  borrow, 
So  now  lend  meo  thy  yenifuli  tunes,  to  utter  my 


Here  Pithias  tinges,  and  the  regaUei^  play, 

Amake,  yee  wqfuU  wightet^ 

That  longe  have  wept  in  woe  t 
JUtipie  to  mee  wmr  plaintet  and  teares, 

'My  haplette  hap  to  tho. 
My  wo  no  tongue  can  teU, 
Jfeoen  can  well  de$crie : 
O  what  a  death  ii  thk  to  heare  ! 
Damon,  myfriende,  mutt  die. 

The  lotte  of  worldly  wealth, 

Mannet  wisdome  may  restore, 
And  phisicke  hath  prindded  too 

A  sahefor  every  sore  ; 
But  my  true/rende  once  lost, 
No  arte  can  well  supvlie : 

Then,  what  a  death  is  this  to  heare  ! 
Damon,  my  friend,  must  die. 

Mymouth  refuse  thefoode, 

That  should  my  Ummes  sustaine  ; 
Jjet  sorow  sinke  into  my  brest, 
And  ransacke  every  vayne  : 
Youfriries  ali  at  once 
On  me  your  tormentes  trie  t 

Why  should  I  liveysince  that^f  Iheare 
Damon, myfriende,  must ^*  die! 

Grv^mt,yougredygre^Sf 
And  present  pangues  rfdeathf 


You  systers  thre^  with  cruell  handet. 
With  speede  come^^  stop  my  breath: 
Shrine  me  in  clay  aliVe, 
Some  good  man  stop  mine  eye : 
O  death  com  now,  seeing  I  heara 
Damon,  my  friend,  must  die. 

He  speaketh  this  t^er  the  Songe. 

In  Taine  I  call  for  death,  which  heareth  not  m^ 

complaint » 
But  what  wisdome  is  this,  in  such  extremytie  It 

faint? 
Multumjuvat  in  re  mala  animus  honus^ 
1  wyll  to  the  courte  myselfe,  to  make  friendi^ 

and  that  presently 
I  wyll  never  forsake  my  friend  in  time  of  miscri^^ 
But  do  I  see  Stephano  amazed  hether  to  lonnef 

Here  entreth  Stepbako. 

Stepk.  Q  Pithias,  Pithias,  we  are  aU  undone ! 
Mine  owne  eares  have  socked  in  mine  ownesorrew; 
I  beard  Dionisius  sweare,  that  Damon  should  6h 

to-morrow. 
Pith.  How  eamest  thou  so  neaie  the  pretence 

of  the  kynge, 
That  thoo  mightest  heare  Diotisits  speake  tUi 

thynge? 
Steph.  By  friendship  J  gate  into  the  coorte, 

where^  in  ^rtat  audience^ 
I  heard  Dionisius  with  his  owne  mouth  gere  tfab 

crueM  sentence, 
By  these  expresse  wordes :  that  Damon  the  Greekc^ 

that  craflie  spie, 
Without  fartherjudgement,  to-morrow  shoald  dki: 
Beleere  mee,  Fithlas,  with  these  earea  I  heard  it 

myselfe. 
Pith.  Tlten  bow  neare  is  my  death  idso  ?  i^ 

wo  is  mee  I 
Ah,  my  Damon,  another  myselfe ;  shall  I  foregt 

theef 
Steph.  Syr,  there  is  no  tyme  of  lameotyqg  do«» 

it  behoveth  us 
To  make  meanes  to  them  which  can  doo  mock 

with  Dionisius, 
That  he  be  not  made  awaye,  ere  hit  ctaae  be 

fully  heard ;  for  we  see, 
By  evyll  reporte,  thynges  be  made  to  princes  farre 

worse  then  they  bee. 
But  lo,  yonder  commeth  Aristippu%  in  great  fa* 

Toor  with  kyng  Dioni^ua^ 


3^  RegaUe^^rtgnU  sorta  di  ttnnnento  timile  all*  oigano,  mafnlnore.  AUieri  Dizion.  Ital.  ed«  InC* 
Lord  Bacon  distinguishes  between  the  regal  aad  the  organ  in  a  vAntmer  which  shews  thete  to  he  fai8tfif« 
ments  of  the  same  claa.  "  The  sounds  that  produce  tones  ate  ever  from  such  bodies  as  have  their  parli 
and  pores  eqaal,  as  are  aigbtlflgale  pipes  of  r^gab  or  organs.**— iVa<.  Hist.  Cent.  S.  Sect.  102.  Birt,  not- 
withstanding  these  authorities,  the  appellatlTC  regal  has  given  grrat  tronble  to  the  lexicogranher,  whose 
sentiments  with  regard  to  Its  signification  are  collected  and  broucfat  Ihto  one  point  of  view  by  8lr  Joha 
Hawkins,  In  his  History  ofMusick,  Vol.  1 1,  p.  448.  from  whence  this  note  is  extracted.  See  alsa  a  noCe» 
by  the  Hon.  Dafaies  Barrington,  to  Htimtst,  A.  8.  8.  It.  In  the  edition  of  Shakspeare  1773,  emitted  la  that 
•fl778, 

37  Sin$e  that-seeing,  9d  edliu  3S  jnnf^^bonld,  1st  edit.  ^9  Coms-i^w,  1st  ediU 
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EoMtt  hym  to  speake  a  good  worde  to  thekynge 

for  us: 
And  in  the  meaoe  sea^O)  I  wyll  to  your  lodmg, 

to  see  all  thyoges  safe  there.    >    {Exit, 
FBkTo  that  I  agree ;  but  let  ua  slip  aaide^  his 

talke  to  beare. 

Here  entreth  Aristippus. 

'  Ark,  Here  is  a  sodayne  cbaooge  iudeede,  a 

strange  roetamorphosis, 
Thiscoarte  is  cleaoe  altered,  who  would  haye 

thought  this  ? 
I^ojsius  of  late  so  pleasant  and  mery, 
H  quite  ehangedtiow  into  suche  melaucholyy 
That  nothing  can  please  byoi ;  he  waLk^th  up  and 

downe, 
Frettii^  and  chafyng,  on  everie  man  ho  dotli 

firowne^ 
lb  90  mnchy  that  when  I  in  pleasant  wordes  began 

to  pl6y. 
So  sternly  he  frowned  on.mee^  and  koit  me  up  so 
^  short, 

I  perceyvc  it  is  no  safe  playing  with  lyons,  but 

w1^  it  please  ihem  ; 
If  yoQ  daw  where  k  itch  not,  you  >haU  disease 
*  theSS, 

And  so  perhafKB  get  a  clop :  myne  owne  .^proofe 

taught  n^ee  this,  j. 
That  it  is  vsery  godd  to  be  inery  and  wise :.  . . 
The  ouely  cause  of  this  hutly-bu.rjy  ^9  Carisophus, 

that  ti^<^d  jnan,  . 

WliFc^  lately  tobke  Damun  for.  a  spif,  a  poore 

gentleman: 
And  IbatH  inceaced  the  kyoge  against,  him. so  do* 

kpioktfully, ' 
IVt  DionistUA  hat^  jpdged  him  to-morqw  to  die. 
i-HiiTe  talkt  with  Damon,'w(iom  uipugh  in  words 

I  found  veiy  wittie,  , 

IWwas  he  noore  cunous  than  wi^  in  vifewyiig 

^this  citi^ : 
Bft  trolj^  JTor  aught  I  tan  leame,  there  is  no  cause 

why  ,  . 

Sb  sodenly  and  cruelly  he  should  be  cyudempoed 

.        ^  to  di^: 
How  so  Wop  it  be,  this  is  the  short  and  ionge* 
I  dare  net  gainsay  the  kynge,  be  it  riglit  or  ^rqng:: 
I  am  so^'y  add  that  is  ail  I  may  or  can  doo  in  this 

Noog^  ar^yleth  peraiwa^ion,  where  (xpwarde  opi- 
nion weth  place. 
Pith,  Sir,  if  humble  sutes  you  would  uqt  dispise, 
TbcD  bow  on  ^  mec  your  pitifuU  eyes : 
My  name  i%  Pithias,  in  Greece  well  kn^wnr^ 
A  perfect  friend  to  that  wofoU  Damon, 
Wfajcbe  now  a  poore  captive  iu  this  eourte  doth  lie, 
By  the  kisgesowne  mouth,  as  I  here^condemsed 


For  whom  I  crave  your  mastership's  goodnesse, 
To  stand  his  friende  in  tlus  his  great  distresse  ; 
Nought  hath  he  done  worthy  of  death,  but  very 

fondly. 
Being  a  straunger,  he  vewed  this  citie, 
For  no  e?ill  practises,  but  to  feede  his  eyes. 
But  seing  Dionisius  is  informed  otliei-wlsc. 
My  suto  is  to  you,  wlien  you  see  time  and  place», 
To  asswase  the  kinges  ang^r,  and  to  purchase 

his  grace; 
In  which  doovng,  you  shall  not  doo  good  to  oner 

onely^ 
But  you  shall  further  too,  and  that  fully.         "^ 
ArU.  My  friend,  «  thw  <»««  ^  can  doo  yoa  no 

pleasure.     . 
Pith.  Svr,  you  serve  io  the  court,  as  fame  doth 

tell.     ,  . 

Aris,  I  am  of  the  court  indeed,  but  none  of 

the  coonsell. 
Pithf  As  1  heare,  none  is  in  greater  favour 

with  the  kin^  then  yui  at  this  day. 
AriM.  The  more  in  favour  the  lesse  1  dare  say. 
Pith.^  It  is  a  courtier's  prayse  to  Uelpe  strain- 

gers  in  miscrie. 
Aris.  To  heipe  an  other,  and  hurte  my^elfe,  it 

is  an  evyU  point  of  courtesie* 
Pith.  Yo»  sliaJL  not  hurt  yourselfe  to  qieake 

fpr  the-.inuoceiit. 
Arit,  He  is  not  inuocent,  whom  the  kinge  jodgeth 
nooent,  .. .  .     > 
!    Pith,  Why,  sir,  doo  you  thinke  this  matter  pvte 
aU  remedied     * 
Aris,  So  furr  past,  timt  Dionisius  hath  sworne, 

Daqrion  to-morow  shall  die. 
Pith,  This  word  my  trembling  4ieart.cuttetb  n 
I        .        two: 

Ah,  sir,  in  this  woAill  case  what  wist  I  best  to  doo  ? 
Aris,  Best  to  content  yourselfe,  when  there  is 
noremfidie,  - 
He  is  well  re}i?ed  that  forknoweth  his  miserie  i] 
Yet  if  any  comfort  1^  it  r^etb  ia  £ubuhi% 
The  chieicstcoMu^lloun  about  kingo  Dionisius : 
Which  pittieth  Damon's  casein  diis^grea^t  extre* 

mitie,  .  s 

Parswfcfyng  the  kyage  from  all  kynde  of  croeltie. 
J^*<A,vThe  miglitie  gods,  preserve  you,  for  this 
woi'de  of  comforte : 
Takyng  my  leave  of  your  goodncasa^  I  will  Jiow  re* 

aorte    - 
To  Eubulus,  that  good  ooonseller ; 
But  hftdie,  metliiiike  I  heare  a  t^ompet  blow. 
Aris.  The  kyng  is  at  hande,  stande  close  in  the 
.pn-ease,^' bewai>e,  if  he  know 
Yo^are  friend  to  Damon,  he  wyU  take  yo«  for  1^ 

spiealso: 
Farewel,  I  dare  not  bo  Hcne  with  y^ 


?•  Ojt-Hn^»5Medtt, 


^  Pmim    cfOwd> 


Digitized  by 


Google 


^i 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


I^HWASViU 


Berii  entreth  Ki/ng  DroHisius,  EtBULrs  the 
Counullar,  and  G&onmo  the  Hangman. 

Dion.  Gronno,  doo  my  cominaimdement,  strike 
of  Damon's  irons  by  and  by, 
Then  bryng  hym  foorth,  I  myselfe  will  see  him 
executed  presently. 
Oron.  O  mightie  king,  your  tommaundemeot 

wyll  I  doo  speedely. 
Dion.  Eubuius,  thou  hast  calked  in  vaine^  for 
sure  he  shall  die. 
Shall  I  fufibr  my  lyfe  to  stand  in  pieryll  of  everie 
spie? 
Buh,  That  he  conspired  against  your  person, 
his  accuser  cannot  say. 
He  Only  viewed  your  citie,  jAud  wyll  you  for  tbat 
make  Him  away  ? 
Dion,  What  he  would  hftve  done,  the  gesse  is 
great,  he  minded  mee  to  hurt, 
That  came  so  slyly,  to  serch  out  the  secret  estate 

of  my  cOurte : 
Shall  I  styll  lye  iu  feare?  no,  no;  I  wyll  cot  off 

such  impes  betime. 

Least  that  to  my  farther  daunger  too  hie  they  clime. 

Enb.  Yet  have  the  mightie  guddes  immortall 

fame  assigned 

To  Alt^orldly  princes,  whicheinmercie  bcinctined. 

Dion.  Let  fame  taike  what  she  lyst,  so  I  may 

lyve  in  safetie. 
Etth.  The  onely  meane  to  that,  is,  to  use  mercie. 
Didh.  A  milde  prince  the  people  drspiseth. 
Eub,  A  cruell  kinge  the  people  hateth. 
Dion.  Let  them  hate  me,  so  they  feare  mee. 
Eub.  That  is  not  the  way  to  lyve  in  safetie. 
Dion.  My  sword  and  power  shall  purchase  my 

ouietnesse. 
Eub.  Tnat  is  sooner  procured  by  mercy  and 

gentlenesse. 
Dion.  Dionisius  ought  to  be  feared. 
Eub.  Better  for  him  to  be  wel  beloved. 
Dion.  Fortune  maketh  all  thioges  subject  to 

my  power. 
Enb,  Beieeve  her  not,  she  is  a  light  goddeste, 

she  can  laugh  and  lowre. 
iHoH.  A  kinges  prayse  standeth  in  the  reven- 
ging of  his  enemie. 
Eub.  A  greater  prayse  to  winne  him  by  cle- 

-  mencie. 
J>um.To  sqtfer  the  wicked  to  live,  it isno  mercie. 
Eub.  To  kill  the  innocent,  it  is  great  croeltie. 
Dion.  Is  Damon  innocent,  which  so  craftely 
miderminded  Carisophus, 
To  undersftand  what  be  could  of  kinge  Dionisius? 
Which  fturvewed  the  haven,  and  eclie  bulwarcke 

in  the  citie. 
Where  battri'e  might  be  layde,  what  way  best  to 

approche?  shall  I 
Sufier  such  a  one  to  live  that  worketh  mee  such 
dispite  ? 


No,  he  shall  die;  then  I  am  stffe^  a  deid  doggB 

cannot  bite. 
JBwk  Bat  yet,  O  mightie  king^o^dotiebindeth 

mee 
To  geve  sucb  eoonsell,  fis  with  yoor  iionoi^  teay 

best  agree : 
The  strongest  pillers  of  princely  dignitie, 
I  finde  is^  justice  with  mercy  and  prudent  li- 

beralitie: 
The  one  judgeth.aU  thinges  by  upright  equitie; 
The  other  rewardeth  the  worthy,  flying  ecbe  ezr* 

tremitie. 
As  to  spare  those  which  ofiend  malidoosl^, 
It  may  be  called  no  justice,  but  eztrearoe  injorie : 
So  upon  suspicion  of  eche  thinge  not  well  proved, 
To  put  to  death  presently  whom  envious  flattery 

accused. 
It  seemeth  of  tiranny  ;  and  upon  what  fickle 

ground  al  tirants  doo  stand, 
Athene^  and  Laoedemon  can  teache  you,  if  it  he 

rightly  scande. 
And  not  only  these  citeaens,  but  who  curiously 

seekes 
The  whole  histories  of  all  the  workJ,  not  only  of 

Eomaines  and  Greekes, 
Shall  well  perceyvb  of  all  tirauntes  the  rainousfall. 
Their  state  nncertaine,  beloved  of  none^  but  ba- 
ted of  all. 
Of  merdfuH  princes,  to  aete  out  tfaeir  passyng 

felycide, 
I  ncede  not,  ynough  of  that  even  tbese  dayes  do 

testifie; 
They  live  devoid  of  feare,  their  sleapes  are  sound, 

they  dreed  no  enemie. 
They  ore  feared  and  loved  :  and  why  ?  they  rule 

with  justice  and  mercie, 
Extendyng  justice  to  such  as  wickedly  from  jusp 

tice  have  swarved, 
Mercie  unto  those  where  opinion  simplenesae  have 

mercie  deserved. 
Of  lyhertie  nought  1  say,  but  only  this  thynge, 
Lybertie  upholdeth  the  state  of  a  kynge ; 
Whose  large  bountifulnesse  ought  to  fall  to  thit 

issue. 
To  rewarde  none  but  such  as  deserve  it  for  vertoe. 
Whiche  mercifull  justice  if  yon  woukl  folow,  and 

provident  liberalytie, 
Neither  the  caterpillers  of  all  courtes,  et  Jruges 

cottsuner9  nati, 
Parasites  with  wealtli  puft  up,  shoakl  not  looke  so 

hie; 
Nor  yet,  for  this  simple  fact,poore  Damon  ^milde 

die. 
Dion.  With  payne  mine  eares  have  heard  this 

vayne  talke  of  mercie ;  . 
I  tell  thee,  feare  and  terrour  defendeth  kynges 

onely ; 
Tyll  he  be  gone  whome  I  suspect,  how  shall  I  lyv^ 

quietlye, 
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Wfhom  nemorie  with  cUllii^  horror  61s  iqy  hvcm 

day  and  night  violently  ? 
My  drcadfni  dreAmes  oC  biin  berpv^s  my  rest; 

on  bed  I  lie 
^bakyog  ami  trmnh^iiigi  as  oi>e  ready  to  yeld#  Us 

throate  to  PamoQ*s  sword : 
This  qaaky^  dread>  nothyng  but  Damon^s  blogd 

'  can  stay. 
Better  he  die  then  I  to  be  tonneated  with  feare 

alway : 
He  shall  die,  thoi^h  Eubulus  consent  not  thereto, 
It  is  lawCuU  for  kinges,  as  they  list,  all  thyoges  to 

dooJ 

Sere  Grokko  hringeth  in  Damon,  and  Pithias 
tifeetetk  him  htf  the  way, 
Fith.  Oh,  n^y  DaiDon  I 
Daa^  Oh,  ray  Pithias,  seying  dea^  qii^t  parte 

us,  farewel  for  ever. 
TUK  Oh)  Daoion,  oh,  ray  sweete  frieade  I 
Snap.  Away  froai  the  piysopory  what  a  prease 

hfive  we  here  ? 
Orcn.  As  yoa  commanded,  O  mighty  kinge, 

we  Imve  brought  Daji)«>i). 
Dion.  Then  go  to,  make  ready,  X  will  not  stirre 
out  of  this  place. 
Till  I  sec  his  hea4  stroken  off  before  mj  fa^ 
Gran^lt  shall  be  done,  sir;  because  your  eyes 
have  made  such  a  doo, 
I  wyl  knock  down  this  your  lantern,  and  shiif  up 
your  shop-window  too. 
Dem.  O,  mightie  king,  whereas  no  trueth  my 
innocent  Ivfe  can  save. 
Bat  that  so  greedily  yon  thirst  ^^  my  giltlesse 

bloud  to  have, 
Albeit,  even  in  thought,  I  had  not  **  ought  against 

your  person : 
Yet  now  I  plead  not  for  lyfe,  ne  wyll  I  crave 

your  pardon ; 
But  seyng  in  Greece,  ray  countreyy  where  well  I 

am  knowne, 
I  have  worldly  thioges  fit  for  mine  aliance,  when 

I  am  gone, 
To  dbpose  them  or  I  die,  if  I  mij^ht  obtaine  leasure, 
I  would  accovpt  it,  O  kyog,  for  a  passyng  great 

pleasure : 
Not  to  prolong  ray  lyie  tberby,  for  which  I  reken 

not  this, 
jEh|^  to  set  ^  thynges  in  a  stay>  foid  sqreiy  I  wyll 
Botraisse, 


Upoa  the  faith  which  all  gentykaeB  ot^ht  to  ear 

brace, 
To  r^tvme  aeayne  at  yoqr  time  to  appoynte^  to 

yedd  luy  body  here  in  this  place. 
GrauQt  rae,  O  kinge,  such  time  to  dispatch  thia 

injurie. 
And  X  wy|1  not  fayle  when  you  appobt^  even 

here  lay  lyfe  to  pay.  ** 
PAm.  A  plea2*ant  request !  as  though  I  could 

trus(  him  absent. 
Whom  in  no  wise  I  cannot  trust  beioge  present; 
And  yet  though  (  swfre  the  contrarici  doo  that  I 

require, 
Geve  mee  a  pk(|g9  for  ^hy  r$turne»  and  have 

thiftP  Q?y»  desire. 
He  is  as  nere  now  as  he  was  before. 
Dflm*  Tb(sre  is  no  surer  nor  grater  pledge 

then  the  faith  of  a  geatlemag. 
Di<m.  It  was  wopt  to  be,  but  other^yise  now 

the  yvorld  duth  stfode ; 
The^efpre  doo  as  I  soy,  els  pres^tly  yedd  thgr 

neckfi  to  the  swonl. 
If  I  miglit  with  my  honour,  I  would  recall  my 

worde. 
Fiik»  3taiid  to  your  worde,  O  kinge,  for  kiflgaa 

ought  nothing  say,    . 
But  that  tbiSy  would  per£>rme  in  per^^o^ 

qjway. 
A  pledge  you  did  require  when  Damon  his  sote 

didm«eye» 
For  which  witii  heart  and  stretched  handes  most 

humble  thankes  I  g»ve : 
And  that  you  may  not  say  but  Damonhatha  frinde. 
That  loves  him  better  then  his  owne  life,  i^d  will 

doo  to  his  ende. 
Take  mee,  O  mightie  king,  my  lyfe  I  i^wne  ^ 

for  his, 
Strike  off  my  head,  if  Damon  hap  at  h^  4ay  for 

to  misse. 
Dion.  What  art  thou  that  chargest  me  with  my 

ivorde  so  boldly  here? 
Pilh.  I  am  Pithias,  a  Ureeke  bom,  wluch  bolde 

Damon  my  friend  full  deare. 
Lion.  To  dere  perhaps  to  hazard  thy  life  for 

him :  what  fondness  ^^  moveth  thee  ? 
PitL  No  fondnesse  at  all,  but  perfect  amitie. 
Dion.  A  mad  kinde  of  amitie  f  advise  tliyself 

well ;  if  Damon  fayle  at  liis  ({ay, 
Which  sbil  be  justly  appointed,  wilt  thou  die  for 

him^.to  mee  ms  lyfe  to  pay  ? 


43  T^frff— ihrart,  1st  edit. 

44  Etmimikaugkiy  I kad  im«— even  for  tboagbt,  for  I  had. not;  both  tdUions.    The  alterations  h^ 
Mr  Dodsley.  ' 

45  i^ay^yeeide  speedily,  2d  edit.  ♦*  Jpame^to  pawne,  2d  edit. 
^^  Fondnets^Mly.    Thus  Spenser,  in  bis  soanets : 


**  FondneMt  it  were  for  any,  being  free, 
To  covet  fetters,.tlieugh  tbey  golden  be." 
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PUh»  Most  wyllinf^ly,  O  mtghtie  kyng ;  if  Dft- 

moi)  fayle  let  Pithias  die. 
Dion.  Thuu  seeniest  to  trtist  his  wordts,  tbat 

pawneat  thy  lyfe  so  franckly. 
Pith.  What  Damon  saith,  Pithias  beleTeth  as* 

sured'y. 
Dion.  Take  heede,  for  life  worldly  men  breake 

promise  in  many  thrnges. 
PiM.VTbough  worldly  men  doo  so,  it  never 

happes  amongst  friendes. 
Dibn.  What  ml  lest  thou  friendes,  are  they  not 

men  ?  is  not  tliis  true? 
Fitk,  Men  they  be,  but  such  men  as  love  one 

irdotlier  onely  for  Tertne. 
Dion,  For  what  rertue  doste  thou  love  this 

spie,  ihis  Damon  ? 
JPiih.  F«r  that  Tertue  which  yet  to  you  is  un- 

knowne. 
Dhn,  Eubolus,  what  shall  I  doo  ?  I  would  dis- 
patch tltis  Damon  fnyne, 
But  this  foolish  felow  so  chargeth  mee,  that  I 

qnay  not  call  back  my  worde  againe. 
'.    Euh.  The  leverent  majestie  of  a  king  stands 

chieflie  in  keeping  his  promise. 
What  you  have  sayde  tliis  whole  courte  beareth 

witoessf. 
Smve  your  honour  whatsoever  you  doo. 

Dion.  For  saveing  mine  honour,  1  must  for^ 
benre  my  wyll.    Go  to, 
Pithias,  seeing  thou  tookest  me  at  my  word,  take 

Dirmon  to  thee, 
For  two  monthes  be  is  thine,  unbinde  him,  I  set 

him  free ; 
Which  dme  once  expired,  yf  he  »ppeare  not  the 

next  day  by  noone, 
Witho«t  further  delay  thou  shalt  lose  thy  lyfe, 

and  that  full  soone. 
Whether  he  die  by  the  way,  or  lie  sick  in  his  bedd. 
If  he  retournc  not  tlien,  thou  shalt  either  hange 
or  lose  rhy  head. 
Pith,  For  this,  O  migbtie  kinge,  I  yeld  immor- 

taJl  thankes.    O  joyfull  da^r  \ 
Dion,  Gninno,  take  him  to  thee,  bind  liim,  see 
him  kept  in  Kifetie. 
If  he  escape,  assure  thyselfe  for  him  thou  shalt  die. 
Eubulus,  let  us  departe,  to  talke  of  this  btraunge 
thinge  within. 
Eub,  I  folowe.  [Exeunt, 

Gron,  Damon,  thou  servest  the  gods  well  to- 
d.ny,  be  thou  of  comfort. 
As  for  you,  sir,  I  thinke  you  will  be  hanged  in 

sporre. 
You  heard  who t  the  kinge  sayde?  I  must  kepe 

you  safely : 
By  cocke,  ho  I  wyll,  you  shall  rather  hange  then  I. 
Come  on  your  way. 
Pith,  My  Damon,  farewcl ;  the  gods  have  thee 

ill  kepeinc. 
Dam»  Oh,   my  Pithias,  my  pledge,  farewel; 
I  parte  from  thee  weeping. 
But  joyfull  at  my  day  appoynled  1  wyll  retoarae 
agayne, 


When  I  wyll  delhrer  thee  from  all  trouble  and 

paiue. 
Stephano  wyll  I  leave  behinde  mee  to  wayte  npoa 

thee  in  prison  alone, 
And  I,  whom  fortune  hath  reserved  to  tl^  bo- 

serie,  wyll  walke  home. 
Ah,  my  Pithias,  my  pledge  my  life^  my  ftiead^ 
farewel. 
Pith.  Farewel,  my  Damon. 
Dam.  Loth  I  am  to  departe^  sith  sobbes  nj 
trembliNg  toonge  doth  stay ; 
Ob,  musicke,  sound  my  dolcfull  playntes  when  I 
am  gone  my  way.  [kxit  Damon. 

Gron.  I  am  f^lad  he  is  gone,  I  had  almost  wept 
to.    Come,  Pitfias, 
So  God  help  me,  I  am  sory  for  thy  foolish  case, 
Wilt  thou  venter  thy  Ufe  for  a  man  so  fondly  ? 
Pilh.  It  is  no  venter ;  my  friende  is  jtist,  for 

wliom  I  desire  to  die. 
Gron.  Hei*e  is  a  mad  num  t  I  tell  thee^  I  hafe 
a  wyfe  whom  T  love  well-, 
And  if  iclie  would  die  for  her,  chuuld  idie  wcare 

in  hell. 
Wylt  thou  doo  more  for  a  man  then  I  wroulde  for 
a  woman? 
Pith.  Yea,  that  I  vrylL 

Gron.  Then  come  on  your  wayes,  yon  must  to 
prison  haste, 
I  feare  you  wyll  repent  this  folly  at  laste. 
Pith.  That  shalt  thou  never  see ;  but  oh,  mo- 
sick,  as  my  Damon  requested  thee, 
Sounde  out  thy  dolefuU  tunes  iq  this  time  of  ca- 
lamitie.  [£retffi^. 

Here  the  Begalles  play  a  mourning  songe^  and 
Damon  commeth  in^  in  mariners*  apparel^  and 
Stepuano  with  him. 

Dam.  Weepe  no  more,  Stephano,  tliis  is  but 

dcbtmie; 
Had  not  this  hapt,  yet  I  know  I  am  borne  to  di^. 
Where,  or  in  what  place,  the  gods  know  alone, 
To  whose  judgment  rayselfe  I  commit;  therefore 

leave  of  thv  mone. 
And  wayte  upon  Pithias  in  pryson  till  I  rctoome 

agayne^ 
In  whom  my  joy,  my  care,  and  lyfe,  doth  only  re- 

mayne. 
Steph,  O,  my  deare  master,  let  ne  go  widi 

yon ;  for  my  poore  companie 
Shal  be  some  small  comfort  in  this  time  of  miserif. 
Dam,  Oh,  Stephano,  hast  thou  beu  so  looge 

with  me, 
And  yet  doest  not  know  the  force  of  true  amitie  ? 
I  tel  thee  once  agayne,  -my  friend  and  I  are  but 

one,  * 
Waite  upon  Pithias,  and  thinke  thou  art  with 

Damon. 
Whereof  I  may  not  now  discourse,  die  time  pas- 

seth  away; 
The  sooner  I  am  go&e^  the  shorter  shall  be  ny 

jouruay : 
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Therfoie  fftrewel,  SlepliiuiOy  commeod  me  to  my 

frieDde  Pithias, 
Wbom  I  trast  to  deliver  io  time  oot  of  this  wo- 

full  case.  [Exii. 

Sitpk  Farewel>  my  deare  master,  since  your 

pleasure  is  so, 
0  cmell  bappe  t  oh,  poore  Stephano ! 

0  carsed  Carisophas,  that  first  moTed  this  tra- 

pdie! — 
fiut  what  a  noyes  is  this  ?  is  all  well  within  trow 

1  fcare  idi  be  not  well  within,  I  w^ll  go  see.*— 
Come  ootyjoo  wesell,  are  you  seeunge  egs  ib  Daf- 

moo's  cheste  ? 
Come  out,  I  say,  wylt  thou  be  paddng?  by  cocke 

Sou  weare  best, 
[ow  durst  thott,  villaine,  to  lay  haodes 
oome? 
Sleph.  Out,  sir  knave,  or  I  wyll  sonde  yce. 
Art  thou  not  content  to  accuse  Damon  wrongfully, 
Bot  wilt  thou  robbe  hira  also,  and  that  openly  ? 
Com.  The  kioge  ga?e  mee  the  spoyl^^  take 

myne  own^,  wilt  thou  let  meJ^D 
Sieph,  Thine  owne,  villaine!  where  is  thine 
authority  \ 
'  Cans.  I  am  authoride  of  myselfe,  dost  tlioo 
not  know  ? 
Stq>lL  B/r  ladie,  that  is  somewhat;  but  have 

joo  no  more  to  show  ? 
Cmris.  What  if  I  have  not? 
Steph,  Then  for  an  earnest  penie  take  this  blow. 
I  shall  bumbast  you,  you  mocking  knave ;  schii 
put  pro  in  my  purse  for  this  time. 
Carts,  Jac^e,  give  me  my  sword  and  targat. 
Jaeke.  I  cannot  com  Co  you,  raaister,  this  knave 

doth  me  let^— Hold,  moister. 
Stepk.  Awav,  Jacknapes,  els  I  wyll  colplieg 
you^  by  and  by, 
Ye  slave,  I  wyll  have  my  penyworthes  of  thee 

therefore  if  I  die; 
Aboute»  villa}rne. 
Caris,  O,  dtezens,  helpe  to  defend  me. 
SUph.  Nay,  they  wyll  rather  helpe  to  hange  thee, 
Caris,  Good  felow,  let  us  reason  of  the  matter 

quietly,  beat  me  no  more. 
Siepk,  On  this  condition  I  wyll  stay,  if  thou 
swere  as  thf>u  art  an  liooest  man, 
Thou  wylt  say  nothyng  to  the  kinge  of  this  when 
I  am  gonne* 
Cans,  I  wyll  say  nothyng,  here  is  my  hand,  as 
I  am  au  honest  man. 


keeper 


Stcpk.  Then  say  on  thy  minde :  I  have  taken  i 

wise  otbe  on  him,  have  I  not  trow  ye  ? 
To  tro;»te  such  a  false  koav^  upon  his  honestie  ? 
As  he  is  an  honest  man,  quoth  you  ?  he  may  be- 
wray all  to  the- kinge, 
And  broke  his  othe  for  this  never  a  whit-p-But, 

my  franion,  ^^  I  tell  you  this  one  thin^ 
If  you  disclose  this,  I  wyll  devise  such  a  way, 
That  whilst  tltou  livest  thou  shalt  remember  thiA 

day. 
Caris,  You  iieede  not  devise  for  that^  for  this 

day  is  prinled  in  my  memoiyv 
I  warrant  you,  I  shall  remember  this  beating  till 

I  die> 
But  seeing  of  courtesie  you  liave  granted  that  we 

should  talke  quietly, 
Methinkes,  in  calling  mee  knave,  you  doo  med 

muche  injurie. 
Sieph,  Why  so?  I  pray  thee  hartely. 
Caris,  Because  I  am  the  kioges  man : 

the  kinge  any  knaves  ? 
Sieph,  He  AoM  not,  but  what  he  doth,  it  is^ 

evident  by  thee. 
And  as  farre  as  I  can  learne  or  understand. 
There  is  none  better  able  to  keepe  knaves  in  alt 

the  land. 
Caris.  Oh,  sir,  I  am  a  courtier,  when  oourtier» 

shall  hearc  tell, 
How  you  have  used  roe,  they  will  not  take  it  well. 
Stepk,  Nay,  all  right  courtiers  will  kenoe  mte 

thanke ;  and  wot  you  why  ? 
Because  I  haudied  a  counterfait  courtier  in  his 

kinde  so  finely. 
Whtt,  syr  ?  all  are  not  courtiers  thatliave  a  coo»- 

terfait  show ; 
In  a  trope  of  honest  men,  some  knaves  may  stand, 

ye  know. 
Such  as  by  stelth  creep  in  under  the  colour  df 

honestie. 
Which  sorte  under  that  cloke  doo  all  kinde  of 

villanie : 
A  right  courtier  is  vertuous,  gentill,  and  full  of 

urbanitie, 
Hurting  no  man,  good  to  all,  devoidc  of  villanie : 
But  suche  as  thou  art,  fountaiues  of  tqairilitie, 

and  vayne  delightes; 
Though  you  hange  by  the  courtes,  you  are  but  flut- 
tering parasites. 
As  well  deserving  the  right  name  of  courtesie. 
As  the  coward  knight  the  true  praise  of  chcvalrie  i 


^  Xefme-r-biaderme. 

^  Cotpkeg  jfoa — 1  believe  we  iboold  read,  colaphiu^  i.  e.  box  or  bofTet.    Colaphiser,  Fr«    See  Cet* 
grave's  Diet.    8. 
^  Hm/,  mjf  franion — i.  e.  loose  companion.    So  Spensrr  : 

Might  not  be  foand  a  ranker /ronfon* 
Again, 

A  fairc/ronioR  fit  for  rach  a  pbeere,    S. 

Again,  hi  Tk€  First  Part  of  King  Edward  IV.  Sign.  C  0  ;  *^  Hees  a  fraake  franion,  a  merrle  cootpa* 
aioo,  and  loves  a  wench  well." 
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I  could  say  more,  hut  I  wyll  not,  for  that  I  am 

your  weiWwilter : 
In  faith,  Carisophus,  you  are  no  coortier,  but  a 

caterpiiler, 
A  sicophant,  a  parasite,  a  flatterer,  and  a  knave ; 
Whether  I  wyll  or  no, these  names  you  must  have  t 
How  well  you  deserve  this,  by  yout  deedes  it  is 

knowne, 
For  that  so  ui^ustly  thou  bast  accused  poore 

Damon, 
Whose  wofuli  case  the  gods  helpe  alone. 

Carii,  bir,  are  you  his  servamit,  that  yon  pitie 

his  case  so  ? 
Steph,  No  bum  troth,  good  man  Grumbci  his 
name  is  Scephano ; 
I  am  called  Onaphets,  if  needs  you  wyll  know. 
The  knave  beginneth  to  sift  mee,  but  I  tume  ray 

name  in  and  out, 
Creiito  cum  CreientCy^^to  make  him  a  loute.  [Aiide, 
(J.ar'u,  What  mumble  you  with  yoorselfe,  mas- 
ter Onaphets'sf 
Steph,  I  am  reckening  with  rayselfe  how  I  may 

pay  my  debtes. 
Car'u,  if  on  have  paide  me  more  than  yon  did 

owe  me. 
Steph.  Nay,  upon  a  farther  reckoninf^  I  wyll 
pay  you  more,  if  I  know 
Either  you  talke  of  that  is  done,  or  by  your  sico- 

phanticaU  envye. 
You  pricke  forth  Dionisins  the  sooner,  that  Da- 
mon may  die ; 
I  wyll  so  pay  thee,  that  thy  bones  shall  rattcU  in 

thy  skinne. 

Bcroember  what  1  have  sayde,  Onaphets  is  my 

name.  [Exit, 

Cork,  The  stordie  knave  is  gone,  the  deryll  bim 

take, 

He  hath  made  my  head,  shoulders,  armes,  sides^ 

and  all  to  ake. 
Thou  horson  villaine  boy,  why  didst  thou  waite 

no  better  ? 
As  he  payde  mee,  so  wyll  I  not  die  thy  debter. 
Jacke,  Mayster,  why  doo  you  fight  with  me  ?  I 
am  not  your  match,  you  see; 
Yon  diWBt  not  fight  with  him  that  is  gone,  and 
wyll  you  wreke  your  anger  on  mee? 
C^rtM,  Thou  villaine,  by  thee  1  have  loist  mine 
honour, 
Beaten  with  a  codgell  like  a  slave,  a  vacaboun,  or 

a  lasie  lubber, 
And  not  geven  one  blow  agayne ;  hast  thou  hand- 
led me  well  ? 
Jacke,  Maister  I  handled  too  not,  but  who 
handled  you  very  hancfsoroly  you  can  tell. 
Carii.  Handsomiy  !  thou  crake  rope. 
Jacke,  Yea,  sir,  very  handsomiy :  I  holde  you 
a  grote, 


tfe  baodM  yoa  to  hMdsopify,  tltet  he  kft  not 
one  mote  in  yonr  cote. 
Cans.  O  I  had  firckt  bim  mraly,  du>a  villaiDi^ 

if  thou  hadst  geven  mee  my  sword. 
J^ke.  It  is  better  as  h  Is,  niaiater,;  bdbre  me 
at  a  worde ; 
If  he  had  seene  y<mr  weapon,  he  wookl  have  ben 

fierseiv 
And  so  perhaps  beate  you  worse,  I  spcake  it  with 

my  barte, 
You  were  never  at  the  dealing  of  fieoce  Uowes^ 
but  you  bad  fonre  sway  for  vour  pert 
It  is  but  yo^  lucke,  yQU  are  man  ^ooa  enooglk. 
But  the  wealche  Onaphets   was  a  vengeance 

kpave,  apd  rough. 
Maister,  you  were  best  goe  bone  and  i^  in  your 

bedde, 
Meethinkes  your  cappe  vraxeth  to  little  for  joor 
heade. 
Carii.  Whatl  doth  my  Iwad  swdl? 
Jacke,  Yea,  as  bigge  at  a  codahed,  and  Ueadei 

too. 
Carii,  I  am  ashamed  to  show  my  faee  with  thb 

hew. 
Jacke,  No  shame  at  all,  roep  have  bin  beaten 

^re  better  then  you. 
Can's.  I  must  go  to  the  chirurgian^t ;  what  sfaal 

I  say  when  I  am  dressy ng  7 
Jacke.  You  may  say  truly  you  niet  with  a 
knave's  blessing.  [Exeunt, 

Here  entreth  AEiSTipPtJS. 

,  Arii,  By  mine  owne  experience  I  prove  true 

mt  nAuy  men  tell. 
To  live  in  court  e  not  beloved,  better  be  in  hcU ! 
What  crying  oi  t,  what  cursyng  is  thett  within  of 

Carifophus, 
Because  he  ac':used  Di^mon  to  kinge  Dionisius? 
Even  now  he  c^me  whining  and  crying  into  the 

courte  for  the  nonce, 
Shewinge  that  one  Onaphets  had  broke  his  koave*s 


Which  straongfB  nume  when  they  beard  every 

man  Taught  hartely, 
And  I  by  myselfe  scai/d  his  name  secretly; 
For  well  I  knewe  it  was  some  mad-heded  chvMe 
That  invented  this  name,  that  the  log-lieadcd 

knave  might  be  bedlde : 
In  tossing  it  often  with  mysMfie  too  and  fro, 
I  found  out  that  Onapheta  backward,  spelled 

Stephano. 
I  smiled  in  my  sieve,  how  to  see  by  toumyng  bis 

name  he  drest  him. 
And  bow  for  Damon  his  master^s  sake,  with  a 

wodden  cougeli  he  blest  him. 
None  pittted  the  knave,  no  maii  nor  woman,  but 

al  laught  him  to  tcome. 


*^  CrMi»  cMfli  Cryfgwjie-  read  ¥i»Ai(f».    Vide  Erasm.  CUUad.    The  Crsfoai  wete  fhmous  for  doobfer 
itealiog.    Cre/fsartf*,  however,  is  a  word  employed  by  lexicographers,  instead  of  fRcaltr^    S. 
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7o  be  tkos  htiM  of  eU>  beltei'  nilboitie. 

Farre  better  Anstippus  hath  protided,  I  trowe  ; 

For  in  alt  the  courte  I  am  beloved  both  of  hit 

and  )owe. 
I  offnide  none,  in  so  mnche  thai  wemen  singe 

'   ^  thi»  to  m}[  gre<lt  prajse» 
Omnis  Aristippum  decuit  cohr^  ei  bcut  H  res. 
Bat  in  lUi  this  jojrl;^  ode  Uiinge  maseth  ffte. 
The  ttit^ingest  thinge  that  ever  was  faaWie  or 

kaom^ne, 
U  bow  happened  in  this  fcooit^  by  that  Dalnoa^ 
Whom  Cariso^ms  accused;  Damon  is  now  at 

liberties 
For  whose  retarne  Pithito  his  friend  liedi  in  pri- 
son, alas,  in  great  jeopardy. 
To-morrow  is  the  day,  winch  day  by  aoone  if 

Damdn  retnme  not  eruestly^ 
The  kieige  tiath  ^ome  that  Pitbias  should  dki, 
Wherof  Pifhias  hath  intelligeiice  very  8e<^etly, 
Wishuig  that  Damon  miiy  not  rcftunw  tyil  he 

have  |tlLyde 
fiis  lyfe  for  hb  fnend.    Hath  it  beta  hearetofore 

eversayd«^ 
Tliat  any  tean  for  hk  friend  woald  die  so  wil- 

b,  noble  friendship !  O,  perfect  amitie ! 

Thy  forca  i^  heare  Seene^  and  that  very  peffectii^ 

The  king  himselfe  museth  heareat^  yet  is  he  farre 

oot  of  square 
That  be  tirusteth  none  to  come  nere  bin^  not  his 

own  doogbters  will  he  have 
Unseircht  to  enter  his  chamber,  which  he  hath 

made  barbers  his  beard  to  shave, 
Not  with  knife  or  rasour,  for  dll  edge-tooles  bee 

feares^ 
9ot  with  bote  bunnng  nntshales  they  senge  of 

his  heares. 
Was  there  ever  man  thai  (ired  in  such  miserye? 
Welly  I  wyll  go  in  with  a  heavye  and  pensive 

hart  too, 
To  thiuke  how  Pithias^  this  poore  gentleman,  to- 
morrow shall  die.  [Exit, 

Sere  entreth  Jacke  and  Wyll. 

Jacke*  Wyli,  by  mine  honesty,  I  wyll  marre 
yonr  moncke's  face,  if  you  so  fondly  prate. 
Wyll,  Jadie,  by  my  troth,  seeing  you  are  with- 
out the  courte  gate. 


If  yOO  play  Jiftkd  nap^  in  m(Kkv6%  my  muster^ 

and  dispising  my  face. 
Even  here  with  a  pantacle  '^  I  wyll  you  disgrace ; 
Atad  though  you  have  a  ftirre  better  face  then  I, 
Yet  ^ho  is  better  man  of  us  two  these  fistes  shall 

trie, 
Unlessb  yon  Iteve  your  taunting. 
Jacke.  Thou  began*st  first;  did&t  thou  not  say 
eVen  nt^wci, 
That  Carisophos,  my  lAaster,  was  ho  man,  but  a 

cofire. 
In  takinge  so  many  blowes,  and  geve  ^^  never  a 
tllowagayn? 
Wiflk  I  ta^&  ^  hsdeede  be  is  but  a  tame  ruf«- 
fian, 
Hwi  dan  swere  by  bis'  fldska  n&d  twidhe-box,  '^ 

and  God's  precious  lady, 
iind  yet  wtH  be  beaten  with  a  faggo^stick. 
These  barking  wbelpes  were  never  good  biters, 
N^  yet  |reat  crakei^s  were  ever  great  fighters : 
But  seeinge  you  eg  mee  so  mudi,  I  wyll  some- 

whht  mo^  resigjht) 
I  say,  Carisophus,  thy  master,  is  a  flattring  para-* 

site; 
Gfetiing  nway  the  swe^t  fVom  th6  wdrthy  in  al  the 

ooart^. 
What  trafiidie  hath  he  moved  of  late?  the  devcll 
take  him,  he  ddth  riiudi  burt.^ 
Jacke,  I  pray  you,  what  is  Anstippus,  diy  mas- 
ter? is  not  fab  a  parasite  to, 
That  with  scoffing  and  jesting  in  the  coort  makes 
to  mocha<loo? 
WylL  He  is  no  parasite,  but  a  pleasant  gentle-, 
man  fuU  orcortesie; 
Thy  master  is  a  churlish  loute«  the  heyre  of  a 

doung-^fork,  as  voyde  of  honestie 
As  thou  art  of  honour. 
Jacke,  Nay,  yf  you  wyll  needes  be  prating  of 
my  mister  styll. 
In  faith  I  must  coole  you,  my  frinde,  dapper  Wyll ; 
Take  (his  at  the  begmakig. 

WylL  Prayse  well  your  winning,  my  pantacle 

is  a^  readie  lis  yours. 
Jacke,  By  the  masse,  I  wyll  boxe  you. 
WylL  By  cocke,  I  wyll  foxc  you. 
Jacke,  Wyll,  was  I  with  you  r 
WylL  Jacke,did.Iflye? 
Jacke,  Alas,  pretie  cockcrell,  you  are  to  weake. 


')  JSoen  here  with  a  panlacle-r^I  suppose  he  means  to  say  a  paniojh,  i,  e.  a  sHpper.  Perhaps  be  begins 
-k's  attack  with  a  kick.    S. 

*♦  Oeve — gave,  Ist  edit. 

^'  J7if  Jtatke  and  tmicke-hox-^Mate  properly  touch^box.  While  match-locks,  instead  of  flre-loeks,  to 
gma  were  used ;  the  ttmch^hoXy  at  which  the  match  was  ttgbted,  was  part  of  the  actoutremeot  of  a  sol- 
dier. 


<*  When  she  his  flask  and  touch-hox  set  on  ire,*' 
k  the  line  of  an  aqthor,  whose  name  I  cannot  at  this  time  recoUect.    & 
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WylL  In  faith,  dotling  Duttrdl,  ^  joo  nvyll  crye 
creake. 

If^rrtf  entreth  Snap. 

^Snop.  Away,  yoa  crecke  ropes,  are  you  fighting 

at  the  courte-gate  ? 

Aod  I  take  you  heaiae  ag^yne,  I  will  swindge  you 

both,  what?  [Exit  Snap. 

Jacke.  I  beshrew  Snap  the  tipstaffe,  that  great 

knave's  hart,  that  hetber  did  come, 

Had  he  not  ben,  you  had  cryed  ere  this,  Victtu, 

victa,  ticiian  * 
But  seing  wee  have  breathed  oarselves,  if  ye  list, 
Let  us  agree  iike  friends,  and  shake  eche  other  by 
the  fist. 
Wyil.  Content  am  I,  for  I  am  not  maladons; 
but  on  this  condition. 
That  you  talke  no  more  so  brode  of  my  master  as 

here  ypu  have  done. 
But  wIvD  have  wee  beere  ?  is  Cobex  epi  ^'  comming 
yonder? 
Jacke.  Wyll,  let  us  slipp  aade,  and  vewe  him 

Here  entreth  Grihme,  the  Collar,  whistUng. 

Crimme,  What  devell  iche  wcene  the  porters  are 
drunke,  wil  they  not  dup  the  gate  to-day  ? 
Take  iu  coles  for  the  king's  ownc  mouth,  wyll  no 

body  stur,  I  say  ? 
Ich  might  have  layne  tway  bowers  loiter  in  my 

bedde, 
Cba  taried  so  longe  here,  tliaC  my  teeth  chatter  in 
my  heade. 
Jacke.  Wyll,  after  our  fallinge  out,  wilt  thou 

laugh  merily  ? 
Wyll.  I  mary,  Jacke,  I  pray  thee  hartely. 
Jacke.  Then'  folow  me,  and  hemme  in  a  worde 
now  and  then. 
What  braulynge  knave  is  there  at  the  courte-gate 
so  early  ? 
Wyll,  It  is  some  braine-sicke  villaine,  I  durst 

lay  a  pennie. 
Jacke.  Was  it  you,*'  sir,  that  cryed  so  lowde  I 
trow. 
And  bid  us  take  in  cpl^s  for  the  kinges  mouth  even 
now? 
Grimme,  Tvtas  I,  indeede. 


Jacke.  Why,  sir,  how  dare  yon  npeA»  such  petit 
treason? 
Doth  the  kinn;  eate  coles  at  any  season  ? 

Grimme.  Heere  is  a  gaye  world !  boyes  novr 
settes  olde  men  to  scoole. 
I  sayde  wel  enough ;  what.  Jack  sswoe,  thinkst 

cfaam  a  iboTe? 
At  bakehouse,  butterie-hatdi,  kitchin,  and  seller, 
Doo'^  they  not  say  for  the  kinges  month? 
IFy/^  What  then,  goodman  collar? 
Grimme.  What  then !  seing  withont  coles  tfaei 
cannot  finely  dresse  the  king^  meat, 
May  I  not  sav,  take  in  coles  for  the  kinges  numtb, 
though  coles  he  do  not  eate  ? 
Jacke.  James  Christe,  came  erer  from  a  oolier 
an  aunswer  so  trimme  ? 
You  are  learned,  are  yon  not,  father  Grinnne? 
Grimme,  Grimme  is  my  name  indeed,  cham  not 
learned,  and  yet  the  king's  colier. 
This  vortie  winter  cba  bin  to  the  king  a  servicer. 
Though  I  be  not  learned,  yet  cfaa  mother  witte 
enough  whole  and  some. 
WylL  So  It  seemes ;  vou  have  so  mnch  mod>er 
wit,  that  you  lacke  your  father's  wisdome. 
Grimme.  Masse,  diam  well  beset;  beres  a 
trimme  caste  of  Murleons;^ 
What  be  you,  my  pretie  cockerels,  that  ask  me 
these  questions  ? 
Jacke.  Good  faith,  maister  Grimme,^  if  such 
Marlines  on  vour  pouch  may  light, 
Thei  are  so  <]uick  of  winge,  that  quickly  they  can 

carie  It  out  of  your  sight ; 
And  though  we  are  cockerels  now,  we  shall  hare 

spurs  one  day. 
And  shall  be  able  perhaps  to  make  yon  a  capon : 
But  to  tell  you  the  troutti,  we  are  the  porters  men, 

which,  early  and  late, 
Wayte  on  suche  gentlemen  as  yoo,  to  open  th^ 
court-gate. 
Grimme.  Arc  ye  servants  then  ? 
WyiL  Yea,  sir,  are  we  not  pretie  men  ? 
Grimme.  Pretie  men,  quoth  you  ?  nay,  you  are 
btronge  men,  els  you  coulde  not  bear  these  britches. 
WylL  Are  these  such  great  hose  ?  in  faith,  good- 
roan  colier,  you  see  with  your  nose : 
By  myn  honestie,  I  jtiave  but  one  lioiug  ip  one  boee^ 
I  but  seveii  els  of  roug. 


5fi  Duttrell^A  dottrell  is  a  silly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler,  (ill  at  last  he  b 
taken,  bo,  in  Butler's  Character  of  a  Fantastic,  Remains,  Vol.  II.  p.  ISS.  ^*  Be  alters  his  gait  with  tkc 
limes,  aod  has  not  a  motion  of  his  body  that  (like  a  dottrelt)  he  does  not  borrow  from  somebody  else.** 

^^  Cobtx  epi — These  I  suppose  to  be  words  corropted  by  the  ignorance  of  the  tfanscriber.    3- 

5«  Was  it  you—li  was  you,  Ist  edit.  59  Doo— Doth,  td  edit. 

^  A  trimme  cast  of  Murkons^'i.  e.  a^  cast  of  that  species  of  havvl^s  that  were  called  MerUtu,    S. 

lie  c^lls  them  Murleons  on  accounf  of  theif  size.  Merlins  were  the  smallest  species  of  hawks.  T^ 
behrille  says,  **  These  Merlyns  are  very  much  like  the  haj^art  falcoo  in  plume,  in  sear  of  the  foote,  ia 
beake,  and  talons.  So  as  there  seemeth  to  be  no  oddes  or  difi'ereoce  at  al  betwixt  them, save  onely  in  the 
iignesse,  for  bhe  hath  like  demeanure,  like  plume,  and  very  like  conditions  to  the  falcon,  and  in  hir  kiod 
is  of  like  courage,  and  therefore  must  be  kept  as  choicely  and  as  daintily  as  the  falcon.*'  The  merlin 
was  chiefly  used  to  fly  at  small  birds ;  and  Latham  6ay»«  it  was  particularly  appropriated  to  the  scrfl^ 
pf  ladies. 

^l  MqiaUr  Grimmc-'Father  Grimme,  Sd  edit. 
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9rimm.  Ifm  >itfe«t  ft  Ktate,  jtt  k  mate*  ihe4 

seeme  a  great  bvg^e. 
JMr  Hdw  mif  jmt,  ffMimtm  ooKer,  am  yon 

findc  any  fault  her*  ?^ 

here V  Cnm  geftre ! 
Alas,  little  knave,  dost  not  sweatl^  Aeo  gnpest  with 

gteat  peyne. 
These  are  no  hose,  bat  water  b«a|cCB)  I  tell  theo 

G«o4'  for  aone  bal  sache  as  hare  no  berecoekes; 
Djd  yoa  ever  see  two-  sache  little'  BoMu  rad- 

4oekes<» 
So  laden  with  breeches  ?  chill  say  no  more  leste  I 

oAbiide; 
Who  invented  these  monsters^  fint,  did  it  to  a 

gostly  eode, 
TahMNi »  niaie,  peadie  to  put  in  other  ibftes  stuflb, 
Wee  see  tHnsB  evident  by  daylj^  pvoofe. 
Ooe  preached  of  late  not  farre  hencei  in  no  pul- 

pky  bot  in  a  wayne  curtCi 
That  spake  enough  of  this ;  but  for  my  parte^ 
Chfl)  Si^  no  moi>e^  your  ewne  necessitie 
Ifr  the  end  ivyll  force  yon  to  fiode  some  remedy. 
AcAfo  Wyl,^  boldelirisn^fiii|e  knave witli  a 

tnlke  when  I  am  gooe^ 
i  wy&  fcccb  buB-  his  iina^  ale  for  his  good  ftr- 

mone. 
W^  Goe  tby  way,  Mb^t  Giimm^  gay)y  well 

you  doosay, 
It  is  bot  voang  mem  fbUv»  tiiaf  K^tte  to  p1kye» 
And  msske  a  whyle  in  toe  net  of  their  owaede- 

visoy 
When  they  come  to  your  ftee  they  wylt  be  wyse. 
Grimme,  Bum  troth,  but  few  sudi  roysters  come 

m  my  yeares  at  ibis  divy,. 
They  be  cut  off  betimes,  or  they  hove  gone  halfe 

thei^ Journey  s 
I  wyll  not  tell  why,  let  them  gesse  iftat  can,  I 

meano  somewbot  tfiersby. 

Ettt€r  Jacks  a^i/A  «  poi  'qfvsfm,  tmd  •  mij^  le 
druUuom, 

Jmek»,  ¥^Atfaer  O^iomie^  beosusd  yoa  are  stnr- 
yn^'so  eaityj 
I  have  brottghlyvn  ft  bottle  ofwyne  to  make  you 
noery. 
Grimme.  Wyne,  mary !  that  is  welcome  to  co- 
liers^  chyl  swapt  off  by  and  by, 


Cfcwis  sturring  so  edrfy  that  my  very  sont  iii  drye; 
Jacke,  This  is  stoutly  done,  wylf  you  have  it 

wwrnied,  fticner  urimme  f 
Orimme,  No,  it  is  warm  enough,  k  k  very  leu* 
sMus  aira  trhmne^ 
Tis  mosselden  ^  ich  weene  ;  of  feUow^p  let  mo 
■  have  another  spurt, 

Ich  can  drink  as  eaiuly  now,  as  if  t  scite  in  ay 
BBsrie* 
Jacke,  By  cocke,  an4  you  shaft  have  it;  but  I 
wyH  beginne,  and  that  anot)^ 
Je  bois  a  vaui  mon  compagnon.  ^' 
Grimme.  J^n  t(m%  ilemi  petH  Zdmne^fi^ 
Jaehe.  Ganyouspeake  French.^  hei^  is  a  crimme 

colier,  by  this  day ! 
Chrhnme.  What  man  f  ic|i  leitrsetf  this  whett  ich 
was  a  souldier. 
When  icb  was  a  liisi^  felbw,  and  could  yarke  a 

whip  trimly. 
Blotter  then  these  boy  coders,  dnt  come  to  the 

courte  daily : 
Wben  there  were  ^  not  so  many  captious  fcllowes 

as  now, 
That  would  totoppe  men  for  evei^  trifeH,  I  wot 

not  how : 
As  there  was  one  Bamon,  not  \^ti^  since  taken 

for  a  spie. 
How  justly  I  know  not,  bnt  he  was  condiemned  to 
die. 
WylL  This  wine  hath  warmed  Him^  this  comet 
well  to  passe, 
We^  shall  know  all  now,  for  hi  Hao  tetUoi, 
Father  Grimme,  who  accused  this  0amon  to  kingt 
Dionisius? 
Grimme,  A  Tengcaunoe  take  him,  '(was  a  gen* 

tlemnn,  one  uiaister  CroWidhus; 
WylL  Crowsphus !  you  clippe  tue  king^'s  laa* 
guage,  you  would  havd  said  Carisophus:  . 
But  I  perceive  now,  either  the  windo  is  at  the 

south, 
Or  els  your  tounge  deaveth  to  the  rbofe  of  your 
mouth. 
Grimme,  A  niurian  take  thik  wine^  it  so  intexi* 
cate  my  braine. 
That  to  be  hanged  by  and  by,  t  cannot  speake 
plaine. 
Jacke,  You  speake  knavishly  playne,  scinge  my 
master  you  doo  mockey 
In  faith  ere  you  go,  I  will  m^e  you  a  lobbe  cOcke. 


*  Can  amtfiide  myfauU  here  f-^What  fonlt  can  yon  see  heere  t  2d  edit. 

^  BoMh  liddockea — i.  e.  Robin  redbreasts.   Sbakspeare  uses  ru^ock  for  redbreast  in  CymheHms   & 
Ania.  Nasb^s  l^enten  Stug^  15(99 :  ^**  be  eftsoons  defined  aato  me,  tbAi  the  nd  heiitii)»  was  sMs  eM 
Hans  cob^  or  ifli^dSiter  ike  totimytbat  brougbt  in  the  ned  ruido$k9t9odlii^giwnm&k  seedar  tbitkrasiMii^ 


J  naiimada  xannautb  for  AigeiiS  to  mit  4own  the  dty  of  Asgeptioe/' 
•►^Jfciarffers— Hose  al,«[  edit.  <J*  frj|fr-rWcU,UwedSc 

^  *Tb  giOTreMfs— An  intended  mistake,  for  mumadm^    S.  • 

^  Jh  $pi(t  a  vous  mon  compagnon — Jebit  avon  mon  comMgoaSt  Bolb  4toiWv  S. 
^  J%i  teas  gUig/ejpetU  Zwtme^Jhax  vo»  nledge,  petty  'SSicne*  Betb  4tos.    I  knap  noti»ba^l»«MNi|- 
by^ZteHA    g. 
<»  »r«r<— Was,  8d  edit. 
VOL.  I.  U 
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Father  Grimme,  what  say  they  of  this  Damon 

abrode? 
Grimme,  All  men  are  sorie  for  him,  so  helpe 

me  God. 
They  say,  a  false  knave  cused  him  to  the  king 

wrongfully. 
And  he  is  gone,  and  should  he  here  to-morrow  to 

die» 
Or  els  his  fellow,  which  is  in  prison,  his  rowme 

shall  supplie : 
Chil  not  be  his  halfe  for  vortie  shiUinges,  I  tell 

you  playne, 
I  (hiake  Damon  be  too  wise  to  retume  agayne. 
WylL  Wyll  no  man  speak  for  them  in  this  wo- 

full  case  ? 
Grimme.  No,  chill  warrant  you :  one  mabter 

Srippus  » in  place. 
Where  he  may  doo  good :  but  he  frames  himselfe 

so. 
Whatsoever  Dionisius  wylleth,  to  that  he  wyll  not 

say  no : 
^is  a  subtill  vox,  he  will  not  tread  on  thomes  for 

none, 
A  mery  harecoppe  ^^  'tis,  and  a  pleasant  compft- 

nion, 
A  right  courtier,  and  can  provide  for  one. 
Jacke.  Wyll,  howe  lyke  you  this  geare  ?  your 

master  Aristippus  also. 
At  this  colier^s  hande  nath  had  a  bloe. 
But  in  faith,  father  Grimme,  cannot  ye  coliers 
Pnyvide  for  your  selves  far  better  tben  courtiers? 
Grimme,  VeSf  I  trowe :  blacke  coliers  go  in 

threadebare  cotes. 
Yet  so  provide  they,  that  they  have  the  faire  white 

groates. 
Ich  may  say  in  counsell,  though  all  day  I  moyle  in 

dourte, 
Chil  not  change  lives  with  any  in  Dionisius' courtc: 
For  though  their  apparell  be  never  so  fine. 
Yet  sure  their  creait  is  farre  worse  than  mine : 
And  by  cocke  I  mav  say,  for  all  their  hie  lookes, 
I  knowe  some  stickeafuU  deepe  in  marchants 

bookes : 
And  deeper  will  fall  in,  as  fame  me  telles. 
As  long  as  insteede  of  money  they  take  up  baukes 

hoods  and  belles: 


Wherby  they  fall  into  a  swelling  cfitease^  whkli 

coliers  do  not  know, 
'Tath  a  mad  name;  it  is  called,  ich  wctae,  Coi- 

tum  ^o  cento. 
Some  other  in  courtes  make  others  lao^  mcrily. 
When  they  wayle  and  lament  their  owne  estate 

secretly: 
Friendship  is  deade  in  courte,  hipocriue  doth 

raigne. 
Who  is  in  favour  now,  to  morow  19  out  agayne : 
The  state  is  so  uncertaine,  that  I,  by  my  wyU, 
Will  never  be  courtier,  but  a  colier  styll. 

WylL  It  seemeth  that  coliers  have  a  very  ^* 

trym  life. 
Grimme.  Coliers  get  money  styll :  tell  me  of 
trouth. 
Is  not  that  a  trim  life  now,  as  the  world  goeth  ? 
All  day  though  I  toyle  with  mayne  and  might. 
With  mony  m  my  pouche  I  come  home  mery  at 

night. 
And  sit  downe  in  my  chayre  by  my  wyfe,  feir 

Alison, 
And  toume  a  crebbe  in  the  fire,  as  mery  as  pope 
John. 
Jacke,  lliat  pope  was  a  merry  fellow,  of  whome 

foike  talke  so  much. 
Grimme,  H*ad  to  be  merry  withal,  h*ad  gpulde 

euough  in  his  hutch. 
Jacke.  Can  goulde  make  men  mery  ?  they  say, 
who  can  singe  so  mery  a  note. 
As  he  that  is  not  able  to  change  a  grote  ? 
.   Grimme,  Who  singes  in  that  case,  singes  never 

in  tune :  I  know  for  my  part. 
That  a  heavy  pouch  with  goulde  makes  alight 

harte: 
Of  which  I  have  provided  for  a  deare  yeare  good 

store, 
And  these  benters,  ^^  I  trowe^  shall  anone  get  mce 
more. 
WjflL  By  servinj^  the  courte  with  Coles,  you 

gaynde  all  this  money. 
Grimme,  By  the  court  onely,  I  assure  yec. 
Jacke,  After  what  sorte,  I  pray  thee  tell  mce  ? 
Grimme.  Nay,  iher  bate  an  ace,  ouoth  Bool- 
ton  ;  ^^  I  can  wcare  a  home,  and  blow  it  noL 
Jacke,  B/r  ladie,  the  wiser  man. 


7°  Hareeoppe^Coppe^  in  Chaucer,  is  used  for  the  top  of  any  thing,  and  here  seems  intended  to  signify 
the  head,  or,  as  the  conunon  phrase  is,  a  hart^aintd  fellow. 

71  r«ry— merie,  8d  edit. 

7*  And  the$e  brniten — Borne  is  the  French  word  for  a  sack  to  carry  coals. — See  Cotgrave.  He  may, 
however,  mean  debeniuret,  I,  e.  notes  by  which  a  debt  is  claimed.  Jack  mentions  debentnres  after- 
wards.   8. 

73  Nag^  iher  bate  an  ace,  quoth  BouHon—Bfite  me  an  ace,  quoth  Boolton,  is  among  the  Proverbs  pnb- 
liihed  by  Mr  Ray.  That  gentleman  adds,  *'  Who  this  BoUan  was  I  know  not,  neither  is  it  worth  enqai- . 
ring.  One  of  this  name  mirht  happen  to  say.  Bate  me  an  ace^  and,  for  the  coincidence  of  the  first  leften 
of  Uie  two  words  Bate  and  Bolton,  it  grew  to  be  a  proverb.  We  have  many  of  the  like  original ;  as,  o.^. 
Snp,  Simon,  &c.  Stay,  qupth  Stringer,  &c.  There  goes  a  story  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  that  being  presented 
with  a  collection  of  Englbh  Proverbs,  and  told  by  the  author,  that  it  contained  all  the  English  Proverhs, 
nay,  replied  she.  Bate  me  an  aee^  quoth  Bolton  :  which  Proverb,  being  instantly  looked  for,  happened  to  ; 
be  wanting  hi  hb  collection.*'    Ray*s  Proverbi,  p.  177. 
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(himme.  Shall  I  tell  jon  by  what  slite  I  got  all 
this  money  ? 
Then  ich  weare  a  noddy  indeede ;  no,  no,  I  war« 

reant  ye. 
Yet  in  few  words  I  tell  yon  this  one  thinee, 
He  is  a  very  foole  that  cannot  gayne  by  the  kinge. 
WyU,  Well  sayde,  father  Gnnime,  you  are  a 
wilie  colier,  and  a  brave, 
I  see  now  there  is  no  knave  like  to  the  olde  knave. 
Grimme.  Suche  knaves  have  mony,  when  cour- 
tiers have  none. 
Bot  tell  me,  is  that  true  that  abrode  is  blowne  ? 
Jaeke.  What  is  that? 

Grhmme,  Hath  the  kinge  made  those  fayre 
damsels  his  daughters 
To  become  now  fine  and  trimme  barbers? 

-  Jacke,  Yea  truly,  to  his  owne  person. 
Grimme.  Gt>od  fellowes  beleve  me,  as  the  case 

now  standes, 
I  would  geve  one  sadce  of  coles  to  be  washt  at 

their  hands : 
If  ich  came  so  neare  them,  for  my  wy  t  chould  not 

geve  three  chippes. 
If  ich  could  not  steale  one  swap  at  their  lippes. 

Jack.  WylUthis  knave  is  drunke,  let  us  dresse  him, 
Let  us  HtoII  him  so,  that  he  have  not  one  pennie 

to  blesse  him. 
And  steale  away  h»  debenters  too.. 
WjflL  Content,  invent  the  way,  and  I  am  readie. 
Jaeke.  Faith,  and  I  wyll  make  him  a  noddie. 
Fatlier  Grirame,  if  you  pray  mee  wel,  ^*  I  wyll 

wash  you,  and  snave  you  too, 
Even  afber  the  same  fashion  as  the  kinge's  daugh- 

tersdoo: 
In  all  poyntes  as  they  handle  Dionisius^  I  wyll 
dresse  vou  trim  and  fine. 
Grimme.'  Chufd  vaine  leame  that ;  come  on 
then,  chil  geve  thee  a  whol  pint  of  wine 
At  taveme  for  thy  labour,  when  cha  mony  for  my 
benters  heare. 
[Here  yfniAsfetcheth  a  barber's  batouy  a  pot 
with  wateTf  a  ray$our^  and  clothes^  and  a 
payre  <^  gpeciactes, 
Jaeke,  Come^  mine  owne  father  Grimme,  sit 

downe. 
Grimme,  Masse,  to  beginne  withall,  heare  is  a 

trimme  diayre. 
Jaeke,  Whatman,!  wyll  use  you  like  a  prince  :— 

sir  boy,  fetcbe  me  my  geare^ 
WylL  Here,  syr. 
Jaeke,  Holde  up,  father  Grimme. 

-  Grimme.  Me  seeme  my  head  doth  swimme. 
Jacke,  My  costly  perfumes  make  that — Away 

with  this,  sir  hoy ;  be  quicke. 
Akjse^  aloyse,  ^^  how  pretre  it  is  ?  is  not  here  a 
good  face? 


A  fide  owle's  eyes,  a  mouth  lyke  an  oven. 
Father,  you  have  good  butter  teeth,  full  scene, 
You  weare  weaned,  els  you  would  have  ben  a 

great  calfe. 
Ah  trimme  lippes  to  sweepe  a  manger !  here  is  a 

chinne. 
As  sofV  as  the  hoofe  of  an  horse. 
Grimme,  Doth  the  kinge's  daughters  rube  so 

harde ! 
Jacke,  Holde  your  head  straite,  man,  els  all 
wyll  be  marde. 
By*r  ladie,  you  are  of  good  complexion, 
A  right  Croyden  sanguine,  beshrew  mee. 
Hould  up,  rather  Grimme.~Wyll,  can  you  be- 
sturre  ye  ? 
Grimme.  Me  thinks  after  a  marvelous  (kshiou 

you  do  besmoure  me. 
Jacke,  It  is  with  Unguentum  of  Doucus  Mau- 
cus,  that  is  very  costly  ; 
I  eeve  not  this  washinge  ball  to  every  body. 
Alter  you  have  ben  drest  so  finely  at  my  hande. 
You  may  kisse  any  ladies  lippes  within  this  lande. 
A,  you  are  trimly  washt !  how  say  you,  is  not  this 
trimm  water  ? 
Grimme,  It  may  be  holsome^  but  it  b  venge- 

aunce  sower. 
Jacke.  It  scours  the  better. — Syr  boy,  geye  ipe 

my  raysour. 
WylL  Here  at  hand,  sir. 
Grimme,  Gods  aymes !  'tis  a  chopping  knyfe, 

'tb  no  raysour. 
Jacke.  It  is  a  raysour,  and  that  a  very  good  one ; 
It  came  lately  from  Palermo^  ^^  it  cost  mee  twen- 
ty crownes  alone ; 
Your  eyes  dassell  aAer  your  washing,  these  qieo* 

tecles  put  on : 
Now  vew  this  raysour,  tell  mee,  is  it  not  a  good  one  ? 
Grimme,  They  be  gay  barnikels,  yet  I  see  ne> 

ver  the  better. 
Jaeke.  Indeede  they  be  a  young  sight,  and  that 
is  the  matter, 
But  I  warrant  you,  this  rajrsour  is  veiy  easie. 
Grimme,  Go  too  then,  since  you  b^onne,  doo 

as  please  ye. 
Jacke,  Holde  up,  father  Grimme. 
Grimme.  O  your  raysour  doth  hurt  my  lippe. 
Jacke,  No,  it  scrapeth  of  a  pimpell,  to  ease  you 
of  the  pippe. 
I  have  done  now,  now  say  you  ?  are  you  not  well  ? 
Grimme.  Cham  lighter  then  ich  was,  the  truth 

to  tell. . 
Jacke,  Will  you  singe  after  your  shavinge  ? 
Grimme.  Mas,  content,  but  chill  be  polde  first 

or  I  sing€u 
Jacke, 'iihy  that  shall  not  neede,  you  are  pould 
ueere  enough  for  this  time. 


^  Pray  mte  wel— In  the  former  edition,  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered  this  to  pajf  mee  wel, 
^  AloifK^  ahyse—aUme^  Fr.  is  to  allow,  to  approve,  to  praise.    1  know  of  no  otl^ec  word  that  resem- 
bles that  in  fbe  text,    jilosed,  in  Chaucer,  is  praised.    8, 

'•  Jt  came  from  Folermo— the  4to9  read  Pallurrime.  The  razors'of  Palermo  Were  anciently  famous. 
They  are  Aentiooed  in  more  than  one  of  oar  old  plays,  and  particularly  in  The  JVoundi  of  Civitt  H^nr^ 
by  Thomas  Lodge,  iW4,  Sign.  14;"  Neighbour,  sharpen  the  edge  tole  of  your  wits  upon  the  whetstwwi 
9t  hidiscTetlQDi  that  your  wordes  may  shave  like  the  rascrs  of  Palermo,^'    S, 
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Grimmf.  0Q  too  thm  Iwtjlji  I  will  w^  in 
my  mmo'f  voyetf, 
Chave  a  troubling  ba«e  bjiafe. 
Jacke,  Yoa  are  lyke  to  heart  the  Mdbe,  for  we 
wyll  g/Bve  it, 
Sot  out  your  bussyng  base,  and  wim^  wyl)  quiddell 
upon  it. 

Gftiinc^  nngeth  Btifie, 

Jacl^e  sbgies.  Toa  nidden,  und  to§  viiden* 
Wjril  singes.  Too  niddeuj  and  to9dk  toodU  doo 
nidden ; 
li  not  Orimme  thp  coher  ino»tfin$fy  ^kavtn  f 
Qrimme,  Why,  fuy  feilow^^  thiake  iche  fMH  * 

cowe,  that  you  make  s^ch  toyine  ? 
Jficka,  Nay  ^*r  iadia,yov  wv  no  apw,%  ypfir 
singing ; 
Yft  yeqr  wife  toLde  mae  yoi|  wf»^  ap  9Ve. 
Grimme.  Did  s^e  so  ?  'ti^  a  peahens  quene,  ^^ 
•be  ia  fgli  of  sifch  mok^tk 
But  go  to,  l#t  us  ainge  out  our  pKWga  W^HIy. 

Hie  Songc  at  the  shaving  of  th^  CoU^r, 
Jacke.  Suche  barbers^  God  tendjfou  ai  all  times 


Wyll.  That  can  druse  2f$¥  fiuefyf  tmd  make 

mh  qukk  ipeed0' 
JadLe.  Your  face  like  an  ineofne  mam  thineth 

so  gay-- 
Wytt.  That  I  zoitk  yoMr  tmlrih  qffmie  must 

needet  play. 
With  $00  niddenf  and  too  niddou^ 
Jaeke,  Wtih  too  niddfih  •nd  toik  iodk  doo 

nidden  ; 
h  fs»t  (hkomo  tke  eoUer  most  finely  shofoon  f 
Wyli.  With  shaving  you  shm  %he  4  pestle  of 

porke-  ^® 
Jaake.  Here  is  tke  tfimmfiU  kogges-JM  fWi 

London  to  Yorke, 
Wyll.  I^  muhl  hs  ^rimme  bdkon  to  kango  ^up  o 

while, 
Jaoke.  To  pky  mitk  tkis  k^Uuo,  of  force  Immsi 

smyla, 
WvU.  With  too  mddeny  and  too  nidden. 
With  too  nidden,  and  todle^  1^. 
Oripame.  Your  skaoing  dotk  please  me,  Imn 

noi^  yosur  ffehtmr. 
WyU.  Tour  wife  now  wiU  Ifufse  yost,  because 

ym  efiro  smom$er. 
Grioune.  Heore  wmld  J  ks  polod,  as  Morv  as 

choM  skaven, 
Wyll.  Tkon  osU  ofyoatrjipMn,  needm  moot  you 

keskakom. 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  niddo%  &a 
Grimoae.  It  is  a  trimme  Msg/o  to  ho  wmkt  m 

tkeoooBPto. 
Wyll.  Their  kandes  are  so  fine,  that  they  never 

doo  hurte. 


GnoMO^  Mf/Aifttn  ich  em  Mgki^t  tkoa  wr 

ich  was, 
WylL  Our  skavingo  in  Hm  court  MmH  kronf/d 
this  to  passe. 
With  too  rnddtUf  and  too  nidden. 
fnAo,  WUk  too  nidden^  md  todk  MUdm 
nidden; 
Is  not  Grimme  the  eolierfisefy  ^'  skaM)en  f 
Orimme,  This  is  nim^  4oaa :  now  cUl  pitcba 
my  coles  not  terra  bapci^ 
And  then  at  the  taverne  cbil  bcstowe  wbole  tway 
jpence.  [Kxit  GaiMHs. 

Jacke.  Farewel  cocke,  before  tbe  cailier  offioo 

doo  \»%900^0f 

Let  us  into  the  coiirta  40  parU  the  ipoyle,  share 
und  abajnaUku* 
WylL  Aw^  tbep,  {beuni. 

Here  entretk  G«nnn. 

Grimme.  Ou^  alas!  Wbeit  shall  X  ind»  117 
mone? 
My  poucbe,  my  benterSf  wi  all  if  raie! 
Wher  is  that  villayne  that  dyd  mo  slw¥«  ? 
Hatb  robM  mab  »Mi3 -'  of  all  that  I  b«r«. 

Here  fiifrff  A  Skap. 

Snap,  Who  crieth  so  at  tbf  courte  gate  ? 
Grwmte,  I,  tbo  poore  eoli^Tv  that  waa  rufabad 

of  late. 
Smf.  Who  robbed  tbaa? 
Grwnme.  Twoo  of  the  porHora  moo  tbat  ^yd 

shave  me. 
Snt^  Why  the  porters  men  are  no  barberib 
Grtmme.  A  vengeance  take  tbem,  they  are 

qaicke  carvers. 
Snap.  What  stature  weare  they  of  { 
Gnmme.  As  little  dapper  kQave%  aa  tliay  tmlj 

eould  aqp$5. 
Snt^  IVy  wera  Im^^QF^  m  powe  aa  I  aao 

gesse  them. 
Grimme.  6ticb  iaokiea  mabo  meo  iads^  an  bai- 
ter l^wingA  tbem> 
Cham  undon,  they  have  my  baolfia  too, 
Snap.  DpM(  tkoo  Immhv  ibam,  if  tboo  laert 

them? 
Orimme.  Yosk  Uiat  I  doo. 
Snap.  Then  come  with  wa»t  we  v^U  fipde  tbem 

out,  and  that  quidily. 
Orimme.  I  folow^  meat  tipataffi^  tbej  be  in  the 

courte  it  is  Ukely. 
;Sjiap.  Then  one  no  moi^  coaae  away. 

[Xmnt. 

Here  entreth  Caeisophxjs  ondA^minvs, 

Oarjt,  U  ever  yoa  wyll  shew  yoor  ftieodshi|^ 
now  is  the  time, 
Sein^  the  king  is  ill  pleased  with  me,  of  my  parte 
without  any  crime. 


7^  PotiensquMe    h^Moeomnpe^ho/tV^con.    S^ 

^'-d:  pesttft/porkt^^^tk^ommmoXbo^Ofh   Mi»»kkah 


•^  fMv<^Uiaay»tdcdU. 
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«ire  nfnea  to  panuMttoflH 


itric.  It^boukl  a^pitiv^  it  «onMt  «f  lOflM  ev«H 

IkUjoc  fo  sodcnlv  «re  cast  oat  of  fiivooc 
Cory;  Nothn^  We  I  dome  but  thi%  in  tolke 

I  OTer  mwartedEubaluv 
When  he  Uunenldl  PiMtt^case  to  Innge  Dionisius, 
Which  to  motnm  shall  die:  but  (or  >tbBt  false 

knave  Damon, 
BebMliM^faiaSieadui  the  brien^  and  sow  ii 

gone. 
Wee  fiew  so  hot  in  tallEe^  that  Eabnhis  protested 

Dioniiins^^  held  his 

flatteiie. 

And  now  in  the  lunpes  eare  like  a  bell  he  ringes, 
CijiD^  that  ^ttewrs  have  ben  the  destrojrers  of 

kingen 
Wbieh  talke,  in  DioniMas^  harte  hath  sade  so 

deepe  impressioiiy 
That  he  trnsteth  me  not,  aahetetofiora^  in  no  con- 
dition: 
And  some  words  bmke  ffom  him,  as  thougli  that 

.hee 
B«an  to  suspect  siytronth  and  honesties 
Wmdi  joa  of  friendship  I  know  wyll  defend,  how 

so  ever  the  world  eoeth ; 
Hj  iHendyfor  my  hooeatie  wutjenimt  lake  an  othe  ? 
Jrm,  To  sifveare  for  your  honesties  I  should 

lose  mine  owne. 
CoHt,  Should  jeu  so  indeede?  I  woaU  that 
wereknowne. 
Is  yov  vojde  ftiendship  come  thus  to  passe  ? 
Jris,  I  folow  the  proverbe:  Amkm  tuque  ad 

mtrm, 
Cwris.  Where  can  you  say  I  ever  lost  mbe 

honesde? 
itris.  You  never  lost  it,  for  you  never  had  H, 

as  farre  as  I  know. 
Certf.  Saj  jou  so^  f liend  Anstippus^  whom  I 

trust  so  well? 
Jfu;  Because  you  trust  me^  to  you  the  truth  I 

telL 
Cffti.  Wyll  you  not  stretche  one  poynt,  to 

bring  mee  in  favour  agayne  ? 
Jriin  I  love  no  stretohiBg^  so  I  may  breede 

myne  owne  pigme. 
Caris.  A  friend  oi^t  to  sbonne  no  payee,  to 
stand  his  &iend  in  stead. 


Jrit.  Where  true  friendship  iiv  it  ii  so  iaveiy 

<)eede. 
Cam.  Why,  sir,  bath  net  the  dhaine  4£  true 

friendship  linked  us  two  together  ? 
Arts,  The  cluefest  liake^  lacked  tbeao^  it  mmm 

needs  desever. 
Corii,  What  linke  is  ibat  ?  faine  would  I  kaow. 
Arit,  Hooestie. 
€4tri$.  Doth  lionestie  kait  the  per^  knot  ia 

true  friendship  ? 
4n$^  Yea,  truely,  jmd  4bat  knot  ee  kak  wyil 

never  slippe. 
Cans.  Belike  tben^  there  is  tie  friendihip  hut 

betweene  honest  men. 
Jbris.  Betwene  the  houest  only;  fwe,  arnkkis 

inter  bonot,  ^  saith  a  lesmd  man. 
Cortf.  Yet  eveU  men  ase  fnendship  in  thiogs 

unhonest^  wher  fancy  doth  serve, 
^rit.  That  is  no  friencyi^  but  a  lewde  llkeia^ 

it  lastes  but  a  while. 
Carii,  What  is  the  perfectst  frieodship  among 

men  that -ever  jrew? 
Aris,  Where  men  love  one  anodiefY  not  for 

profit  hut  for  vertoe. 
Cariu  Are  such  friendes  both  alike  in  joy,  and 

alsoinsmaruf 
Arts,  They  must  needs,  for  in  two  hedies  they 

hove  bat  one  harte. 
Carit.  Friend  Aristippus^  deoeave  me  not  with 
aophistne; 
Is  there  no  perfect  friendship^  bMti^Mrekvartne 
and  boncstie  ? 
Am.  What*  devell  then  Ment CariBophus 
To  joyne  in  friendship  witli  fine  Aristippus? 
In  whom  is«s  much  vertue,  tnieth,andhoaestSB^ 
As  there  are  true  fethers  in  the  three  Crames  of 

the  Vintrce :  *♦ 
Yet  their  "'  fethers  have  die  shadow  of  lively  fe*. 

ther%  the  ttnth  to  scan. 
But  Carisophus  bath  not  the  shadowt  of  an  hoy 

nest  man. 
To  be  plajne,  because  I  know  thy  viHaay^ 
In  abusinge  DionisMB  to  many  asens  i  ' 
Under  the  cloke  ai  firiendship  fplayd  wi 
And  sought  meanes  how  ^ou  with  thine 

fancy  might  be  lead : 
My  friendship  thou  sougblest  fer  thiaeiMW 


^  Dumlffitf— both  the  4t08  read  Whhk^.    The  alkration  by  JIfr  Dodsl^* 
*^  JBffMi—booiis.    Both  4toB, 

^  The  fkret  Crabu»  of  the  riiifra»— fometimes  called  New  Qneen  Street,  where  there  seeov  te  have 
hcea  tbe  sign  otthe  three  Craiuu  Bea  Jonson  mentioas  this  place  In  7^  Devil  U  an  A$h  A.  1#  fi.  1. : 

<<  From  ihcace  shoot  the  bridge  child,  to  <A«Craiiefo/<A0  Flwlry, 
And  see  there  the  gimbleti  how  they  make  their  euti^  !"*' 

Stow  says,  it  was  a  place  of  some  account  for  the  Costermoagers,  who  had  ware-houses  there  i  and  it 
appQui  from  DekkarU  Bdman  e/LondoHf  Sign.  £  9,  that  the  beggars  of  his  time  called  one  of  their  placci^ 
offcadezvoQsbythisname.  »5  ^Vft^thcae,  1st  edit 
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^8  worldly  men  doo,  by  profite  measuring  amide ; 
Which  I  perccaving,  to  the  lyke  niyselfe  I  framed, 
Wherein,  I  know,  of  the  wise  I  shall  not  be 

blamed : 
If  you  ask  me,  Quare  9  I  answer.  Quia  prttdentis 

est  muUum  diuimulare. 
To  speake  more  playner,  as  the  proverb  doth  go, 
lu  faith  Carisophus,  cum  cretense  cretiso : 
Yet  a  perfect  friende  I  shew  myselfe  to  thee  in 

one  thing, 
1  doo  «ot  dissemble,  now  I  say  I  wyll  not  speake 

for  tiice  to  the  king ; 
Tberfiore  sinkc  in  thy  9orroW|  I  doo  not  deceave 

thee, 
A  iabe  knave  I  fotind  thee,  a  fidse  knave  I  leave 
.  thee.  [Exit, 

Cari$.  He  is  gone !  is  this  friendship  to  leave 

his  friend  in  the  pfaine  fielde  ? 
W«n,  1  see  now  I  myselfe  have  begnylde, 
In  matching  with  that  false  fox  in  amitie. 
Which  hath  me  used  to  his  own  commoditie ; 
Which  seeing  me  in  distresse,  uufainedly  goes  bis 

wayes, 
Loe  tliis  h  the  perfect  friendship  among  men  qow 

a  dayes : 
Which  kinde  of  friendship  toward  hiiQ  I  used 

secretly ; 
And  be  with  the  like  hath  requited  me  cfaf- 

tily. 
It  is  the  gocfs  judgment,  I  see  it  playnely. 
For  all  tlie  worlde  may  know,  Incidi  m  fcntam 

quamfecL 
Well,  I  roust  content  myselfe,  none  other  helpe  I 

know. 
Until  a  merier  gale  of  winde  may  bappe  to  blowe. 

[Exit. 

.    Enter  Eubulvs. 

Eub.  Who  deales  withkioges  in  matters  of 

great  waight. 
When  froward  wyll  doth  beare  the  chefest  sway, 
Must  yeld  of  force,  tbere  neede  no  subtile  sleight, 
Ne  paynted  **  speach  the  matter  to  convay. 
No  prayer  can  move  when  kindled  is  the  ire, 
The  mor«  ye  quench,  the  more  increased  is  the 

fire. 
This  tbinge  1  prove  in  Pithhis'  wofu!  case. 
Whose  heavy  hap  with  teares  I  doo  lament: 
The  day  is  come,  when  he  in  Damon's  place. 
Must  lose  his  life;  the  lime  is  fully  spait  : 
Nought  can  my  words  now  with  the  king  prevaile. 
Against  the  wind  and  strivinge  stream  "'  I  sayle : 
For  «lio  thou  must^  alas !  thou  sely  Grceke. 
Ah,  Pithias,  now  come  is  thy  dolefuU  houre  :    . 
A  perfect  friend,  none  such  in  a  world  to  seckc. 
Though  bitter  death  shall  geve  thee  sauce  full 

sower. 


Yet  for  thy  faith  enrold  shall  be  thy  name, 
Among  the  gods,  within  the  booke  of  fame. 
Who  knoweUi  his  case,  and  will  not  melt  in  tearts  ? 
liis  giltlesse  bkmd  shall  trickle  downe  anom 

Then  the  Muses  singe. 

Alca^  what  happe  hast  thou,  poare  Pithias,'  now 

to  die ; 
Wo  worth  the  man  which  for  his  death  hath  ge- 
ven  us  cause  to  crie, 
£ub.  Methinke  I  heare,  with  yelow  rented 
heares. 
The  Muses  frame  their  notes,  thy  state  to  mone : 
Amorig  which  sort e,  as  one  that  mameth  with  harte. 
In  doleful  tunes  myself  wyll  heare  a  parte. 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man,  &c. 
£ub.  With  yelow  rented  heares^  come  on  yon 
Muses  nine, 
Fyll  now  trny  breast  with  heavy  tunes,  to  me  your 

plaints  resigne  r 
For  Fithms  I  bewayle,  which  prestntlu  must  dky 
Wo  worth  the  man  which  for  his  death,  &:c. 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man,  &c 
Eub.  Was  ever  such  a  man,  that  would  die fsr 
hi$ friend  9 
I  thinke  even  from  the  heavens  above,  the  gods, 

did  him  downe  sende. 
To  shew  true  friendship's  power,  which  font  thee 

now  tQ  die. 
Wo  worth  the  man  which  for  thy  death,  &c. 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man,  &c. 
Eub.  What  tigar's  whelp  was  he,  that  Damm 
dyd  accuse  f 
What  faith  hast  fhou,  which  for  thy  friend  thy 

death  dost  not  refuse  f 
O  heavy. happe  hadst  thou  to  play  this  tragidie! 
Wo  worth  the  man,  &c. 
Muses.  Worth  the  man,  &c. 
Eub.  Thou  young  and  worthie  Greeke,  that 
showest  such  perfect  love. 
The  gods  receave  thy  simple  ghost  into  the  hea- 
vens above  : 
'Thy  death  we  shall  lament  with  many  a  weepinge 

eye. 
Wo  worth  theman,  which  for  his  death,  ficc. 
Muses.  Wo  worth  theman,  which  for  his  death 

hath  geven  us  cause  to  crie, 

Eub,  Eternati  be  your  fame,  ye  Muses,  for 

that  in  roiserie 

Ye  did  vouchsafe  to  strayne  your  notes  to  walke ; 

My  hafte  is  rent  in  two  with  this  miserable  case, 

Yet  am  I  charged  by  Dionisiua'  mouth,  to  se  this 

place 
At  all  poynts  ready  for  the  execution  of  Pithias. 
Needc  hath  no  law  :  wyll  ®*  I,  or  nil  I,  it  rou^ 

be  dune, 
But  loe,  the  bloodie  minister  is  even  here  at  bande* 


**  Fayn/<<?— vaunted,  2d  edit, 

W  WjfU  /,  or  nil  I  -  Whether  I  will  or  not. 
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Enter  Grovho. 

Gronno^  I  came  hetber  now  to  understandc, 
If  ail  thin^  are  well  appoynted  for  the  execu- 
tion of  Pitbias ; 
The  kkige  bimseife  will  se  it  done  here  in  this 

place. 
Gr^m,  Sir,  all  tbinges  arc  ready ;  here  is  the 

place,  here  is  the  band,  here  is  the  sword. 
Here  ladietb  non  but  IHtbias,  whose  head  at  a 

worde. 
If  be  were  present,  I  could  finely  strike  of; 
You  may  reporte,  that  all  tbinges  are  ready. 
Bub.  I  go  with  beayy  harte  to  report  it    Ah, 

wofuU  Pithias ! 
Fall  neare  now  is  thy  misery.  [Erit, 

Gron,  1  ODarvell  very  much,  under  what  con- 

stiladon 
All  hangmen  are  borne,  for  they  are  hated  of  all, 

beloved  of  none : 
Which  hatred  is  showed  by  this  poynt  evidently, 
The  hangman  alwayes  dwelles  in  tne  vilest  place 

of  the  citie : 
That  such  spight  should  be,  I  know  no  cause  why, 
Unlesse  it  be  for  their  office's  sake,  which  is  cruel 

and  bloudy; 
Yet  some  men  must  do  it,  to  execute  lawes. 
Methinke  they  hate  me  without  any  just  cause. 
But  I  must  looke  to  my  toyle,  Pithias  must  lose 

his  head  at  one  blow, 
Els  the  boyes  wyll  stone  me  to  death  in  the  streat 

as  I  go. 
But  harke,  the  prisoner  Cometh,  and  the  kino^c  also; 
1  see  there  is  no  help,  Pithias  his  life  must  forgo. 

Here  entreth  Dioirisivs  and  Eubulus. 

Diom.  Bring  forth  Pithias,  that  pleasant  com- 
panion. 
Which  tooke  mee  at  my  worde,   and  became 

pledge  for  Damon. 
It  ^icketh^  fast  upon  noone,  I  doo  him  no 

injurie. 
If  now  he  lose  his  head,  for  so  ho  requested  me. 
If  Damon  retnme  not,  which  now  in  Greece  is 

full  mery: 
Therefore  shall  Pithias  pay  his  death,  and  that  by 

and  by. 
He  thought  belike,  if  Damon  were  out  of  the  citie, 
I  would  not  pot  him  to  death,  fur  some  foolishe 

pitie: 
But  seeinit  it  was  his  request,  I  wyll  not  be  mockt, 

he  shall  die; 
Briog  him  forth. 

Here  entreth  Snap. 

Snap,  Geve  place,  let  the  prisoner  come  by,  give 
place. 


Enter  Pmi AS  and  Srrzmkfso. 

Dion,  How  say  you,  sir,  where  is  Damon  your 

trustie  friend  ? 
You  have  playd  a  wise  part;  I  make  God  a  vow : 
You  know  what  time  a  day  it  is,  make  you  ready. 
Fitk,  Most  ready  I  am,  raightie  king,  and  moit 

willing  also. 
For  my  true  friend  Damon,  this  life  to  forgn^ 
Even  at  your  pleasure. 
Dian,  A  true  friend !  a  false  tray  tor,  that  so 

breaketh  his  oth ; 
Thou  shalt  lose  thy  life,  though  thou  be  never  so 

loth. 
Pith.  I  am  not  loth  to  doo  what  so  ever  I 

sayde, 
Ne  at  this  present  pinch  of  death  am  I  dismayde : 
The  gods  now  I  know  have  heard  my  fervent 

prayer. 
That  they  have  reserved  me  to  this  passynge  great 

honour. 
To  die  for  my  friend,  whose  faith  even  now  I  doo 

not  mistruste. 
My  friend  Damon  Is  no  false  traytour,  he  is  true 

and  juste : 
But  sith  he  is  no  god,  but  a  man,  be  must  doo  as 

he  may. 
The  wiude  may  be  oontraryj  sicknes  may  let  him,^ 

or  some  misadventure  by  the  way. 
Which  the  etemall  gods  tounie  all  to  my  glorie, 
That  fame  mav  resound  how  Pithias  fur  Damon 

did  die : 
He  breaketh  no  oth,  which  doth  as  much  as  he 

can. 
His  minde  is  heare,  he  hath  some  let,  he  b  but  a 

man. 
That  he  might  not  retume,  of  all  the  gods  I  did 

require. 
Which  now  to  my  joy  do''  graunt  my  desire.  • 
But  why  do  I  stay  any  longer,  seeing  that  one  man*s 

death 
May  suffise,  O  king,  to  pacifie  thy  wrath? 
O  thou  minister  uf  justice,  doo  thyne  oflice  by 

and  by, 
Let  not  thy  hand  tremble,  for  I  tremble  not  to  die. 
Stephano,  the  right  patrone  of  true  fidelitie. 
Commend  me  to  thy  master,  my  sweet  Damon, 

and  of  him  crave  iibertie. 
When  I  am  dead,  in  my  name ;  for  thy  trustie 

services 
Hath  well  deserved  a  gif^  farre  better  than  this, 
Oh  my  Damon,  farewell  now  for  ever,  a  true  friend  • 

to  me  most  deare ; 
Whyles  lyfe  doth  laste,  my  mouth  shall  styll  talke 

of  thee. 
And  when  I  am  dead,  my  simple  ghost,  true  wit- 

nes  of  amitie. 


•9  Pr/dfcelifc— i.  e.  it  ridethfoil  upon  qoon.    The  word  Is  used  by  Spenser,  and  many  of  our  anctcnt 
^Lethim--le.hM€ridm.  pi  x)a-dotli.    Both4tos. 
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Shall  hoMer  aboit  llii  pboft  wlMTttoever  thon 

bee. 
Biom*  £abiilB%  lUf  geate  is  ttiwuige^  aad  yet 

because 
Bmqd  iMtfa  ^dat  hit  fittth^Pkhiaa  ahali  Iht*  die 


Gronncv  ditpoyla  hyn^  and  die  diipalch  him 

qmcklr. 
Gran.  It  afaal  be  daM.    Sioca  jkni  case  ioW 

this  place, 
K  mi^t  have  stroken  off  seren  baadet  m  this 


By'r  Udjf  hera  are  good  gpcaieBti^  diesa  aae  BB]piie 

by  theroode, 
Itiaan  cvyll  winda  that  bkmeth  no  maagood. 
Now  Pithias  kneele  dowDe,  aske  me  blessyog,  like 

aprcdebqy, 
Aadwith  a  tnae,  tli^  head  fsom  thy  shooldcrt  I 

wyll  coQTay. 

Sen  entretk  Damon  running,  and  itaya  tke 
twcnL 

Bmn.  Stitff  tti^,  atay!  far  die  Uagi^t  «hra»> 

tage  stay  I 
Q  ni^itia  kMr  mime  appointed  time  ia  Mt  yet 

fuUy  past; 
Within  the  oaaqnaaa  of  ai|Be  hoere,  IbelMe  I 


atl 

A  life  I  owe»  ami  a  life  I  will  yoe  pay. 
Oh !  my  Pithiaa^  my  aohle  pMgs^  my  canHaiit 

friende; 
iJil  woia  Hie;  for  Damon's  tahe^  hownaanwete 

thou  to  thy  ende. 
Gave  pUoe  to  me^  this  rowme  ia  myne,  on  this 

stage  must  I  play. 
Demon  b  the  man,  none  ought  but  be  to  Dieni* 

sius  his  blood  to  pay. 
Gran,  dieyonoome,  sir!  yen  migbe  have  tanedy 

if  ya|u  bad  bene  wyse, 
For  your  hastie  comming  you  are  lyke  to  know 

die  pnae* 
PieA.  O  thou  cruel  miniater,  why  didst  not  thon 

thine  oflBce? 
Did  not  I  bidde  thee  make  hast  in  any  wyae? 
Hast  then  spared  to  kill  me  once,  that  I  atMy  die 

Not  to  die  for  my  friend  it  peaacnt  death  to  me ; 

and  alasl 
Shall  I  see  my  sweet  Damon  liaine  before  my 

feear 
What  double  deadi  b  dus?  Bn^  O  migfatie  Dio- 

ni»0Sy 
Deo  true  joatice  now,  way  dna  arig|it>  diea  noUe 

Eubulus ; 
LetmaehaM  no  wren|e  as  now  stamlesdie  cafe, 
Damon  ought  not  to  die,  bot  Fithias^ 
By  misadventure,  not  by  bis  wyllyhis  bowre  is  past; 

therefore  I^ 
Because  he  came  not  at  his  just  tyme^  ought  jusdy 

to  die. 


So  was  my  prorabe^  ae  waa  digF  promise^  O  kvDge' 

All  thb  courle  can  baare  wicnesse  oi  Abthiagft 

Dam.  Notso^Omii^dakyi^i^  t»jeitia»bis 

contraries 
That  fee  anodier  maa>  iMiUe  the  iomeanc  dwcM 

die: 
Neyetbmy  dmeplayalyeifiadc^  ituMtiiUy 

noone 
Of  dib  mv  day  appointed,  b^  all  dM  ebrto  b 

the  towne. 
Pitk  Beleeveno  dod^e,  thehewre  bp«iky 

the  Sonne. 
Don.  Ah !  my  iPitbaaSy  shall  we  now  breahe  the 

bondesof  amitie^ 
Will  you  now  overthwart  mee^  irhirhn  haaatoforo 

so  well  did  ame  ? 
Pith,  My  Damon,  tne  goddes  fetibid  bot  wee 

should  agree  ; 
Therefore  a^ree  to  this,  let  me  ptrfeawae  the  pro* 

raise  I  made  for  theet 
Let  mee  die  for  thee;  doa  asee  not  that  ii|fmar^ 


Both  to  breake  my  promise^  and  to  sufiar  BMe  too 

^ee  thee  die, 
Whome  so  dearly  Ilnyet  thbamallnaaneatgraBBt 
*  mec^  ' 

tt  AalLneTer  aske  thee  mote,  my  desba  b  hot 

Doo  me  tl^  honour,  that  faaaa  may  lepoEli 

triumphanUyr 
That  Pithias  for  his  fhende  Damon  wet  centented 

to  die. 
Danu  That  you  were  contented  fiav  aa^  te  di^ 

fame  cannot  denie; 
Yet  fame  shall  never  touch  me  with  such  a  vil- 

lanie^ 
To  reporte  that  Damon  did  suffin*  hb  friend  Pi- 

thiai,  for  him,  gildes  to  4fie  ; 
Therefore  content  thyseife,  the  gods  vequite  diy 

coiistant  fenb, 
None  but  Damon's  blond  can  appease  DI?oisioir 

wrath. 
And  now,  O  mightie  kinge,  to  yon  ray  taike  I 

coBvay, 
Becaoae  you  gave  mt  leeae  my  worldly  driogs  to 

To  vaquite  d»t  goed^onme  ere  I  die,  fbryoer 

bebalfo  thb  I  say. 
Akhooi^yourreganstatedameFortanededLethso, 
That  Kke  a  kinge  in  worldly  wealdi  aboodaodjr 

ye  floe, 
Yet  fickle  bthe  grnande  whereon  alltiraptstfeadc^ 
A  thousand  suiMrie  caret  and  feares  doo  haunt 

their  resdesse  head ; 
No  trusde  band,  no  fitithfull  fnendes  doo  garde 

thy  hatefull  state, 
Andwtqr)  whom  men  obey  for  deadly  fears^  sure 

them  they  deadly  hate. 


%• 


That  you  may  safely  raigue,  by  love  get,  friend!^ 

wnoae  constant  ratth 
Wyll  never  fayle,  this  couosell  geve5  poore  DaoMn 

athbdeadu 
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Fmdes  are  the  sorest  garde  for  Idngesy  gold  in 

dme  doot'*  ware  away, 
And  otber  pt^pcioos  thinges  doo'  fade,  friendship 

wrll  never  decay. 
Hn«  fiiendes  in  store  therefore,  so  shall  700  safely 

sleape; 
Hsre  frieodes  at  home,  of  fonraioe  foes  so  neede 

yon  take  no  keepe. 
ibtodon  flatriog  tongues,  whose  clackes  truth 

never  tels ; 
Abase  the  vll,  advance  the  good,  in  whome  dame 

Vcrtue  dwels; 
let  dwB  vour  playfelowes  be:  but, Oyou  earthly 

kingesy 
YoQr  sure  defence  and  strongest  garde  stands 

chiefly  in  faithfoU  friendes ; 
Then  get  you  friends  by  liberall  deedes;  and  here 

I  make  an  ende. 
Accept  this  counsel  1,  mightie  king,  of  Damon,  Pi- 

thias*  friende. 
Oh !  ny  Pithsas^  now  farewell  for  ever ;  let  n^e 

kisse  thee  or®'  I  die, 
Mj  soole  shall  honour  thee,  thy  constant  faith 

above  the  heavens  shall  ffie. 
Come,  Gronno,  doo  thine  office  now ;  why  is  thy 

colour  so  dead  f 
My  neck  is  so  short,  that  thou  wilt  never  have  ho- 

nestie  in  striking  of  this  head,^ 
Dion,  £ubulus,  my  spintes  are  sodenly  appaul- 

ed,  my  limes,  waxe  weake. 
This  strauDge  fnendship  amaseth  me  so,  that  I  can 

scarse  speake. 
Pi/lOmightiekin^^  let  some  pittie  your  npble 

hartc  teeeve ! 
You  require  bqt  one  man*s  death,  take  Pilhias,  let 

Damon  live. 
Eub.  0  unspeakable  friendship ! 
Dam,  Not  so,  he  hath  not  offended,  there  is  no 

cause  why 
My  constant  friend  Ptthias  for  Damon*s  sake 

should  die. 
AUi,  he  is  but  young,  he  may  doo  good  to  many. 
Tboa  cowarde  minister,  why  doest  thou  not  let 

mee  die  ? 
Gron,  My  hand  with  soden  fcare  qoivereth. 
Pkk.  0  noble  kinge,  shewe  mercy  upon  Damon, 

let  Pithias  die. 


DUm,  Stay,  Gronno,  my  flesh  trembleth.    Eu- 

bulus,  what  shall  I  doo? 
Were  there  ever  such  friendes  on  earth  as  were 

these  two  ? 
What  harte  is  so  crudl  that  would  devide  them' 

asunder  ? 
O  noble  friendship,  I  must  yield,  at  thy  fbrce  I 

wonder. 
My  hart  this  rare  friendship  hath  pearst  to  the 

roote. 
And  quenched  all  my  fury,  this  sight  hath  brought 

this  about, 
Which  thy  grave  counsell,  Eubulus,  and  learned 

perswasion  could  never  doo. 
O  noble  gentlemen,  the  immortal  gods  above 
Hath  made  you  play  this  tn^gedie,  I  think,  for  my 

behove : 
Before  this  day,  I  never  knew  what  perfect  friem)- 

ship  ment ; 
My  cruell  mind  to  bloudy  deedes  was  full  and 

•  wholy  bente ; 
My  fearefull  life  [  thought  with  terrour  to  de*  ] 

fende ; 
But  now  I  see  there  is  no  garde  unto  a  faithfoll 

friend. 
Which  wyll  not  spare  his  lyfe  at  time  of  present 

neede; 

0  bappie  kinges,who  in  your  courtes  have  two  such 

friends  indeed ! 

1  honour  friendship  now,  which  that  you  may 

playnly  see, 
Damon,  have  thou  thy  lyfe,  from  deatli  I  pardon 

thee; 
For  which  good  toume,  I  crave  this  honour  doe 

me  lend. 
Oh  friendly  hart,  let  me  linke  with  you,  to  you^' 

make  me  the  third  friende. 
My  courte  is  yours,  dwell  here  with  mee,  by  my 

commission  large. 
Myself,  my  realme,  my  welth,  my  health,  I  com- 
mit to  your  chfurge : 
Make  me  a  thirde  friend,  more  shall  I  joye  in  that 

thin& 
Then  to  be  called,  as  I  am,  Dionisius^  the  mightie 

kin^. 
Dam,  0  mightie  king,  flrst  for  my  lyfe  mos| 

humble  thankes  I  gave. 


«>»  Dooj— doo,  1st  edit,  »'  Or— ere,  «d  edit, 

^  M9  iMdb  if  to  thort,  that  thou  aytt  iMoer  kaoe  honettie  in  tlrikbig  oftkU  Aeaii— I.  e.  then  wiH  derive  no 
frdU  from  striking  off  a  bead  to  diaadvantageouily  placed  from  tlie  purpose  of  decollation.  Bwmtttte^ 
Fr.ncically  signified /ame,  or  rtptUaHon^  in  the  dexterous  execution  of  any  nnderti^ing,  whether  ho- 
ssarable,  or  the  cootrary.    Honutjf  seems  here  to  be  used  with  the  French  meaning.    S. 

lo  Uik  imtance,  the  autbqc  appears  to  have  had  before  him  the  speech  which  Sir  Thomas  More  mi|de 
•t  hli  execution.    HalU  hi  hii  Chronicle,  tempore  Henry  VIII.  p.  226.  says, "  Also  the  haimnan  kneled 
^wn  to  him,  askyng  him  forKeveoes  oT  his  death,  (as  the  manner  is) ;  to  whom  he  sayed^  I  forgeve  thee^ 
^  I  promise  thee,  that  thou  shalt  never  have  kontstU  of  the  ttrykyng  of  my  head^  my  necke  it  to  tf^qr^** 
'^  r«  99»-two  to^  2d  ediL 
YOL.  I.  *  N 
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A9d  imA  I  prajfte  tbt  iiQmprtall  godi  tba  did 

your  barte  «o  ineve^ 
That  you  would  have  respect  to  friendsbip's  htft 

vcnly  lore, 
?OT«eiiig  wel,  he  nped.  not  feare  itbic^  baitb,  tnie 

frieuds  in  store. 
For  my  parvii¥>«^  npbl^  Un)^  a^a  tbird  fiicndl 

welcom  to  our  friencny  aocietje ; 
Bat  you  must  fof^get  yoQi  acQ  a  king»  foi  fdcodsbip 

staudes  in  true  equalitie. 
Dion,  Voeqiutn  though  I  be  ipt  peal^  possea- 

sionsy 
Tat  foil  ecyiali.  sbail  yott  Aode  nu^  in  n)jr  dMOfod 

copcUtipnAr, 
Tirramiie^  ftaiteric^  9jj^9re9sioq^  kia  b^ar  I  <;aat 

away; 
Justice,  truth,  Ibvc,  fVieodship,  sbaU  be  my  joy : 
True  friend3l)ip  wyi  I  honour  i^iMo  my  UKe'aeod» 
My  greatest  glorie  shal  be  to  be  COPD^  a  perfect 

(nende* 
PUh*  For  this  your  deeda^  moat  QpUe  kin^  the 

gpd^v  advance  your  name^ 
And  since  to  friendship'^  lore  you  list  your  prince- 
ly baite  to.  frama» 
With  joyful  hart,  O  kioge,  most  wellcome  now  to 

me^ 
With  you  wyll  1  knit  the  perfect  knot  of  amitie : 
Wherein  I  shall  cnstruct.ypa  ao^  and  Damon  btia 

your  friend, 
That  you  ma«  know  of  amicie  tbq  mightie  foiKX^ 

and  eke  the  jbyful  end. 
And  how  that  king^  doo.  stand  uppon  a.  ficUa 

ground, 
Withia  whose  realme  at  time  of  need  no  faithfutt 

friends  are  founde. 
Dioiu  Your  instruction  wyll  I  foloir,.  to  you.mj* 

self  I  doo  ounmiita. 
Euhttlas^make  haste  m  set  nc«  apparell  fitta 
For  my  new  friends. 
Euk.  Jifo  witb.joy£il  hact;  Q  happie  daw! 

[Exii. 
Orcm^  I-  am  plade  to  haaca  tbk  ^locd;,  tbougli 

their  lives  thev  do  not  lease, 
II  ia  no  raasoa?^  tba  bangmaa  sbould  loaa  hta 

fees: 
Tbe8eiMcemin%,laorgoiiffwitkatrii0k     [J&fU. 

Here  entretk  Eubulus  with  new  garwietUts, 

DUm,  Put  on  theae  nir^f*'^*^*  wiw^^^pa  in  **'*^ 

me,  the  Jew^ea  of  my  court 
Dam.  and  Pith.  We  go  with  joyfull  biirts. 
S^eph.  Oh  DamaQ»  m^  daare  moaler,  in  aH  this 


Diam.  fly  frsead' Dmnoi^  ha  askath  lapson. 
X>aiii«  Strpbaaa^  lor t^y good servica^  bethoo 

free.  [lireunt  aU  but  Stspbamo. 

Stcfh.  O  most  hamiie,  pleasant,  joyfUll,  and 

tiiomphant  day ! 


Poon  Stepbaaoi  901V  $b»ll  Bye  iQ  continoan^,: 
Fite'&  roy,  with  Damott  aad  Pijthias,  in  pcrftct 

amitie. 
Vive  Is  Stephano,  in  thy  Dleatapt  Uberafitie: 
Wh<5rejia4  joy  a»  muob  as  he  that  bath  a  copqoe^ 

'  wonne; 
I  am  a^  free  maiv  nooa.  so,  mpvy  as  X  now  undcv 

the  Sonne. 
Fanwel,  my  lords,  nowe  the  gods  graunt  you  al 

the  som  of  perfect  amitie. 
And m^loage  to  cqjqy  my longe^detared  libcrti^ 

[Exit, 

Seope  eniretA  Euavftwa  Unlyng  Ci^iaoratft. 

Efib.  Away>YilJaine,a.way  •,,y<m  flatringe  pararita, 
Away,  the  plagae  of  this  coufte :  thy  filed  tongue, 

tmu;  forged  lies^ 
No  more  here  shall  doo;  hurt ;  away,  false  sica- 

phant>  wilt  thou  not  ? 
Cam,  I  am  gone,  ur,  seeing  it.  is  theking^ 

pleasure. 
Why  whyp  ye  me  alone  ?  a.  plague  take  Damon 

and  Pithias,  since  they  came  hither 
I  am  drivealo  seke  relecfe  ahwl»  aUis !  I  know 

not.  whither. 
Tet,  Eubulus,  though  I  be  gona»  btfreaAer  time 

sbaUuie, 
There  shall  be  foimd>erenin  this  courts,  as  great 

flatterers  as  L 
Well,  for  a  whik  I  wyll  forgo  tba  courte^  thoug^i 

tomy  greatpayne; 
I  doubt  not  but  to  spie  a  time. whan  I  may  cree^ 

ioagatne.  [Jbnt. 

Eub.  The  serpent  thai  eates  men  alive,  ftit- 

te;7,  with  aM  her  broode,, 
Is  whipte  away  in  princes,  cpurtes^^  wlucha  yet 

did  never  good. 
ytjtigdt  (orce^  whai  mighty  pov^er,  true  firiepMip 

may  possesse, 
Xo.all  tba  wiHilde,,DiouMit^'courte  now  playnely 

doth  cxpresse. 
Who.  swce  to  iaitbCuU  fmndes  be  g^v.e  his  wilr 

IjDQg  ear^ 
Most  safelyntteth  in  his  seat^,  and  slcepes  de* 

void  of  feara. 
PooifMl  is  that  coiute  of  vice^  since  ftiaiidshipen- 

tred  in, 
Tiranuie  quailes,  be  studieth  now  with  love  ecbe 

hart  to  win ; 
Vettuft  u  badia  prioeiLWl  hath,  bi*  just  rewarde ; 
And  painted  speadie,  that  gloeeth  for  gay ne,  from 

gifh  is  quite  debiu^d 
One  lovetb  another  ams  (or  itertae,  not  for  nyne ; 
Wbaia  aastaiadath  naa  luut  tba  knot»  then  fimd- 

ship  aaanoS  laioie ; 
Witfaoat  tba  whkhe^  no  aouaa,  ao  bw^  na  Wag- 

doBBecan  aadute. 
As  necessaria  fbr  man'b  ^fe,  as  waiar,  ayfa^  an4 
"fi^r,     '  ■      ■■       ' 


V^Nq 


reason,  1st  adit* 
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Which  fraipeth  the  mlnde  of  man,  all  honest 
thinges  to-doo; 

tJolioDMfc  thinges  friendshippe  De  craveth  oe  yet 
consents  thereto. 

In  wealth  a  doable  joye,  in  woe  a  present  stay, 

A  sireete  coiniwgnion  in  each  state  true  friend- 
ship IS  Sway : 

A  safe  defence  for  kkigbs^  «  pl9rfe6t  traitib 
bande, 

A  force  to  assayle,  a  shielde  to  defende  the  ene- 
mies cmell  hande« 

A  rare,  and  yet  the  greatest  gift  that  God  can 
geve  to  roan : 

So  nody  that  scarce  four  coaple'of  faidiful  friends 
have  ben  since  the  worlde  began. 

A  gift  so  8trange>  and  of  snch  price,  I  wish  aH 

Bot  chiefely  yet»  as  (iaetie  bind^ethy  I  humbly 

crare. 
True  Aiendsbip  and  tru0  Ifnendesy  tvXL  fraught 

with  constant  faith, 
The  fever  of  friends,  the  I>ord.  girant  her,  most 

noble  queene  ISlizabeim. 


The  last  Songe: 

The  strongett  gardt  that  kynget  can  hate^ 
Are  constant  friends  their  state  to  save : 
True Jriendes are  constant  both  in  word  and  deede, 
Druefriendes  are  present ,  and  helpe  at  each  neede : 
Tmefriendes  ttdlse  truely,  they  ghsefor  no  gavne^ 
Wheh  ireast&e  YrdiwtttteM,  true  frien/ies  wyU  ro- 

mayne : 
Truefriendes  for  their  true  prince  refuseth  not 

their  death : 
the  Lord  graunt  her  such  friendes^  most  noble 

queene  Elizabeth, 

Longe  may  she  goteme  in  honour  and  wealthy 
Voide  qfall  sicknasCf  in  most  perfect  h^ltk : 
WhichmaWh  to  prolqnge,  as  true  friends  require^ 
God  graunt  she  nugu  have  her  oume  hartes  desire : 
W/ttA  friendes  zs^l  defend  with  tno&t  stedfast 

The  tarie  graunt  her  such  friended  most  nMs 
queene  iRlizfAeth, 


EDITIONS. 


(1)  ^  The  excellent  Comedie  of  two  the  moste  faithfuUest  freendes  Damon  and  Pithias.  Newly 
iapnnted  as  the  same  was  shewed  before  the  queeiies  majestic,  by  the  children  of  her  graces  chap^ 
pell,  except  the  prodo^oeji  that  is  somewhat  altered  for  the  proper  use  Of  them  that  hereafter  shali 
oanre  occasion  to  plme  it  cither  in  private  or  open  audience.  Made  by  Maister  Edwards,  then  be^ 
yaee  maister  of  toe  children,  1571.  Imprintea  at  London,  in  Fleet^lane,  bjr  Richard  Joiles,  and  art 
ca  be  soide  at  his  shop  joyning  to  th^  south-west  doon;  of  Paule*s  ehurcte.''    4toy  black  16tter« 

(2.)  Another  edition  in  4tD,  B.  Ia  1^2»    Both  in  Mr  Garrick's  collfctioo. 
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GAMMER  GURTON'S  NEEDLE. 


This  dramatic  piete  is  the  first  performance  wliich  appeared  in  England  under  the  name  of  a 
comedy.  As  a  former  editor  of  it  (Mr  Hawkins)  observes,  "  There  is  a  vein  of  famiKar  humour  in 
this  play,  and  a  kind  of  grotesoue  imaeery  not  unlike  some  parts  6f  Aristophanes,  but  without  those 
graces  of  hmguage  and  metre  tor  whidi  the  Greek  comedian  was  eminently  distinguished.*  The  au- 
thor of  it  is  wholly  unknown.    In  the  title-page  be  is  only  stiled  Mr  8 ,  master  of  arts ;  and  we 

•re  informed  it  was  acted  at  Christ's  Colle^,  Cambridge. 

The  former  edition  of  this  play,  and  that  of  Mr  Hawkins,  were  both  printed  from  a  re-publicadon 
in  the  year  1661,  full  of  every  kind  of  errors,  and  some  of  them  So  gross  as  to  render  the  sense  of 
the  author  totaJIv  unintelligible.  The  present  is  ^ven  from  a  copy  printed  in  the  year  1575,  which 
is  probably  the  drst  edition ;  although  Chetwood,  m  his  British  Theatre,  hath  set  down  the  dates  of 
155]  and  1559 :  but  these,  like  some  of  the  editions  of  Shakes(>eare*s  plays,  enumerated  in  that  work, 
are  supposed  never  to  have  existed  but  in  the  compiler's  own  imagination. 


THE  NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS  OF  THIS  COMEDIE. 


DiccoN,'  theBedlem,* 

Hodge,  Gimmer  GurtonU  Servante, 

Tyb,  Gammer  .Gurt4m*i  Mcyde, 

Gammer  Gurton. 

Cock,  Gammer  Gurtorit  Boye, 

Dame  Chatte. 


Doctor  Rat,  the  Cura(e» 

Mayster  Bailte. 

Doll,  Dame  €hat*s  Mayde. 

ScAPETHRTFT,  Moystcr  Baifye^s  Seroante. 

Mutes, 


■  D/ceofi,  the  BedUm — Diccon  fo  the  ancient  abbreviation  of  Richard.  See  Mr  Steevem's  note  on 
Richard  in,  A.  b,S.S, 

*  The  Bediem— after  the  dissolation  of  the  religions  booses  where  the  poor  of  every  denomisatioa  were 
{Provided  for,  there  was  for  many  years  no  settled  or  fixed  provision  made  to  supply  the  want  of  that  care 
which  those  bodies  appear  always  to  have  taken  of  their  distressed  brethren.  In  consequence  of  this  ne- 
clect,  the  Idle  and  dusolute  were  saiTered  to  wander  about  the  country,  assaming  such  characters  as  they 
imagined  were  most  likely  to  Insure  success  to  their  frauds,  and  security  from  detection.  Among  other 
diiguises,  many  affected  madness,  and  were  distlngubhed  by  the  name  of  Bedlam  Btggart,  These  are  men- 
tiooed  by  £dgar,  in  King  Lear : 

**  The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent, 
Of  bedlam  beg^irs,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Stick  in  their  numb'd  and  mortify 'd  bare  arms 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary, 
And  with  this  horrible  ot^ect  from  low  fiarms. 
Poor  pelting  villages,  sheep-cotes,  and  mills. 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,  sometime  with  prayer, 
loforce  their  charity." 

In  Dekker*s  Belman  of  London^  1616,  all  the  diflOerent  species  of  beggars  are  enonerated.  Amongst  the 
rest  are  mentioned  Tom  o/Bedlam't  band  of  ami  caps,  otherwbe  called  Poor  Tom*s  flock  of  wild  gcf«c. 
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H>l 


PROLOGUE. 


Ai  Gammer  Gurtoo,  with  munje  a  wjde  styche. 
Sat  pesjTDge  and  patching  of  Hodge  her  man's 

briche, 
Bj  cfaanoe  or  misfortime,  as  shee  her  geare  tost, 
Id  Hodge  lether  bryches  her  needle  she  lost. 
When  Diccon  the  bedlam  had  bard  by  report, 
Hiatgood  Gammer  Gorton  was  rohde  ki  thys  sotte, 
He  qayetlye  perswaded  with  her  in  chat  stound. 
Dame  Chat  her  dearegossjrp  this  needle  had  found. 
Yet  knew  shee  no  more  of  this  matter,  alas. 
Then  knoeth  Tom  oardarke  what  the  priest  saith 

at  masse. 
Hereof  there  ensued  so  fearfull  a  fraye^ 


Mas  Doctor  was  sent  for,  these  ^ossyps  to  staye : 
Because  he  was  curate,  and  estcmed  full  wyse. 
Who  found  that  he  sought  not,  by  Diccon*s  device. 
When  all  thinfles  were  tombled  and  cleaiie  out 

of  fashion, 
Whether  it  were  by  fortune,  or  some  other  c<m- 

stellacion, 
Sodenlye  the  neele  Hodge  found  by  the  pricJkynge, 
And  drew  out  of  his  bottocke,  where  he  found  ic 

stickynge. 
Therr  hartes  then  at  rest  with  perfect  secorytie. 
With  a  pot  of  good  ale  they  stroake  up  theyr 

plaoditie. 


GAMMER  GURTON'S  NEEDLE. 


THE  FYRST  ACTE. 


THE  FYRST  SCEANE. 

Die.  Many  a  myle  have  I  walked,  divers  and 

sundry  waies, 
Aod  many  a  good  nuui's  house  have  I  bin  at  in 

my  dais ; 
Many  a  gossip's  cup  in  my  tyme  have  I  tasted. 


And  many  a  broche  and  spyt  have  1  both  turned 

and  basted; 
Many  n  peece  of  bacon  have  I  had  out  of  thir 

balkes,3 

In  ronnyng  over  the  couutrey,  with  long  and  were 

walkes ; 
Yet  came  my  foote  never  within  those  doen 


cheekc: 


fysh, 


To  seek  flesh  or  fysh,  garlyke,  onyons,  or  leekc:!^ 


(when  here  thoa  seett  by  his  bUck  and  bine  nalMd  arms  to  he  a  man  beaten  to  the  world,)  and  those 
wild  geese,  or  hair  brains,  are  called  Abrabam-men.  An  Abraham-num  is  afterwards  described  in  this 
aaooer :  **  Of  all  the  mad  rascals,  (that  are  of  this  wing,)  the  yibraham^man  is  the  mo&t  faotastick.  The 
feUow  Tqaoth  this  old  Lady  of  the  Lake  onto  me)  that  sate  half-naked  (at  table  to-daj)  from  the  girdle 
■pwaro,  b  tbe  best  Abraham-man  that  ever  came  to  my  boose,  and  tlie  ootablest  villain  :  he  swears  be 
hath  been  io  Bedlam,  and  will  talk  frantickly  of  purpose  :  you  see  jpins  stuck  in  sundry  places  of  his  na- 
ked flesh,  especially  in  his  arms,  which  pain  he  gladly  puts  himself  to,  (being  indeed  no  torment  at  all, 
his  skin  b  either  so  dead  with  some  foule  di^ase,  or  so  hardened  with  weather,)  only  to  make  you  believe 
he  is  oat  of  his  wits :  he  calls  himself  by  the  name  of  Poor  Tom,  and  coming  near  any  hody,  cries  out. 
Poor  Tom  b  a  cold.  ■  Of  these  Ahrakam-men^  some  be  eiceeding  merry,  and  do  nothing  but  sing  songes, 
feshiooed  out  of  their  own  braines;  some  will  dance  i  others  will  do  nothing  but  either  laugh  or  weep  ; 
others  are  dogged,  aod  are  sallen  both  in  look  and  speech,  that,  spying  bat  a  small  company  in  a  honee, 
-Aey  boldly  and  Mootly  enter,  compelling  tbe  servants  tbrongh  fear  to  give  them  what  they  demand, 
wkich  b  commonly  bacon,  or  something  that  will  yield  ready  money.*' 

Of  thb  respectable  fraternity  Diccon  seems  td  have  been  a  member. 

MassngeriientlooB  them  in  A  new  wajr  to  pmf  old  Dobta^  A.  ^,  S.  S.  *<  —  Are  they  padden,  or  Abram' 
tHa,  that  are  year  consorts  ?** 

^  ^  9Mt  of  tMr  balkm  the  somroer  beam,  or  dorman.  Poles  laid  over  a  stoble,  or  ether  buUdiog. 
Ray  s  CoUeUimi  of  EngUiH  Words,  p.  167. 
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GAMMER  GURTON«  NEfiDLE.  tANOKYMots. 


That  efer  I  saw  a  sorte  in  such  a  plyght,  * 

As  here  within  this  house  appereth  to  my  9^i; 

There  is  bowl^nge  and  soiowlyn^  all  cast  in  a 

dumpe, 
With  wbewfing  and  pfewlidg,  as  though  they  had 

lost  a  tnvnii. 
^ghmg  and  sdblmi^  ther  weepe  and  they  wayie ; 
I  marvel  in  my  myod,  what  the  devil  th^  ajle. 
The  olde  trot  syts  cronin^  with  atas^  and  ajas ! ' 
And  Tib  wrii^es  ner  hands^  and  takes  on  in 

worse  case. 
With  poore  Cocke  dieyr  boye,  tbey  be  dryven  in 

sach  fytSy 
I  feare  mee  the  folkes  be  not  well  in  tbevr  wyts. 
Aske  then  what  they  aile^  or  who  brougnt  tbpm 

in  this  stay  ? 
Tliey  answer  not  at  all,  but  alacke  and  welaway. 
When  I  saw  it  booted  no^  out  at  doores  I  hyed 

mee^ 


And  caught  a  slyp  of  bacoiv  when  I  saw  none 

spyed  mee. 
Which  I  intend  not  far  hence,  onles  my  purpose 

fayle, 
Shall  serve  for  a  dioiiig  bom*  to  draw  es  h#« 

fotsofaleu^    ^ 

THE  SEJCOHD  6C£A2^^ 

HoDG%  Diccotr. 

H^dge,  See  so  chamarayed  with  dablynga  ki 

thedurti 
She  tbirit  sst  me  toditchioifl^iGhwoid  she  bad  the 

squirt. 
Was  never  poors  socde  that  soch  a  life  bad  ? 
Gog's  bones,  thys  vilthy  glaye  base  drest  mee  toe 


God*s  soulci  see  how  this  stufife  teares ! 


4  3M  eeer  JsMP  essrit  la  mttk  m  plifghi-'^  unrt  is  a  company.  80,  In  Jtomen^s  ivtry  Ida  o^  of  hit 
Bummtr^  A.  t<  S.  9^  ^^  I  tpeek  It  not  glorioosly,  nor  oat  of  affectatioQi,  bnt  there's  he  and  the  connt  Fiu* 
gale,  signlor  IlhMtre,  signler  Lacaleato,  and  m  9wt  of  them,  &€«** 

Alio,fai  Pierce  PennUesse^s  Sitn»«ttrfiMlo  <A«  i^totl,  16M«  p.  6. :  *«  I  know  a  great  sort  of  good  f^ 
lows  that  woald  vcatare,  ^.^ 

Again,  in  the  KMocyon  ofjokm  BaUf  1533  s  **  —  in  parell  of  pyratas,  robbeiSy  and  nmrtklrors,  and  a 
great  tsr(  more.** 

Andy  in  Sk^ton*^  works,  edit  1736f  p*  196 1 

**  Another  «orf«  of  shitlei 
Soaw  brot^t  walnates.*' 

See  alio  Df  JTokoson  and  Mr  Steerem*!  notes  on  Shakeipeare,  VoL  til.  p.  60. 

'  Th9  •yktmtjfUgroning^  miik  aUu,  and  Omt'-mM  old  trot,  or  Iml,  Dr  Gray  sayi^  sIgnUlcs  a  de* 
crepU  old  woman,  or  an  old  drab.  la  which  seme  It  is  asM  In  Gawla  DeacUs  y\nXC%  MttM*  fi.  4b 
p.!l6,97:— 


And  p.  1984  80  :^ 


Oat  oa  tke^M  fritf  agit  wyffe  or  dame. 


Thai  said  XMdo,  and  the  tether-  wUh  tha(» 
Uylt  or  fartk  witk  slow  pase  like  am  trot. 


And  Shakespeare :  ^*  Why  give  kkn  geld  eaoagh,  mad  marry  kirn  to  a  ^mfp^i^  an  Jiglet  kak|rf  or  an  slf 
trot  wItk  ne*eratootkiakerkcad."-^2kM<iif  tf/CAfMrMt^A.!.  8.6.  Critical  notes  on  StaikespearSb 
VoLLp.  1I8« 

It  is  »lso  iwed  by  CkMckyari ;— 

Aw»  yoqqg  Frte  that  gives  leawd  coomell  nowe, 

A  wale  old  tro/(«i  tkat  lets  yoimg  flesh  to  sale*  ^.^-^AoOevs^  ISOSf  p.  890. 

And  by  GaM!o^;ne  s-^ 

Go !  that  gunpowder  conmme  the  old  lrol.-*SappoKi»  A.  3.  S.  5. 

Agahi*  in  Nasbe*iL«iilM3Aif,  IfiGOs  << -^  a  cage  ev  pigeiiKhease^  reomsome  enoogh  to  eempfckeai 
her,  and  the  tootkic»lrol  ker  nnrie,  wke  was  ker  only  chat  male  and  ckamber  maid,  ftc.''---8ee  ake  Mr 
8teevem'i  notes  on  Shakespeare,  VoL  Ih  p.  93. 

«  8haUmrveforathoingkom€todfm0omtwmp4t9o/mto  se,ki  Pfem PtomilcSM^S SepfUMfisM, p. fiS. 
"  — wee  kave  genrrall  rales  and  biumctioasy  as  good  as  printed  Bteccpls,  or  stataSes  set  dewne  by  nets 
of  parlbuMst,  that  goe  f^  dfaakari  to  drankard  as  stHI  tokeepe  yoorirrt  man,  not  lolewre  aais^ 
flock«9  in  Skp  baltom  of  Ike  t«P¥  to  knock  Ike  glasw  en  year  tkmnke  wken  yon  knve  dear,  te  hnve  I 
shooting  home  to  paU  on  yoor  wine,  as  a  rasker  of  the  coles,  or  n  sedde  kcrrioi^'* 
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Icbe  were  better  to  bee  «  hearw«njl».«nd  ae^  (o 

keepe  beares. 
B;  the  ma^se^  here  is  a  g^^'a  shamefiiU  bole 

indeade, 
And  one  smclf  teare  furder,  a  man  may  tlmiffte 
in  fSs  heade. 
Pic;  Bj  my  fiatber's  loule,  Hodge^  iT  I  sbulde 
now  be  swemey 
Icmiot  cbuse  bat  say  thy  breedi  is  foule  betome. 
Bat  the  neit  reinedye  in  such  a  case  and  hap, 
Is  to  plauncbe  on  a  piece  as  brode  as  thy  cap* 
Hodge,  Oo^s  soule,  man,  'tis  not  yet.  two  dayes 
fuUv  ended, 
%noe  my  Jame  Gurton  (cbam  sure)  these  brecbes 

amended, 
But  cham  made  such  ^  a  drudge  to  trodjge  at  every 

neede, 
Cbwoht  rend  it,  tbooeh  it  were  stitdied  wath  stur- 
dy packtfareede. 
Dk.  Hodge,*  let  thy  breeches  go^  and  speake 
and  tell  me  soonc. 
What  devil  ayleth  Gammer  Gurton^  and  Tib  her 
mayd  to  frowoe. 
Hodge,  xush,  man^  thWt  decey  ved,  'tys  tbeyr 
dayly.Iooke: 
They  coure'  so  over  the  coles^  tbeyr  eyes  be  blear'd 
with  smooke. 
Die,  Nay,  by  the  maise,  I  perfectly  peroeved 
as  I  came  bethec* 
That  eytber  Tib  and  ber  dume  batb  ben  by  tl» 

eares  together, 
Or  ds  as  great  a  matter^  as  thou  sbalt  shortly  see. 
Hodge.  Now  iche  beseeche  our  Lord  thegr  b*> 

ver  better  agree. 
Pic  By  Gog's  soule,  there  the^  ^t  as  stiU  as 
stones  in  the  streite. 
As  though  they  had  ben  taken  with  lairieSrOr  eb 
with  some  il  spreet, 
Hodge,  Gog's  liart,  I  durst  have  layd  my  C8f 
to  a  crowne, 
CVwoald  learn  of  some  prancome  as  soon  «•  idi 
came  te  town. 
Die,  Why,  Hodge,  art  thou  iaspyred  ?  or  dedsi 

tboo  thereof  here? 
Hodge,  Nay,.bat  ich  saw  such  a  wonder,  as  ich 
aair  nat  ^  seveik  ^re. 


TQmeTannkiurd's  cow^  (be  Gogfs  banes)  she>et 

me  op  her  sail. 
And  fivnging  about  bis  balse  aker,  frysking  with 

her  taile. 
As  though  there  had  been  in  her  art  aswwmeof 

And  chad  not  erred  tpbrowb.boore,  sbea'd  lept 
out  of  his  lees. 
Die,  Why,  Hodge,  lies  the  coonyjig  in  Tooie 

Tannkard^s  cowe*s  tail  ? 
Hodge,  Well,  ich  chave  hard  some  say  such  to^ 
kens  do  not  favie. 
Bat  ca*st  thou  not  teu,  in  faith,  Dicoon,  why  sh« 

frowns,  or  whereat  ? 
'^Hath  no  man  stolen  ber  ducks,  or  heaes^  or 
gelded  Gyb  her  cat  ? 
Die  What  devyll  can  I  tell,  man,  I  cold  not 
have  one  word. 
They  gave  no  more  hede  to  my  talke  then  tbo« 
woldst  to  It  brd. 
Hodge.  Iche  cannot  styll  but  mxisc^  what  mer* 
vaylous  Uiinge  it  is : 
Cbyll  in  and  know  mVselfe  what  matters  are  anya^ 
Die,  Then  farewell,  Hodgie,  a  while^  Vfuce  tbou 
doest  in  Wd  has^ 
For  I  will  into  tlie  good  wyh  ChH%  to  fbele  bow 
tb«  ale  doea  last.  i 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 
HoDOE,  Tyb. 

J^dge,  Cham  agast,  by  the  masse^icb  wot  not 

what  to  do. 
Chad  node  blesse  me  well  before  id^  go  them  to. 
Perchauoce  somefellon  sprit  roay^nHPt  our  bouse 

indeed. 
And  then  cbwere  but  a  nqddy  to  xenter  where 

cha  no  neede. 
J^b,  Cham  worse  then  ma4  by  the  masse,  to 

be  at  tliis  stave, 
Cham  chyd»  cbam  buund^  and  beaton  all  tb'oora 

on  the  day^. 
Lamed  aiwi  bnng^  starved,  prycked  np  all  in 

jagges, 
Havyng  no  patch  to  hy4^  my  bad^  save.a  few 

rotten  ragges.  .    ,    .,    * 


'^  8acc,  other  editions.  ^  Hoge,  other  eylltions. 

^  Tka^t9mm  nfkj^U^tefmUngeeth^fmt  eflMen,  lirMdl  in aUtbe  sabieqUeat  ones isvery  hnproper- 
ly  altered  to  cotfw. '  To  coiire,  is  to  bend,  itoop,  hang,  or  lean  over.    See  Beannuint  and  JPIetcliflr%  Am- 
Mnr  Tkomatf  A.  4.  S.  6.  and  Pierce  FtmOkaf'^SmppUeiaiot^to  the  SmtU^  151tt,  p.  8. 
Again,  . 

<*  He  arach  ng^rsl,  aad  cont'd  it  teoderiy, 
'<  As  chicksn  newly  hateht,  frooi  dreaded  destiny.** 

«peBser«s  JWy  <?iwrtf>  Bi  n.  e.  vlH.  ft  9. 
Agaiiy 

<«  Ae  tkas-be  spake^  eaeb  bird  an*  Nm*  behold 
t  "  ApproacblDg  two  and  two,  these  co«*r<i^  low 

"  With  blandithmeat,  each  bird  stoop'd  on  his  wliig.**        _  _^  ^  ^^ 

»  Hothnommt^Uiik^rduiiktyOrheiutyOrgeldBdGyhheraaf'-C^V  was  theaarjehy  which  allmal» 
•r  ran  cats  were  disUngoiihed.    See  Mr  Warton*s  note  oi^  the  irst  £yirt  of  Zfem^r  Ir.  A^  1.  »•  %• 
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Eodge,  "  I  say,  Tyb,if  thou  be  Tyb,  as  I  trow 
sure  thou  bee/ 
What  devyll  make-a-doe  isthisbetweeneour  dame 
and  thee  ? 
T^.  Gog's  breade,  Hodge,  thou  had  a  good 
tqrn  thou  wart  not  here  this  while  ; 
It  had  ben  better  for  some  of  us  to  have  ben  hence 

a  myle. 
My  Gammer  is  so  out  of  course,  and  frantyke  all 

at  ones, 
That  Cocke,  our  boy,  and  I,  poore  wench,  have 
felt  it  on  our  bones. 
Hodge,  What  is  the  matter;  say  on,  Tyb,  wliere- 

at  she  taketh  so  on  ? 
Tyb,  She  is  undone,  she  sayth,  (alab)  her  joye 
and  life  is  gone. 
If  she  here  not  of  some  comfort,  she  sayth  '^  she 

is  but  dead, 
Shall  never  come  within  herlyps,oneinchcf  mcate 
ne  bread. 
Hodge.  ByV  ladie,  cham  not  very  glad  to  see 
her  in  this  dumpe ;    . 
Cholde  a  noble  her  stole  hath  fallen,  and  shee 
hath  broke  her  rompe. 
Tjfh,  Nay,  and  that  were  the  worst,  we  wold 
not  greatly  care. 
For  bursting  of  her  buckle  bone,  or  breakyng  of 

her  chaire« 
But  greater,  greater,  is  her  grief^  as  Hodge  we 
shall  all  feele. 
Hodge.  Gog's  woundes,  Tyb,  my  Gammer  has 

ncTer  lost  her  neele  ? 
Tyb.  Her  neele. 
Hodge.  Her  nccle  ? 
Tj/b,  Her  neele ;  by  him  that  made  me,  it  is 

true,  Hodge,  I  tell  thee. 
Hodge.  GogS  sacrament !  I  would  she  had  lost 
th'arte  out  of  her  bellie. 
The  devil  I,  or  els  his  dame,  they  ought  her  sore  a 

shame. 
How  a  rourryon  came  this  chauncc,  (say,  Tib,)  un- 
to our  dame  ? 
Tyb.  My  Gammer  sat  her  dawn  on  her  pes,  and 
bad  m^  reach  tliy  breches, 
^od  by  and  by,  a  vengeance  in  it,  or  she  had  take 
two  stitches. 


To  clout  a  clout  upon  thine  ars,by  chaunoe  asyde 

she  lears. 
And  Gyb  our  cat,  in  the  milke-pau»  site  spied  over 

head  and  eares. 
Ah  bore,  out  these,  she  cryd  aloud,  and  swapttbe 

breches  downe, 
Up  went  her  staffe,  and  out  leapt  Gyb  at  doors 

.    into  the  towne. 
And  synce  that  time  was  never  wyght  cold  set 

their  eies  upon  it. 
'3  Gog*s  malison,  diave  Cod^e  and  I,  byd  twenty 

times  light  on  it. 
Hodge.  And  is  not  then  my  breches  sewid  ap^ 

to  morow  that  I  shuld  were  ! 
JSfb.  No,  in  faith,  Hodge,  thy  breches  lie,  for 

all  tills  never  the  nerc. 
Hodge.  Now  a  vengeance  light  on  al  the  sort^ 

that  better  shoid  have  kept  it; 
The  cat,  the  house,  and  Tib  our  maid,  that  better 

shold  have  swept  it. 
Se  where  she  cometh  crawling !  come  on,  in  twco? 

ty  devils  way ; 
Ye  have  made  a  fayrc  daic's  worke,  have  you  sot? 

pray  you  say. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

Gammer,  Hodge,  Tyb,  Cocee. 

Gam,  Alas,  alas,  I  may  well  curse  and  ban 
This  daie,  that  ever  I  saw  it,  with  Gyb  and  the 

milke-pan. 
For  these  and  ill  lucke  togathcr,  as  knoweth  Cocke 

my  boie, 
liave  stacke  '^  away  my  deare  neele,  and  rob*d  me 

of  my  joye. 
My  fay  re  long  strayght  neele,  that  was  myne  ooc- 

ly  treasure. 
The  fyrst  day  of  my  sorow  is,  and  last  end  of  my 

pleasure. 
Hodge.  Might  ha  kept  it  when  ye  had  it ;  hot 

fooles  will  be  fooles  styll : 
Lose  that  is  vast  in  your  handes?  ye  neede  not, 

but  ye  will. 
Gam.  Go  hie  thee,  Tyb,  and  run,  thou  hoore, 

to  th*  end  here  of  the  towne. 


"  Itay  Tyby  if  thou  h%  Tyh^  at  I  trow  mrt  th^u  h^cTnm  is  an  old  word,  which  signifies  belietfe,    ^ 
In  A.  5.  5. 8. 

This  prose  I  trow  may  serye,  though  no  word  spoke. 
Agaro, 

A  false  knave,  bi  God's  pitie,  ye  were,  but  a  foole  to  trow  him. 
Again, 

I  ^910  he'll  come  no  more  at  my  bouse.  TTi'/y  begtiilodf  1606. 

Again, 

And  that  is  best  I  trowe  in  warre,  to  let  it  go,  and  not  to  stoppe  it. 

Ascbam's  T^xophiUs, 
'^  She  is  sayth  hut  dead,  other  editions. 

**  G9g'i  ma/won— i.  e.  God's  curse.     Sec  Glossary  to  Peter  Langtoft. 
*♦  itav§  8tarke,  /tc. — Mr  Dodsley,  in  the  former  edition,  reads  Cac^e, 
8 
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DidH  cvf  <wt  dost  ia  tlMT  l«p  ?  Bidbc  wber  tbota 

porest  it  downe ; '' 
4jid  t0  thou  taweat  iM  Mkuig  in  the  AilMt  vlitfe 

I  morned, 
SoMtd  IP  >il  the  AiWfXof  dttit  thoo  ht§im  aoiteaw 

QDturned. 
a^  '^HiMdialyGMiunerffvytbe  Md  tjte, 

and  sone  be  here  aeayne. 
(rea.  T^  fCeope  snd  Me  down  «e  Che  sromid 

to  It,  aud  Uike  some  peine. 
IMge.  ViMt  is  m  pMty  nMUtBr^to  see  this  gsre 

how  it  goes : 
By  OofC^  eeult  I  iheak  yo«  wOld  loie  your  arse, 

and  it  were  icMisq. 
Year  aeeJo  loot?  it  is  pitae  jtm  sbold  laek  cafe 

and  earilesae  sofow. 
Go^s  deth,  hew  shall  my  heoches  he  sewtd  ?  shall 

I  go  thus  to  oMrow  ? 
Gam.  Ah,  Hodge,  Hodge,  if  that  ioh  eold  find 

fliy  iieele»  bf  the  «eed, 
Cb'oald  sow  thj  bredies,  ich  promise  the,  with 

full  gooddouhle  ibreed. 
And  set  a  patch  on  either  kaety  ehold  iast  this 

OBOoetbes  twaine. 

Now  God  and  good  saint  Sithe  I  praj^  to  send  it 

,17 


Hodge,  Wherto  senped  jroar  hands  and  eies, 
but  this  your  neele  to  iNspe  ? 
What  derill  had  fm  els. to  do?  ye  keep^ich  wot, 


Chan  fsuue  aSrode  to  djg  and^eiv*,  in  water, 

myve^  and  olaye, 
Sossing  and  possing  in  the  dorte  styll  kam  day  to 

diqre. 
A  hondred  thinges  that  be  abrode,  ofamn  set  to 

see  them  weele : 
And  foore  of  yon  syt  idle  at  home^  and  cannot 

keepe  a  seele. 
Gab.  My^neele,  alas,  ich  lost  it,  Hedg^  what 

time  ich  me  up  hasted. 
To  save  milke  set  up  for  the,  which  Gib  our  cat 

hath  wasted. 
Bodge.  The  deriU  he  burst  both  Gib  and  Tyb, 

with  all  the  rest ; 
Cham  alwayes  sure  of  the  worst  end,  whoever 

have  the  best 
Where  ha  yon  ben  fidging  abrode,  since  yon  your 

neetehMt? 


CSoHi.  Wk^o  the  home,  and  attfiedoM^eiC- 
ting  by  this  same 'pout; 
Wher  I  was  hikifig  a  loag  hown,  before  these 

folks  came  here; 
B«tt,wfllaway!  all  was  in  vayne,  my  neele  is  never 
the  nere. 
&49e.  Set  me  a  cancHe,  leCloe  seike,  and  grope 
where  ever  it  bee. 
Gog's  heart,  ye  be  folish  (ieh  thiitke)  yoa  kae^fre 
it  not  when  you  it  eee. 
<%MiLGoaMhe«faer, Cocke;  what>Coek%Isay! 
Cocke,  Howe,  Gammer^ 
^mh.  Goe,  hye  thee  soooe,  aad  grape  behyiid 
the  old  brasse  pan, 
Whych  thing  when  thou  hast  done, 
Ther  thalt  thon  fynd  an  old  ahodei  whefciti,  if 

thou  looke  well, 
Thoo  afaak  fynd  lyeog  ao  inche  ef  whyle  taHew 

candell ; 
Lyght  tt,  and  iuringe  k  tite  awaye. 
Coeke.  That  f»ball  be  done  anoue. 
Gam.  Nay,  taiy,  Hodge,  till  thou  hast  li^t,  and 

then  weele  soke  ech  one. 
£«Bi|fe.  Com  away,  ye  horson  boy,  areyeaileepe  f 

ye  must  have  a  crier. 
Cache.  Ich  cannot  get  the  oandel  light,  here  i$ 

eliMst  no  fier« 
Hodge.  Chil  hold  the  a  peny,  chil  make  thee 
coDie  if  that  ioh  may  catch  thine  eares. 
Art  defle,  thou  horson  boy  ?  Cooke,  I  say,  why 
canst  not  hearts  ? 
Oam.  Beate  hym  not,  Hodge,  hut  helpe  the  boy, 
and  come  you  two  together. 

THE  FIFTH  SCEANE. 

GAmrss,  Ttb,  Cocke,  Hodge. 

Oam.  How  now,  Tyb  !  quieke,  let's  here  what 

newes  thou  hast  brought  bother. 
j^6.  Chave  tost  and  tumbled  yender  heap  over 

and  over  againe, 
And  winowed  it  through  my  fingers^  as  men  wold 

winow  grain ; 
Not  so  much  as  a  hen's  turd,  but  in  pieces  I  tare  lU 
Or  what  so  ever  olod  or  day  I  found,  I  did  not 

spare  it. 
Lokyag  within,  and  eke  without,  to  find  your  neele^ 

(alas!) 


"'  Dowde»  ether  edits. 

*^TkaiaMai^jChmm9r,swyth6  9MtyietaHd9mMbehereagayn»^Sie3fthtaad^/t^ 

Kyng  Bstmere  tlii*ewe  the  harp  asyde, 

And  utHk  he  drew  his  brand ; 
And  Estmere  be  and  Alder  yonge. 

Right  stiife  in  stour  can  stand. 

JPfercy*8  Rettques  ofJndaU  Poetry^  Tol.  I.  p.  75. 

HsaeeMiylAtf  to  declor  Rot  hye  the  that  thoa  weiegdne.  A.  5.  S.  9. 


Thou  Shalt  fynd  lyeng  an  ioche  of  whyte  tallow  candell, 
Lyght  it,  and  brynge  it  tite  away.  A.  1.  S.  4b 


^  Uamm^Ux  DoMey  re^ds^  badt 
▼OIm  I. 
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Bot  alt  in  Vsiae ;  and,  without  belpe,  yoilr  lieele 

is  where  it  was. 
Oawu  '*  Alai^  my  neele  we  shall  nefvr  meete ! 

adue,  adue  for  aje. 
'    Tyb,  Not  so^  Gammer,  we  myght  it  fynde,  if 

we  knew  where  it  laye. 
Cocke,  Gog^s  crosse.  Gammer,  if  ye  will  laugh, 

looke  in  but  at  the  doore, 
And  see  how  Hodge  lieth  tomblynge  and  tossing 

amids  the  flonre, 
Rakyng  there,  some  fyre  to  finde  amonge  the  ashes 

dead, 
When  there  is  not  one  sparke  so  hyg  as  a  pyn's  head : 
At  last  in  a  darke  comer  two  sparkes  he  thought 

he  sees^ 
Which  were  indede  nought  els  bot  Gyb  our  oafs 

two  eyes. 
Puff?,  quod  Hodpe ;  thinking  thereby  to  have  fyre 

without  doubt ; 
With  that  Gyb  shut  her  two  eyes,  and  so  the  fyre 

was  out : 
And  by  and  by  them  opened,  even  as  they  were 

before. 
With  that  the  sparkes  appered  eren  as  they  had 

done  of  yore : 
And  even  as  Hodge  blew  the  fire,  as  he  did  thindie, 
Gyb,  as  she  felt  the  blast,  strayght  way  began  to 

wyncke; 
Till  Hodge  fell  of  swering,  as  came  best  to  his  tume. 
The  fier  was  sure  bewicht,  and  tberfore  wold  not 

burne : 
At  last  Gyb  up  the  stayers,  among  the  old  postes 

and  pinnes, 
And  Hodge  he  hied  him  afler,  til  broke  were  both 

his  shinfies : 


Corsynge  and  sweering  j>tii9,  were  nieter  of  his 

makyns. 
That  Gyb  wold  fyre  the  house,  if  that  dbee  wefe 
not  taken. 
Gam,  See  here  tsall  the  thought  that  the  foolysb 
urchyn  taketh ! 
And  Tyb  methinke,  at  his  elbow,  almost  as  awry 

maketh. 
This  is  all  the  wy  t  ye  have  when  others  make  their 

mone. 
Come  downe,  Hodge,  where  art  thou  ?  and  let  the 
cat  alone. 
Hodffe,  Gog's  harte,  help,  and  come  up;  Gjb 
m  her  tayle  hath  ^e, 
And  is  like  to  burne  all  if  she  get  a  lytle  hier: 
"Cum  downe,  quoth  you?  nay,  then  you  migftt 

coimt  me  a  patch  ; 
The  house  cometh  down  on  your  heads  if  it  take 
ons  the  thatch. 
0am,  It  is  the  cat's  eyes^  f oole,  that  shineth  in 

the  darke. 
Hodge,  Hath,  the  cat,  do  you  diinke,  tn  every 

cyeasparke? 
Gam.  No,  but  they  shyne  aa  lyke  fyie  as  ever 

man  see. 
Hodge,  By  the  masse,  and  she  burne  all,  yoiuh 

Dear  the  blame  for  mee. 
Gam,  Cum  downe,  and  help  to  seeke  here  oar 
neele  that  it  were  found ; 
Downe,  Tyb^  on  thy  knees,  I  say ;  downe  Code 

to  the  ground : 
^To  God  I.  make  a  vowe,  and  so  to  good  saint 

Anne, 
A  candell  shall  they  have  a  peece,  ge^it  where  I 


'B  utf£w,  my  ne^U  we  shall  neoar  meeU  I  adae^  adue  for  aye.— Adieu,  adiea /or  ever.    As  la  the  fbUewk^ 
•tanccs: 


For  aj^  to  be  in  shady  clobter  aiew*d. 
And  sIt/or  ajfe  enthronixed  la  heaven. 


Jtfuintfiifiwr  Nighfs  Dreamy  A, 
Marlow*8  Edward  II, 


Whereas  the  other  makes  us  live  for  i^  Tragedy  of  Crmwu^  1 004^ 

• Let  thb  pefnidew  hoar. 

Stand  aife  accuned  In  the  Calendar. 

See  Mr  Stcevens's  8hak»peare,  VoL  ITT.  p.  7.  Vol.  IV.  p.  565. 

''  Cum  dowMf  gaoth  youf  luqft  then  yon  might  count  me  a  patch.—- <*  This  term  riays  Mr  Maloae)  casi* 
toto  OM  from  the  name  of  a  celebrated  fool,  This  1  learn  fkom  Wilson's  Jrt  of  Ithetorique^  1559:  *  A 
word  taaking,  called  of  the  Grecians  Onomatopiea,  Is  when  we  make  words  of  oar  own  mind,  such  as  be 
derived  from  the  nature  of  things.*— As  to  call  one  Patche^  or  Cowlson,  whom  we  see  to  do  a  thing  foelitk- 
ly;  because  these  two,  in  their  time,  were  BotaMe  fools. 

**  Probably  the  dren  which  the  celebrated  Patch  wore,  was,  in  allnslon  to  his  name,  patched  or  parti* 
coloured.  Hence  the  stage-fool  has  ever  since  been  eihibited  in  a  motley-coat.  In  Rowley's  tfhin  jfM 
eefime^yau  know  me;  or,  Hitt,  of  King  Henry  Fill,  l«S2,  Cardinal  Wolsey's  Fool  Patch  fo  Introdaced. 
Perhaps  he  was  the  original  Patch  of  whom  Wilson  speaks.'*— Note  on  Merchant  of  Fenice^  A.  2.  &  5.   . 

In  Chaloner's  Translation  of  the'Praise  of  FoUy^  by  Lrasmus,  1549,  it  the  following  passage :  <'  lad  by 
the  fayeth  ye  owe  to  the  immortal  godds,  may  any  thing  to  an  indifferent  comiderer  be  deemed  more  ksp* 
pie  and  blissfol  than  is  this  kinde  of  mCn  whome  commonly  ye  call  fooles,  poltes,  ideotes,  and  packet  f* 

Again,  *'  I  have  subtraied  theie  my  selie  pachet^  who  not  ondye  theqiselves  are  ever  mery,  playhig,si^|- 
ing,  and  laoghyng,  but  also  whatever  they  doo,  are  provokers  of  others  lykewyse  to  pleasure,  sporte,  ssd 
laoghter,  as  who  sayeth  ordeyned  herefore  by  the  godds  of  theyr  benevoleoce  to  recreate  the  sadaose  of 
men's  lyVes." 

^  To  Ood  I  make  a  ooioe,  and  so  to  good  saint  Jnne, 

A  candeU  shall  they  haue  a  peece,  get  it  where  I  can.—ln  all  cases  of  distress,  and  whenever  the  ss- 
sistance  of  a  superior  power  was  necessary^  It  was  raaal  with  the  Roman  Catholics  to  promise  their  to- 
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Ulamjmy  iMele  fuide  ia  one  place, or  io  other. 
Hodge.  Now  a  vengeaunce  on  Gyb  light,  oo 
Gjb,  and  G^b'i  mother, 
Aad  all  the  generacion  of  cats  both  far  and  nere. 
Looke  OB  the  groQody  hortooy  thinks  thoo  the  neele 
is  here? 
Cocke.  By  my  tronth,  Gamioeri  me  thought  jour 
oeele  here  I  saw. 
But  when  mjr  fyagers  toacht  it,  I  felt  it  was  a 
straw. 
Tyk.  See,  Hodge,  what*s  tjrs;  may  it  not  be 
within  i%i 


Hodge.  Bieake  it,  fode,  with  thy  hand,  and  see 

and  thoa  canst  fynde  it 
T^.  Nay,  breake  it  you,  Uodge^  aooordyng  to 

your  word. 
Hodge.  Ooffs  sydes,  fie !  it  styncks;  it  is  a  cat's 
toard: 
It  were  well  done  to  make  thee  eate  it,  by  the 
masse* 
Gom,  This  matter  amendeth  not,  my  neele  is 
still  where  it  wasse. 
Oar  candle  is  at  an  ende,  let  us  all  in  qaight. 
And  come  another  ty  me,  when  we  hare  more  lyght. 


THE  SECOND  ACTE. 


Iirste  a  Songe. 

Back  end  syde  go  bare,  go  borCf 
booth  foote  tmd  honde  go  colde ; 

Bui  belfyf  God  $ende  thee  good  ole  ynoughe, 
whetker  U  be  nemt  or  olde. 

I  com  ntd  eaie  biU  fyile  meat, 

wn^  stomocke  i$  not  goode ; 
Ba/,  mrcj,  I  thinke,  that  I  can  drynk 

with  hm  that  weoree  a  hood.*^ 
Thomgke  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  care, 

I  am  nothingt  a<olde  ; 
I  ttnffemy  ikyn  to/uU  within, 

of  jehf  good  ale,  and  olde. 
Back  and  tyde,  go  barct  go  bare, 

booth  foote  and  hande  go  colde ; 
But  be£^,  God  eende  thee  good  ale  ynoaghe, 

whetier  it  be  new  or  olde. 


^  I  love  no  rottf  but  a  nut  brown  toite, 
and  a  crab  layde  in  thefyre  ; 

A  lytle  bread  shall  do  me  stead, 

.    much  bread  I  not  desyre. 

Nofirotte  nor  snoWy  no  winde,  I  trow, 
con  hurte  mee  if  I  woldCf 

I  am  so  wrapt f  and  throwhf  lapt 
ofjoly  good  ale,  ond  olde. 

Bock  and  syde  go  bare,  &c. 

And  3^6,  mv  wyfe,  that  as  her  lyfe 

kneth  well  good  ale  to  seeke, 
Full  ofle  drinkes  shoe,  tyll  ye  may  see 

the  teares  run  down  her  cheekes  ; 
*^  ITien  dooth  she  trowle  to  mee  the  bowle, 

even  as  a  moult  worme  shuld ; 
And  sayth,  sweet  hartj  1  tooke  my  part 

oftkUjohf  mood  ale,  and  olde, 

JEiadi  and  syde  go  bare,  &c 


iehvy  laiiib  to  light  ep  candles  at  their  altan,  to  induce  them  to  be  propHioas  to  sack  applicatlom  as 
were  aade  to  them.  Tbe  reader  will  see  a  very  rldiculoin  story  of  thft  kind  in  the  first  Tolame  of  Lor^ 
Oxford's  Collection  of  Voyages,  p.  T7 1.  qaoted  in  Dr  Gray*8  Notes  on  Shakespeare,  Vql.  1.  p.  7.  Erasmus 
kua itory  to  the  sinie  purpose  la  hb  Naufragium. 

^'  ADadiflg  to  the  druokennesi  of  the  Friars. 

^  /  Uve  AM  rott,  but  a  nut^owne  toste, 

eH|^  a  crab  %d^  <ii  <JI«^rs.— So,  in  the  Sd  Act,  4tb  Scene  I 


A  cop  of  ale  had  in  his  band,  and  a  crab  lay  in  the  fyer, 

Kow  a  erab  in  tbe  fire  were  woorth  a  good  grote, 
That  I  might  qoalfe  with  captahi  Tom  Tospot, 


Late  wlU  to  like,  c.n. 


And  sometime  lark  I  hi  a  gossip*!  bowl. 

In  rery  likeness  of  a  roasted  erab.  Midmmmer^s  Night's  Dream,  A.  9. 8. 1* 

V^oa  this  la>t  paamge,  Mr  Steerem  W  given  tbe  followfaig  examples  of  tbe  use  of  thb  word ; 


Yet  we  will  have  hi  store  a  crab  In  tbe  fire, 
"With  not  browne  ale. 


Heorjf  r,  Anooi 


And  lit  down  in  my  cbaire  by  my  fiilre  Alison, 

And  torn  a  croMe  hi  tbe  fire  as  merry  as  Pope  Joiin.       Dmofi  ond  PUhias, 

• . . .  SItthig  in  a  oemer  taming  crabs, 
Or  coaghiog  o>r  a  warmed  pot  of  ale. 

Description  of  Christmas,  in  Summer^  Last  Wm  and  Testament,  by  Nash,  1000. 
^  J%en  deeih  she  trowU  to  mee  the  ftdiife,— <*  Tirowle,  or  <rf  Is  the  bosol,  was  a  common  phrase  hi  drial^h^ 
Ik  pviing  tbe  vessel  M>«vt,^a|»peais  by  tbe  foUowh«  beghmbi^  of  an  old  Ci^ch; 
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even  as  good  ftUme$  ttlmkde  doe^ 
f%iy  iksUwii  mi$$e  to  heam  the  blk$$ 

good  ale  doth  bringe  men  t0: 
And  ^tipoor  iouteif  HM  k&9€ $cmpred  htutsSf 

or  have  them  Itutehu  troide^ 
Ood  Mve  the  fyvee  eftkem  and  theit  wy^m, 

whether  they  be  yonge  or  oide, 

Bttek  and  t^  g^  h&te^  &c 

THB  FYRST  SCRAN& 

DiCCONy  UODGE. 

Die  Well  done,  by  Gog's  malty  well  songe  aod 

well  saide: 
Come  on,  mother  Chat,  as  thoa  art^  a  tnic  mayde. 
One  fresli  pot  of  ale  let's  see,  to  make  im  eAde 
Agajnst  this  colde  ^efKef|  my  imked  mtm^^^  to 

defende : 


Tbit  gtfn  it  WOTtts  the  scffelVy  aei«r  wM  blow  oil 

thy  wont. 
And  let  ns  drink  and  swMl  till  that  oar  btlliei 

bmste; 
Now  WAV  be  a  wyta  sBiiy  by  <Miiifyi^  cokb 

defyne 
Which  way  ray  jooney  lyedi,  or  where  DIcood 

will  dyne : 
Bat  one  good  ta  me  I  bote,  be  it  by  nyglK  or  d«ye, 
South,  east,  north,  or  wes^  I  am  never  out  of  my 

wave. 
Hodge.  Chym  goodly  rewarded^  charo  f  not,  do 

yon  thyncke  ? 
Chad  a  goodly  dynner  for  all  my  sweate  and 

swyncke ;  ** 
Neyther  butter,  cheese,  mylk,  onyons,  fleshy  nor 

fyshe, 
Save  tbys  pece  of  barly  bread,  tis  a  pleasant  costly 

disbe. 


"  ^o{e,  troh  (be  bowl  to  me. 

And  I  will  troU  the  sane  again  to  thee.** 

«  And  In  this  others  in  Hiltoa's  CoHeetiea  s 

**  Tort  fiftirts,  Tom  Bonis, 

Seest  tbou  net  binr  oettily  tbb  good  ale  tnmlm  r* 

H\E  John  Hawkins's  HM^  •fMmkk,  Tal.  III«  fS. 


Again: 


^rdia  i|f  FsDsrsianH  1A09. 


SIrra  Sbab^baege,  canst  thMi  remember 
8ini:e  we  trmUTthA  hmk  at  Sittiogbom. 

Gi?*t  m  weele  pledge,  nor  shall  a  man  that  lives 

In  charity  refine  it,  I  will  not  be  so  old 

As  not  be  grae't  to  beaeiir  Cupid,  giv't  as  IW, 

When  we  were  young,  we  could  ha  trold  it  off. 

Druake  down  a  Dotchmaa.  .    Mantoa's  Poratitoilsr  sr  Ams,  A«  &• 

If  ow  the  cups  troU  about  to  w«t  the  gossips  whistles, 
-  It  poon  down  1  fiitth  tbey  never  thfaik  of  payment 

A  Chaat  jn^d  in  C9keapeHd$^  p.  94. 

*♦  Add. 

«s  -^Naked  anN«>— See  Dekker's  DfscriptieB  of  an  AbrahaB-maa,  p.  lOK 

^6  -^SmttUe  and  swjfncke  ^^^<»  MpynAc,  u  to  work,  or  labour, ;  as  in  SpeoBer's  Fairy  Queen,  B.  S.  Cant. 
7.  St.  8: 

**  For  which  men^wM  and  sweat  Incessaatly." 

Again,  in  Comtis,  by  Miltoa,  I.  893 ; 

^       "  And  the  tminkt  hedger  at  his  supper  sat." 

Al80»  la  Chancer^  Canterbmy  Taiet,  Prol.  1. 184 : 

*'  1/Vhat  shttlde  he  studie,  nake  himselvea  woad. 
Upon  a  book  in  doistre  alway  to  pore. 
Or  9tBinken  with  bis  bondes,  and  laboure. 
As  Austin  bit  ?  bow  sbal  the  world  be  served  f 
Let  Austin  have  his  mcfnk  to  bka  reserved." 

And,  In  Pierce  Plowman*$  Fiiiim  i 

*'  HermeU  an  heape  with  bolted  staves, 
.  Wcntf  n  to  Walsiogbam,  and  her  Wenches  after 
Great  loo  bees  and  long,  that  lotb  were  to  neMte^. 
Clothed  beta!  lb  copes,  to  be  tndwn  ftom  other." 
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Dk.  IMk,  Mow  Ho^  atHl«7  ^u  to  ftre 
with  thy  meat,  if  you  have  an j : 
But  hf  thy  wofda,  as  I  them  sineiled,  thy  daintrels 
M  not  ttanie. 
Hodge.  Daintreis,  Diecon!  Oogn  soate  man, 
save  this  pece  of  dry  horebred, 
Chat  1^  no  bjrt  this  lyve-loiige  date,  no  crome 

come  in  nly  hed : 
My  giitcs  they  yawle,  crawle,  and  all  mj  belly 

rumbleth. 
The  puddyin^  oauiot  lye  still,  ecb  one  oter  other 

tambleth. 
By  Gog's  harte  cham  so  rexte,  and  in  my  belly 

pende, 
CbooM  one  p«ce  were  at  the  spittlehoase,  another 
at  the  casteFs  ende. 
Die  Why  Hodge,  was  there  none  at  home  thy 

dinner  for  to  set? 
Hodge*  Gog9^*  bread,  Dicoon,  ich  came  to 
late,  was  nothing  thet  to  get: 
Gyb  (a  fbwle  feind  might  on  her  light)  lickt  the 

milke  pan  so  dene ; 
See  Diccoo,  'twas  not  so  well  wash!  this  seven 

yere,  as  ich  wone. 
A  peatilence  lyght  on  all  ill  lake,  chad  thought 

yet  for  all  this 
Of  a  monell  of  bacon  behynde  the  dore,  at  worst 

shald  not  misse : 
Bat  when  ich  soazht  a  slyp  to  cat,  as  ioh  was 

wont  to  ao, 
Gogs  Bools,  Diccoii,  Gyb  onr  cat  had  eate  the 
bacon  to! 
[Which  baeon  Diccov  »t<^  at  it  declared 
before. 
Die,  HI  luck,  i|ciod  he?  mary  swere  it,  Hodge, 
this  day  the  trueth  tel, 
Thoo  rose  not  on  thy  right  syde,  or  els  blest  thee 

notweL 
Thy  mylk  slopt  op !  thy  bacon  filtched !  that  was 
to  bad  lock,  Hodge. 
Hodge.  Nay,  nay,  ther  was  a  fowler  fault;  my 
Grammer  ga  me  the  df>dge : 
Seest  not  how  cham  rent  and  corn,  my  heels,  my 

knees,  and  my  breech  ? 
Chad  dionght  as  ich  sat  by  the  fire,  help  here  and 

there  a  stitch; 
Dot  there  ich  was  powpte  indeed. 
Die.  Why,  Hodge? 
Hodge.  Bootes  not,  man,  to  tell, 
Cham  80  drest  amonst  a  sorte  of  fooles,  chad 

better  be  in  hell. 
My  Gammer  (cham  ashamed  to  say)  by  God, 
served  me  not  weete. 
Die  How  so^  Hodge  ? 


Hodge.  Hase  she  not  gone,  trowest  tiow  tfaou. 

and  loat  her  neele  ? 
Die.  Her  eele,  Hodge !  who  fysht  of  late  ?  that 

was  a  dainty  dysh. 
Bodge.  Tasb,  tush,  her  neele,  her  neele,  her 
neele,  man,  tys  neitlter  flesh  nor  fish, 
A  lytle  tiling  with  an  hole  in  the  end,  as  br^ht  as 

any  syller. 
Small,  longe,  sharpe  at  the  poynt,  and  straight  as 
any  pylier. 
Die  I  know  not  what  a  deril  thou  menest,  thou 

bringst  me  more  in  doubt. 
Hodge.  Knowest  not  with  what  Tom  tailef's 
man  sits  broching  throoghe  b  clout? 
A  neele,  a  neele,  my  Oaramer'a  neele  is  gone. 
Die.  Her  neele !  HtKlge,  now  I  smel  thee,  that 
was  a  chaunce  alonet 
By  the  masse,  thou  hadst  a  shameful  losse,  and  it 
were  but  for  thy  breches. 
Hodge,  Gog's  souie,  man.  chould  give  a  crown, 

chad  it  but  three  stitches. 
Die  How  sayest  thou,  Hodge?  what  shuld  he 

have  again  thy  nedle  got  ? 
Hodge.  Be*m  vatber's  soul,  and  chad  it,  chould 

give  him  a  new  grot 
Die.  Canst  thou  keepe  counsaile  in  this  case?. 
Hodge,  Els  chwold  my  ton^e  were  oat. 
Die  Do  ihon  *♦  but^hen  by  ray  advise,  and  I 

nil  fetch  it  without  doubt 
Hodge*  Chyll  runne,  chyll  ryde,  chyll  dygge, 
chyll  delve,  chyll  toyle,  chyll  trudge, 
shalt  see; 
Chyll  hold,  chyll  drawe,  chyll  pull,  chyll  pyncfae, 

chyll  kneele  on  my  bare  knee; 
Chyll  scrape,  chyll  scratche,  chyll  syfte,  chyll 
seeke,  chyll  bowe,  chyll  bende,  chyll 
sweate^ 
Chyll  stoop,  chyll  stur,  chyll  cap,  chyl  knele,  chyll 

crepe  on  hands  and  leete ; 
Chyll  be  thy  bondman,  Diecon,  ich  sweare  by^ 

sunne  and  rooooe, 
Afid  cbannut  sumwhat  to  stop  this  gap,  oham 
utterly  undone. 

[Pointing  behind  to  hit  tome  hreechet^ 
Die  Why, -is  ther  any  special  cause  rhou  takest 

hereat  such  sorrow  ? 
Hodge,  Kirstian  Clack,  Tom  Simson's  maid,  by 
the  masse  coms  hether  to  morrow; 
Cham  not  able  to  say,  betweene  us,  what  may  hap, 
^he  smyled  on  me  the  last  Soaday  when  ich  put 
*  of  my  cap. 

Die.  Well,  Hodge,  this  is  a  matter  of  weight, 
and  must  be  kept  close, 
^°  It  might  els  tame  to  both  our  oostes^  as  the 


.  *y  Wilt  *«  Godgs.  ^9  Than. 

^  U  might eU  iunu  tt  both  our  costes^  as  the  world  now  gose  —Id  the  1 4th  of  Queen  Elisabeth,  157S,  aa 
act  of  Pailianient  passed,  by  which  very  heavy  penalties  were  Inlllcted  on  all  rogues,  vagabonds,  and 
stardy  beggan.    Among  others,  who  are  therefai  described  and  directed  to  be  deemed  sqch,  are  idle  per- 
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werld  nowgose. 
Sbalt  sware  to  be  no  olab,  Hodge, 

Hodge.  Chjll,  Diqoon. 

Die,  Then  go  to. 
Lay  tbtne  hand  here,  say  after  me,  as  ihoa  shale 

here  roe  da 
Haste  no  book  ? 

Hodge.  Cba  no  book,  I. 

Dk.  Then  needes  nuist  force  us  both. 
Upon  my  breech  to  lay  thine  band^  and  there  to 
take  thine  otn. 

Hodge.  1  Hodge  breechelesse, 
Sfieare  to  Dicoou  rechelesse, 
By  the  crosfe  that  I  shall  kysse^ 
To  kepe  his  counsaile  close, 
And  aiwayes  me  to  dispose. 
To  worke  that  his  pleasure  is. 

SHere  h€  kjftaeth  Dfccoti's  hrttck, 
odge,  see  thou  take  heedei 
And  dee  as  I  thee  byd; 
For  60  I  judge  it  roeete. 
This  nedle  againe  to  win, 
There  is  no  shift  tlierein, 
Bot  conjure  up  a  spreete. 

Hodge.  What  the  great  devill,  Diccon,  I  saye? 

Die.  Yea,  in  good  faith,  that  is  the  waye, 
**  Fet  wiiK  some  prety  charme. 

Hod^e,  Softe,  Diccon,  he  not  to  hasty  yet, 
Bt  the  masse,  for  ich  begyn  to  sweat, 
Gnam  afrayde  of  some  ^*  harme. 

Die.  Come  hether  then,  and  sturre  the  nat 
One  inche  out  of  this  cyrcle  plat, . 
But  stande  as  I  thee  teache. 

Hodge.  And  shall  ich  be  here  safe  from  theyr 
clawes  f 


Die  The  mayster  devill  with  hk  looge  (awes 
Here  to  thee  cannot  reache. 
Now  will  I  settle  me  to  this  geare. 

Hodge.  I  say  Diooon,  beare  we,  heaie : 
Go  softely  to  tbys  matter. 

Die  Whatdevyll,  roan,  art  afraide  of  nought? 

Hodge.  Canst  not  tanye  a  hole  thought^ 
Tyir  ich  make  a  curtesie  of  water? 

Die.  Stand  still  to  1l^  why  shuldesi  thoa  ieam 
bym? 

Hodge.  Gog's'sydes,  Diccon,  me  4unk  iob  heme 
him. 
And  taitye  cbal  mare  all. 

Die,  The  matter  is  no  worse  then  I  tolde  it 

Hodge.  By  the  masse,  cham  able  no  longer  t» 
holde  it : 
^'  So  bad,  iche  must  beraye  the  halL 

Die  Stand  to  it,  Hodge^  store  not,  yoo  honoK. 
What  devyll,  be  thine  ars  stringes  brusteo  ? 
Thy  selfe  a  while  but  staye. 
The  devill  I  smell  hym,  wyil  be  here  anone. 

Hodge.  Hold  him  fast^  Diccon,  cham  goae» 
ohamgone^ 
Chyll  not  be  at  that  fraye. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
DiccoN,  Cbat. 

Die.  Fy,  shytten  knave,  and  out  upon  thee ! 
Above  all  other  loutes,  fye  on  thee ! 
Is  not  here  a  clenly  prancke  ? 
But  thy  matter  was  no  better. 
Nor  thy  presence  here  no  sweter, 
^*  To  flye  I  con  3'  thee  thanke. 
'^  Here  it  a  matter  worthy  glotynge^ 


SOBS  going  about  feigning  themselves  io  have  knowledge  in  phisnomle,  palmestrie,  or  other  abused  sctencft^ 
whereby  they  bear  the  people  in  hand  that  they  can  tell  their  destinies,  deaths,  and  fortnues,  and  ntck 
•iher  like  fantattical  imaginationM.  This  statute  seems  to  be  alluded  to  here  by  Diccon,  and  will  serve  to 
coafltn  tiie  later  date  of  the  Play  i  and  at  the  same  time  prove  the  forgery  of  that  assigned  to  It  by 
Chetwood. 

3'  Fal^-i.  e.  fetched.  ^  Syme. 

31  Te. 

^  To  fijfe  I  con  thf  ikmUce* — I  con  hhn  no  thanks  fot  it,  occurs  in  Shakespeare's  jiWt  weU  that  emb 
wett;  and  Mr  Steevens  says  It  means,  **  I  shall  not  thank  hUn  in  studied  language.**  I  meet  with  the  same 
expression  in  Pitrce  PeimHe$se  hi$  SuppUaUUm,  &c. 

«<  I  beUeve  htwiaamtkm  liUU  tJUmksfir  if.** 

Again,  in  Wili  Beguiled,  161S : 

**  I  con  master  Chnrms  HUmktfor  this*** 

Agahi,  in  uiny  thing  for  a  quiet  lift :  **  He  would  not  trust  yon  with  it,  /era  him  thanks  fbr  it.**  T^ 
con  ihmkt  may  indeed  exactly  answer  the  French  tcaooir  grt*    To  con  is  to  know. 

Cim  or  con  thankti  says  the  Glossary  to  the  Lancashire  Dialect,  b  to  give  thankt  i  and  in  that  sense  only 
the  words  appear  to  be  used  to  this  day  in  the  north  of  England.  In  Erasmos^s  Preite  ofFol^t  by  Cba* 
loner,  1560,  8ig.  £3:  *'  Bat  in  the  meane  whvle,  ye  ought  to  tofuie  me  tkMke,  Ac.*^  And  Big.  I  4t 
«•  who  natheless  conned  him  a  greate  thanke^  &c.^*  Again,  In  Pierce  PemiilessB't  Swpptieatiem,  p.  28 :  **  H 
is  well  doone  to  practise  thy  wit,  but  (I  beUeve)  our  Lord  will  eun  thu  ttttU  thanke  for  It." 

35  Can. 

36  Here  is  a  matter  worthy  glosynge— L  e.  glossing  or  commenthig  upon.  So,  hi  Pierfls  PWwmmi  Vkkm^ 


Oloeed  the  Gospel  as  hem  good  liked, 

f*Dr  covetoos  of  copes  comtnte  it  fw  (hei  wo|d« 
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Of  Gammer  Onrton's  needle  losjnge. 

And  ft  foale  peece  of  warke : 

A  nmn,  I  tbyncke,  myght  make  a  playe^ 

And  nede  no  worde  to  this  they  saye, 

Being  but  halfe  a  dafke. 

Softe,  let  me  alone,  I  will  tdce  tbe  diarge, 

This  natter  further  to  enlarge^ 

Within  a  tyme  shorte ; 

If  ?e  will  marke  ray.tojes,  and  note, 

I  will  gcve  ye  leaTe  to  cut  my  throte 

If  I  Dwke  not  good  sporte. 

Dame,  Chat,  I  say,  where  be  ye,  within  ? 

Chat»  Who  have  we  there  maketh  soch  «  din  ? 

Die  Here  is  a  good  fellow,  maketh  no  great 
dannger. 

Chat,  What,  Dicoon?  come  nere,  ye  be  no 
straong^r: 
^  We  be  fast  set  at  trumps  man,  hard  by  the  fyre; 
Tkoa  slialt  set  on  the  king,  if  thoo  come  a  little 
nyer. 

Die  Nay,  nay,  there  is  no  tanrying:  I  mast  be 
gone  againe ; 


But  first  for  yon  in  conncel  I  have  a  word  or 

tivaiue. 
Chat,  Come  hether,  Dol ;  Del,  sit  downe  and 

play  this  game^ 
And  as  thou  sawest  me  do,  see  thoa  do  even  tlie 

same: 
There  is  five  tramps  besides  the  qoeene,  the  hind- 
most thou  shah  finde  her. 
Take  hede  of  Sim  Glover^s  wife,  she  hath  an  eie 

behind  her. 
Now,  Dicoon,  say  your  will. 

Die.  Nay,  sofie  a  litle  yet, 
I  wold  not  tell  my  sister,  the  matter  is  so  great, 
^*  There  I  wil  have  you  sweare  by  our  dere  ladj 

ofBullaine; 
Saint  Danstone  and  saint  Donnyke,  with  the 

three  kinges  of  KnUaine,  •* 
That  ye  shal  keepe  it  secret. 

Choi,  Gogfs  bread,  that  will  I  doo. 
As  secret'as  mine  owne  diought^  by  Qod  and  tlii 

devil  too.  ^ 


^  We  htfnk  Mf  ae  tnunp,  m/m,  \ari,  ly  tkefjin  i— The  common  etymology  of  the  word  trumps  as  maJe 
ase  of  in  games  at  cards,  derives  it  fron  a  corruptioa  of  triumph ;  but  Ben  JobneoD  spells  the  word  tmmpp 
from  %hich  Mr  Whalley  coiyectures  that  his  aathor  thought  it  was  derived  from  the  French  tromptr^  to 
tfeceivf.  And  indeed  it  will  easily  bear  this  acceptation.  A  person  playing  at  the  game  thinks  he  shall 
win  the  trick,  till  his  adversary  tiUces  it  from  him  by  a  tromp ;  he  Is  trompty  or  deceived. 

Wbt-Uley  Note  on  The  New  Inn^  A.  I.  8. 9. 

Dramp  was  a  game  played  with  cards,  as  will  appear  by  the  following  passage  of  Dekker's  Bet-mMn  •/ 
LomdoHj  Sig.  V2i  ''  To  speake  of  all  the  sleights  used  by  card-plaifers  in  all  sorts  of  games  woald  bat 
weary  yoa  that  are  to  read,  and  bee  but  a  tbanklesse  and  uapleasing  labour  for  me  to  set  them  downe. 
OmHtiog  therefore  the  deceipts  practised  (even  In  the  fairest  and  most  civil!  companies)  at  Primero, 
fiaiat  Maw,  Trymp^  and  such  like  games,  1  will,**  &c. 

^  Then  J  will  have  you  $meare  by  eur  dere  lady  of  Butlaine, — Mr  Hawkin  says  probably  Lady  Ann  But- 
<Ni,  than  which  there  could  hardly  have  been  a  coqject^  more  wide  from  the  meaning  of  the  speaker. 
Oar  dere  Lady  of  Bullaioe  is  n5  other  than  the  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary  at  Boulogne,  which  was  for- 
merly held  in  so  much  reverence,  that  it  was  one  of  those  to  which  pilgrimages  lued  to  be  made*  la 
Chaucer's  Canterbury  TaUs^  Prol.  1.  465.  describing  the  Wife  of  Bath,  he  says : 

And  thries  badde  she  been  at  Jemsaleme. 
She  hadde  passed  many  a  strange  streme* 
At  Rome  she  badde  ben,  and  at  BofotiM, 
In  Galice  at  Seint  James,  and  at  Coloine. 

The  Vhrgfai  Mary  was  the  patroness  of  the  town  of  Boulogne  In  a  very  singular  manner.  It  being  holden 
Immcdlalely  of  her :  ^  For  when  King  Lewis  IL  after  the  decease  of  Charles  of  Burgundy,  had  taken  In 
Boalogae,  anno  1417,  as  new  lord  of  the  town,  (ihus  John  de  Serres  relateth  it,)  he  did  homage  wkh- 
oat  sword  er  spars  bareheaded,  and  on  his  knee,  before  the  Virgin  Mary,  offerlag  junto  her  image  an 
heart  of  massie  gold  weighing  2000  crowns.  He  added  also  this,  that  he  and  his  successors  kings  after 
hiai  should  bold  the  county  of  Boulogne  of  the  said  Virgin,  and  do  homage  unto  her  image  in  the  great 
church  of  the  higher  town  dedicated  to  her  name,  payiiv  at  every  change  of  a  vasud  an  heart  of  pure 
gold  of  the  same  weight."— Heylins  Survey  of  France,  1 636,  p.  193. 

»  truh  the  three  kings  of  Kullaine—Tke  three  kings  of  Coloyn  arc  supposed  to  have  been  the  wise 
men  who  travelled  uoto  our  Saviour  by  the  directioa  of  the  sur.  Te  these  kings,  several  writers  have 
«ivea  the  names  ofGaspar,  Melchior,  and  Balthazar  $  bat  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  \u  his  Fa/gar  Errors,  has 
a  whole  chapter  cooceraing  them,  in  which  he  doubts  all  the  principal  facts  in  the  account  of  thena.  See 
B.  7.  C.  8.  The  celebrated  Thomas  Coryat,  when  at  Coloyn^  took  some  pains  to  collect  many  circum- 
stances relative  to  these  kii^,  with  which  he  Jiath  filled  several  pages  of  his  Bookf  and  to  which  th<»e 
who  use  desirous  of  (tether  mformation  on  the  subject  nrnst  be  referred. 

*«*  Two. 
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Die,  Here  is  Gammer  Gurton,  your  nei^boury 
a  sad  and  hevy  wight, 
Her  goo(Hy  faire  red  cock  at  home,  was  stole  this 
last  night. 
Chat,  Gog's  sonl !  her  cock  with  the  yelow 

legs,  that  nightly  crowed  so  just  ? 
J)ic.  That  cocke  is  stollen* 
Chat  What,  was  he  fet  out  of  the  hen's  ruste  ? 
Die.  I  caa  not  tel  where  the  devil  he  was  kept, 
under  key  or  locke. 
But  Tib  hath  tykled  in  Gammer's  eare,  that  you 
should  steale  the  cocke. 
Chat,  ^'  Have  I  ?  strong  hooce,  by  bread  and 

salte 

Die.  What  softe,  I  say  be  styl. 
Say  not  one  word  lor  all  thiS'geare. 
Chat.  By  the  masse,  that  I  wyl» 
I  wil  have  the  yong  bore  by  the  bead,  and  the 
old  trot  by  the  ihiote. 
Die,  Not  one  word,  dame  Chat,  I  say,  not  one 

word  for  my  cote. 
Chat,   Shall  such  a  begar's  brawle  as  that, 
thinkest  tbou,  make  me  a  theefe? 
The  pocks  light  on  her  bores  sydes^  a  pestilence 

and  miscbeefe. 
Conae  out,  thou  hungry  nedy  bytcbe ;  O  that  my 
nails  be  short  I 
Die.  Gog*s  bread,  woman,  hold  your  peace,  this 
gere  wil  else  passe  sport; 
I  wold  not  for  an  hundred  poond,  thit  matter 

shuld  be  knowen. 
That  I  am  auctour  of  this  tale,  or  have  abrode  it 
blowen. 


Did  ye  not  sweare  ye  wold  b»  rvltd,  before  te 

tale  I  tolde  ? 
I  said  ye  must  all  secret  keepe,  and  ye  said  tore 

ye  wolde. 
Chat,  Wolde  you  suffer  yourself,  Diooon,Mdi 

a  sort  to  revile  yon. 
With  slaunderous  words  to  blot  your  m»e,  and 

so  to  defile  you  i 
Die,  No,  good  wile  Chat,  I  wold  be  lacbi 

drabs  shulde  blot  my  name ; 
Bot  yet  ye  must  so  order  all,  that  Diocon  1 

BO  blame. 
Chut.  ^^  Go  to  tbe%  what  isyeur  vede^  mj  on 

your  minde^  ve  siiali  mee  rule  herein. 
Die,  Godamerpye  dame  Chat,  in  faith  dioii 

must  the  gfsre  begia : 
It  is  twenty  pound  to  a  goose  lord  ny  Gammer 

will  not  tary. 
But  betfacff  ward  she  comae  aa  fast  at  her  lefs 

can  her  cary, 
To  brawle  withyou  about  her  cocke ;  fop  wdl  I 

hard  Tyb  say, 
Tbe  cocke  was  rested  in  your  house,  to  break- 
last  yesterday : 
And  when  ye  had  the  carcas  eaten,  the  fetbera 

ye  out  flunge, 
And  Dol,  your  maid,  the  legs  she  hid  a  foote 

depe  in  the  dunge. 
Chat.  O  gracyous  God,  my  heart  it  bnrstes ! 
Die.  WeH,  rute  your  self  a  space. 
And  Gammer  Gurton,  when  she  commetb,  anoa 

into  tbys  place. 


^  Have  J?  str»ng  Aoore,  by  bread  and  salte — this  oath  occurs  again,  A.  5.  S.  2 : — 
"  Yet  shal  ye  find  no  other  wfgbt  save  she,  by  bread  anfi  salt.*' 

From  the  fonowing  passage,  in.Nasta*s  LenUn  St^ff^  1599,  it  nay  be  Inferred,  that  it  was  once  cas- 
toroary  to  eat  bread  and  salt  previous  to  tbe  taking  an  eath  .-  *'  Venus,  for  Hero  was  her  priest,  and  Juoo 
Lucina  tbe  midwife*!  goddess,  for  she  was  new  qaickned,  and  cast  away  by  tbe  cruelty  of  iEolos,  took 
bread  andtalt,  and  eat  it,  that  tbey  would  be  Hnartly  revenges^  ea  that  trucolenC,  wmdy  jailor,"  &c. 

^^  Go  to  theiiy  what  i$  your  rede,  $ajf  on  your  mmde^  ye  ehtdl  mm  nde  hertin*-^rtde,  t  e,  coonsel  or  advice. 
go,io  A.4.S.S:— 
Therefore  I  fsds  you  three,  go  l;enGe,«ad  withinhMpe  eksei 

Again, 

WeU,  if  ye  will  be  erdred,  and  do  by  mgr  ffwide. 
Agaia,  A.  5.  S.  2  :— 

And  where  ye  set  he  said  f^il  certain,  if  I  woM  felow  his  read. 

Again,  In  Kramias's  Praim  of  Folie^  by  Chalooer,  Sig.  D  4 :  *<  Uoles  perchanaee  some  woaM  chase 
soehe  a  louklier  as  Demostheacs,  who  folewyng  Axchilocus,  the  poetes  reds  scathe  leokyage  hU  eae- 
mies  in  the  face,  threw  dowi»  bis  sbeeldc,  and  raane  awaie  as  cowaxdly  a  warriour  as  he  was 
oratoar.** 

The  eld  vetsioa  of  tbe  sieging  psalan  also  begtas  in  (his  manner : 

The  man  Is  blest,  thai  bath  not  bent 
To'  wicked  rede  his  car, 
12 
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Thai  to  the  qoeane  lei's  tee  ye^'  tell  her  jour 

mynd,  and  spare  not. 
So  ihall  DiccQo  blamelesse  bee ;  and  then  go  to, 

Icare  uoC 
Ckttt.  Thea  hoore,  beware  her  throte,  I  can 

alude  no  longer  *. 
lo  faith,  old  witch,  it  shal  be  seene  which  of  us 

two  be  stronger ; 
And  Diocon,  but  at  your  request,  I  wold  not  stay 

ooe  how  re. 
JHc  Well,  kcepe  it  in  till  she  be  here,  and 

then  out  let  it  powre* 
Id  themeaiie  while,  get  you  io,  and  n»ake  no 

wordes  of  t^ ; 
More  of  this  matter  witb'm  this  howre.tohere 

you  shall  not  miss. 
Beoiose  Ikotm  you  are  my  friend,  hide  it  I  cold 

not  doubtles : 
Ye  blow  your  hann,  see  ye  be  wise  about  your 

owne  busines. 
So  Gsre  ye  well. 
Chat.  Nay,  soft  Diccon,  and  drynke:  what, 

Dolylsfiy, 
Bringe  here  a  cup  of  therbest  ale,  let's  see,  come 

ifoV^ly  awaye. 

THE  THiaD  SCEANE. 

Hodge,  Diccon. 

Die  Ye  see,  masters^  that  one  end  tapt  of  this 

my  sliort  devise, 
Now  must  we  broche  toother  to,  before  the  smoke 

ari^ 
And  by  the  tiiue  they  have  a  while  nin^ 
1  trust  ye  need  not  crave  it. 


But  bke  what  lieth  in  both  their  harts,  ye  ar  like 
sure  to  have  it. 
Hodge,  Yea,  Gog's  soul,  art  alive  yet  ?  what 

Diccon,  dare  ich  come  ? 
Die,  A  man  is  wel  hied  to  trust  to  thee,  I  wil 
say  nothing  but  mum. 
But  and  ye  come  any  nearer,  I  pray  you  see  all 
be  sweete, 
Hodge,  ^  Tush  man,  is  Gammer's  neele  found? 

that  ciiould  gladly  weete. 
Die,  She  may  thanke  thee  it  is  not  found ;  for 
if  you  Ikad  kept  thy  standing. 
The  devil  he  wold  have  fet  it  out,  ev'n  Hodge, 
at  thy  commanding. 
Hodge,  Gog's  hart!  and  cold  he  tel  nothing 

wher  the  iicele  might  be  found  ? 
Die,  Ye  foolysh  dolt,  ye  were  to  seek,  ear  we 
had  got  our  ground ; 
Therfore  his  tale  so  doubtful!  was,  that  I  could 
not  perceive  it. 
Hodge.  Then  ich  se  wel  somthing  was  said, 
chopc  one  day  yet  to  luive  it. 
♦*  But  Diccon,  Diccon,  did  not  the  devill  cry, 
1k>,  ho,  ho  ? 
Die,  If  thou  hadst  tnryed  where  thou  stood'st^ 

thou  woldest  have  said  so. 
Hodge.   Durst  swere  of  a  boke,  chard  him 
rore,  streight  after  ich  was  gone ; 
But  tel  me,  Diccon,  what  said  the  knave,  let  me 
here  it  anon. 
Die.  The  horson  talked  to  mee,  I  know  not 
well  of  what : 
^  One  whyle  his  tonge  it  ran,  and  paltered  of  a 

cat, 
Another  whyle  he  stammered  styll  upon  a  rat; 


*^  Addhioo. 

**  Tuik  mm,  it  Oammer*8  n$eU  fmmdf  that  choutd  gladly  weete— i.  e.  gladly  know.  So,  in  Shaken 
ipeare's  Antwjf  and  CUapatra^  A.  1.  S.  1  i 

«<  —  in  whicli,  I  bind,    . 
On  pain  of  punisbment,  the  world  to  weete. 
We  f  taod  up  peerless.** 

The  word  weet  is  also  used  by  Spenser  and  Fairfax. 

^  ButDicamf  Dieeon^  did  not  the  devill  cry^  ho,  ho,  ho  I— In  the  ancient  moralities,  and  in  many  of  the 
etriiest  enCertainments  of  tlie  stage,  the  devil  is  iotrodaced  as  a  character,  and  it  appears  to  have  been 
curtomarv  to  bring  him  before  the  audieace  with  this  cry  of  Ao,  Ao,  ho.  See  partiealarly  the  Deuil  U  an 
^19,  by  Ben  Joosoo,  A.  1.  S.  I.  From  the  following  passage}),  in  Wily  Beguiled,  1606,  we  learn  the  man- 
ner io  which  the  character  used  to  be  dresaed  :  <<  Tush !  feare  not  the  do<^e :  1*11  rather  pot  on  my  flash* 
iag  red  nose  and  my  flaming  face,  and  come  wrap'd  In  a  calfs  skio,  and  cry,  ho,  ho,  &c,^  Again,  '*  Til 
pot  me  oamy  great  carnation  nose,  and  wrap  me  in  a  rowsing  calfs  skin  suit,  and  come  like  some  hobgoblin, 
or  some  deviniscended  from  the  grisly  pit  of  hell ;  and  like  a  scarbabe  make  him  take  his  legs :  I'll  play 
the  devil,  1  warrant  ye.**  ^    ^ 

^  One  whyU  hie  tonge  it  ran,  and  paltered  of  a  cat— to  palter  is,  as  Dr  Johnson  explains  it,  to  sh 
vith asbignoos expresiieos.    Thus: — 

*'  And  be  these  juggling  flends  no  more  bcliev'd, 

That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense.'*  MacBeth,  A.  5.  S.  7. 

la  eonftrMatioo  of  Dr  Johnson's  explanation,  Mr  Steevens  produces  tjbe  following  instances : — 

"  Novf^brtune  frown,  and  paUer  if  thou  plecse."  ilfartM  and  Sylla,  151^ 


VOL,  I. 


"  —  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word. 
And  will  not  paf/cr.*' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ii4. 


GAMMER  GtRTOIPS  NBEDLE.  tA«tdHTiiout. 


List  of  all  there  was  nothing  but  eVer^  word  dmt, 

chat; 
But  this  I  well  perceyved  before  I  wold  htm  rid, 
Bctweene  chat  aiid  the  rat,  aod  the  cat,  the  nedle 

is  hyd : 
Now  wether  Gyb  our  cat  hate  eate  it  in  her 

mawe, 
Or  doctor  Rat  our  curat  have  found  it  in  the 

straw, 
Or  this  dame  Chat  your  nei^bour  hkive  stollen 

it,  God  hee  knoweth ;  y 

But  by  the  morrow  at  this  time,  we  shal  learn 

how  the  matter  goeth. 
Hodge*  Canst  not  learn  to  night,  man;  seest  not 

what  is  here  ? 

[Pointyng  behind  to  hit  tome  breeches. 
Die  Tys  not  possyhle  to  make  it  sooner  appere. 
Hodge.  Alas,  Diccon,  then  chave  no  shy  it;  but 

least  ich  tary  to  longe, 
Hye  me  to  Syra  Glover's  shop,  theare  to  seeke 

for  a  thdnge, 
Therwith  this  breech  to  tatche  and  tye  as  ich  may. 
DicTo  morow,  Hodge,  if  we  chaiince  to  meete, 

shall  see  what  I  will  saj. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

DiccoN,  Gammer. 

Die,  Now  diis  geM  must  forward  go^,  for  bete 
mv  Gammer  comnieth : 
Be  still  a  while,  and  say  nothing,  ttlake  here  a  lit- 
tle romth. 
Oam,  Good  lord  !  shall  never  be  my  lod^e  my 
ncele  agayne  to  spye  ? 
Alas  die  i^hyle,  tys  past  my  helpe;  where  ^s^ 
still  it  must  lye. 
Die,  Now,  Jesus,  Gammer  Gorton^  what  dri- 
veth  you  to  this  sadnes } 
I  fearc  me,  by  my  conscience,  yon  will  sure  fall 
to  madnes. 
Gam.  Who  is  that?  what,  Diccon?  cham  lost, 
I :  fye,  fye. 


Die.  Mary,  fw  on  them  tiimt  be  worthy;  bat 

what  shuld  be  TOur  troble  ? 
Qam.  Alas,  the  more  idi  thinke  on  it,  «iy  sor- 
row it  waxeth  double. 
My  goodly  tossyng  Spor^r^neel^  duive  lost  idi 
wot  not  where. 
Die,  Tour  oeele?  itban? 
Gam.  My  ueele,  alaS  I  icb  mygbt  full  ill  it  spare. 
As  God  himtelfo  he  knoweth  uere  one  b«yde 
chave. 
Die.  If  this  be  all,  good  Gammer,  I  warrant 

you  all  is  save. 
Choiu  Why,  know  ydu  any  tydings  «dueh  way 

my  neele  is  gone  ? 
Die.  Te%  that  I  do,  doubtlesse,  as  ye  shall 
here  anone, 
A  Me  a  thing  this  matter  toucijetfa^  mtbio  these 

twenty  howres. 
Even  at  this  gate,  before  my  face,  bj  a  a^gh- 

bour  of  yours ; 
She  stooped  me  do%me,  and  up  she  coke  m  needle 

orapytt;    ' 
I  durst  be  swome  it  was  eren  youri,  by  all  my 
mother's  kyn. 
Gam.  It  was  my  nee]«^  Diocon,  idi  wot;  for 
here  even  by  this  poste 
Ich  sat,  what  time  as  icb  up  stak-te,  and  ao  my 

neele  is  loste : 
^'  Who  was  it,  leive  son  ?  spek6  ich  pray  tbe,aod 
quibkly  tdl  nle  that. 
Die  A  suttle  queaae  kis  any  in  this  towne, 

ybur  neyritboure  here,  dame  Chat. 
Gam,  Dame  Chat !  Diccon,  let  me  be  gone, 

cbil  thyther  in  post  iMttte. 
Die.  Take  my  counbeH  Jrel,  or  ye  go,  *•  for  foare 
ye  walke  in  wast. 
It  is  a  mnrrioQ  crafty  drab^  and  froward  to  he 

pleased. 
And  ye  take  not  the  better  waj^  your  ^  nedie 

yet  yt  lose  it: 
For  when  she  took  H  up^  evto  here  before  yoar 
doores, 


^^Who  was  i7,  Uive  son  f^Wbo  was  it,  dear  son  ?  So,  in  the  Bolted  of  Adorn  BsU^  C^  tfika  Clwgh, 
MdWmamofCMksfy: 

Ye  myght  have  asked  towtei  and  toirhes, 

Pa'rkcs  and  forestes  plente. 
But  none  see  pleasant  to  my  pay,  shiee  sayd  ; 

Nor  none  so  Ufe  to  me.  Percy *8  ReliqiUSy  Vol.  L  I8T» 

$'  Take  my  eounesU  yef,  or  y  go^i.  e.  ere  ye  go.    As  in  the  followiog  iostanccs  t 

A.  S.  S.  9  :— <<  Ich  know  who  found  it,  and  todke  it  np  skalt  see  or  It  be  longe.*' 
A.  4.  S.  2  :^<*  That  or  ye  cold  go  twyce  to  church,  I  warrant  yon  here  news.*' 
Ibid. — **  But  or  all  came  to  an  ^c,  I  set  her  in  a  dampe." 
Hall's  CkronicUy  Henry  IV.  1550,  p.  8  :•— **  ^ at  or  this  deposUion  was  execated  in  tbne,  he  cane  to 
Westminster,  &c.*' 

Ibid.  p.  88  :—*«  Wberof  the  kyng  heyi^  advertysedv  caa^d  a  great  arasy  to  to  assembled  aiid  maiched 
toward  bis  enemies,  bat  or  the  kyng  came  to  Notyngbam,  &c.'* 

Ascham's  Toxopkibu  :—**  For  first,  as  it  is  maoye  a  yeare  or  thejr  begiib  be  great  shooters,  4^**-^ 
See  also  Mr  Stcevens's  Shakespeare,  Vol.  V.p*  101. 
^  roNfwoar,  first  cdiUoii.  t 
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WJmt  soft,  dane  Chat,  quodi  I,  that  jMune  is 

none  of  yoars. 
AvauDti  quoth  she,  syr  knave,  what  pretest  thou 

ofthatlfynd? 
I  wdd  thou  hadst'kist  roe  I  wot  whear:  (she 

ment  I  know  behind,) 
^  And  borne  she  went  as  bftig  as  it  had  ben  a 

bodclouce. 
And  I  after  her,  as  bold  as  it  had  ben  the  good- 
man  of  the  house : 
fiot  there  and  te  had  hard  her^  how  she  began 

to  scoide. 
The  tODge  it  went  on  patins,  by  hym  that  Judas 

solde; 
fcfa  other  worcfe  I  was  a  knaiw,  and  you  a  hore 

ofhores^ 
BecBittfe  I  spakie  in  your  behalfe^  and  sayde  the 

neele  was  yours. 
Ga«u  ''  Gogs  bread !   and  thinks  the  oallet 

thus  to  kepe  ifiy  i^Ie  nje  fro } 
Jfifi.  Lei  her  alone,  and  she  niinds  siffn  other, 

but  even  to  dresse  yoy  sol' 
G^fm.  Bt  the  masse,  cbil  rather  spend  the  cote 

that  is  oil  my  backe. 
Thinks  the  falfe  quean  by  such  a  slipl^t  ^  that 

chill  my  neele  lacke  ? 
Die.  Slip  not  your  '*  gere,  I  counsel!  you,  but 

of  this  take  go<xl,hede, 
Let  not  be  kaowen  I  told  you  of  it,  how  well 

soev^  je  BOfidt. 


0am,  Chil  in,  Diccon,  a  cleene  apeme  to  ^ake, 
and  set  before  me ; 
And  ich  may  my  neele  once  sec,  chil  sure  it* 
member  the. 


THE  FIFTH  SCEANE. 

Die,  Here  will  the  sporte  be^n,  if  these  two 

once  may  meete. 
Their  c^re,  durst  lay  money,  will  prove  scarsly 

sweete. 
My  Gammer  sure  entends  to  be  uppon  her  bones, 
With  staves,  or  with  clubs^  or  els  with  coble 

fi  tones. 
Dame  Chat  on  the  other  syde,  if  she  be  (ar  be- 

hynde, 
I  am  right  far  deceived,  she  is  geven  to  it  of 

kynde. 
He  that  may  tarry  by  it  a  whyle,  and  that  but 

shorte, 
I  warrant  hym  trust  to  it,  he  shall  see  all  the  sporte. 
Into  the  towne  will  I,  my  frendes  to  vysit  there. 
And  better  straight  ag^nc  to  see  th'  end  of  thU 

gere. 
*♦  In  the  meane  time,  felowes,  pype  upp  your 

fiddles,  I  saie  take  them. 
And  let  your  frevodcs  here  such  myrth  as  ye  can 

9iake  thetn. 


THE  THIRD  ACTE. 


THE  pmST  SCEANE. 

Bodg€.  Syip  Glover  yet  gramercy !  cham  n^t- 
lye  well  «ped  now, 
Th'art  ^en  as  good  a  felow  as  ever  kyste  a  cowe. 


Here  is  a  thynge  '*  in  dede,  by  the  masse  though 

ioh  speake  it, 
S6  xom  Tankard's  great  bald  curtal,  I  thinke 

could  not  brcake  it. 


'^  And  Amm  the  watt  at  hrag  at  it  hud  bm  a  Mel0iic#— '^  As  brisk  as  a  body-louse,  was  formerly  pi»* 
veibiaL'*— See  Ray's  Praverbt,  1748,  p.  81?. 

**  Oogt  bread  I  and  thhdtt  the  callet  Shut  te  kepe  n^  neele  ptefio  ^— ^  Callet,  a  lewd  woman,  a  drab  ; 
pecbaps  so  call^  from  the  French  calote,  which  was  a  sort  of  hdid-dreis  ^orn  by  country  girls."— See 
filowary  to  Vrry*t  Chaueer,  * 

So,  in  the  Suppotet^  by  ^eo.  Gascoigne,  A.  5.  8.  6  s  **  Come  hither,  yon  old  eallai^  yoo  tattling  has- 
wife :  that  the  devil  cat  out  your  tongue.'*— See  other  Instances  In  Or  Grey's  notes  on  Sliakespeare^ 
Yet  IL  p.  41. 

Again,  Ben  Jonson's  Fox,  A.  4.  S.  S  :— 


"  Why,thec«Ue# 

Yon  told  me  ot,  bptp  I  have  ^'ea  diifubU** 


Flitt  edition. 


Ume^Mawttf  pppe  npp,  Ac.-^This  |MMage  evldenfly  i 
aeed  In  the  earliest  of  oar  dramatic  cntertainnpents. 


^3  Slept  not  yoo  gere.    First  edition, 
evidenay  siiews>  fhat  music  pUying  betweei^ 


'*8lygh. 

^*  In  the 
4he  acts  was  iatrodai       

»  Mr  Dodsley  altered  this  word  to  thong. 

^  T^'Tniuar^tgna$MdtmttB!^^'H!wrtaliitLtmaUhone;  properly  one  who  hath  his  tail  docked  or 
mrttdkd.    bo,  in  1Mket%  rmmiet  4iKav9red  byJjmLhorne  and  CandUUght^  &c  1(W,  8i&  H  i  "<  fl% 
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And  when  he  spycd  my  needc,  to  be  so  straight 

and  hardy 
Hays  lent  roe  here  his  naull,  to  set  the  gyb  for- 

\4rard. 
As  for  my  Gaininer*8  neelc,  the  flyenge  feynd  go 

weete^ 
Chill  not  now  go  to  flie  doore  again  with  it  to 

necte. 
Chould  moke  ^hyfte  good  enough,  and  chad  a 

candel$  ende, 
The  chec%!  hole  in  my  brcechc,  -with  these  two 

chill  amende. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 

CAyuEft,  Hodge. 

Gam,  Uow«  Hodge !  mayst  nowe  be  glad,  cha 
newes  to  tell  thee, 
Jch  iuiowe  who  hais  my  neele,  ich  trust  soooe 
sbalt  it  see. 
Hodge.  The  devyll  thou  does:  hast  hanf  Gam- 
mer iu  deede,  or  doest  but  jest  ? 
4Jam,  Tys  as  true  as  Steele,  Hodge. 
Hodge,  Why,  Inowest  well  where  dydst  leese 

it? 
Xjam,  Ich  know  who  found  it,  and  tooke  it  up, 

shalt  S6e  .or  it  be  loage. 
Hodge,  God*8  mother  doere,  if  that  be  true, 
farwel  both  naule  and  thong. 
But  who  liais  it,  Gammer,  say  ?  one  choold  faioe 
here  it  disclosefl. 
Gam.  That  false  fixen,  that  same  dame  Chat, 

that  counts  her  sclfe  so  honest. 
Hodge,  Who  told  you  so  ? 
t    Ifjott,  lliat  same  d^d  Diccon  th.e  bedlam,  which 
saw  it  done. 
Hodge,  Diccon  i  it  is  a  vengeable  luiaye^  Gam- 
mer, 'tis  a  bonable  horsun. 
Can  do  mo  things  than  thsct,  els  chani  deceyved 

evil: 
By  the  masse  ich  saw  him  of  late  cal  up  a  great 

blackc  devyll. 
O,  the  knave  cryed  ho,  ho,  he  roared  and  he 

thundred, 
Atkd  ye^ad  bene  here,  cham  sure  you'ld  marrenly 
ha  wottdred. 
Gam.  Was  not  thou  afraide,  Hodge^  to  see 

him  in  this  place  ? 
Hodge,  No,  and  chad  come  to  me,  chould  have  < 
laid  him  on  this  face, 
Cbodd  Jteve  promised  him«  i 


Gam,  But  Hodge,  had  he  no  horns  to  pushc? 
Uodge.  As  long  as  your  two  armes.    Saw  ye 
never  fryer  Rubhc 
Painted  on  a  cloth,  with  a  side  long  co^ve's  tayle, 
And  crooked  cloven  feet,  and  many  a  holed 

nayle  ? 
For  al  tho  world  (if  I  shuld  judg)  chould  rediea 

him  his  brother : 
*'  Lokc  even  what  face  fryer  Rush  had,  the  devil 
had  such  another. 
Gam,  Now  Jesus  mercy,  Hodge,  did  Diccon  in 

him  bring  ? 
Hodge,  Nay,  Gammer,  (heare  me  speke,)  cfail 
tel  you  a  greater  thip^. 
The  devil,  when  Diccon  bad  him  (ich  hard  him 

wondrous  weel) 
Sayd  plainly  (here  before  us)  that  dame  Chat 
had  your  neele. 
Gam.  Then  let  us  go,  and  aske  her  wherefore 
she  minds  to  kepe  it. 
Seeing  we  know  so  much,  'tware  madness  now  to 
slepe  it 
Hodge,  Go  to  her.  Gammer,  see  ye  not  where 
she  stands  in  her  doores  ? 
Byd  her  geve  you  the  neele,  'tis  none  of  hers  bat 
yours. 

THE  THiaD  SCEANE. 
Gammer,  Chat,  Hodge. 

Gam.  Dame  Chat,  cholde  praye  the  fair,  let 

tne  have  that  as  mine, 
Chil  not  this  twenty  yeres  take  one  fart  that  is 

thjf  ne ; 
Therefore  give  me  mine  owne,  and  let  me  live 

besyde  the. 
Chat,  Why,  art  thou  crept  from  home  hether 

to  mine  own  doores  to  chide  me  f 
Hence,  doting  drab,  avaunt,  or  I  sliall  set  the 

further. 
Intends  thou  and  tiiis  knave,  mee  in  my  house  to 

murther? 
Gam,  Tush !  gape  not  so ;  ^'  no  woman,  shall 

not  yet  eate  mee. 
Nor  all  the  frends  tliou  hast,  iu  this  shall  not  in- 

treat  mee ; 
Mine  owne  goods  I  will  have,  and  aske  the  no  ^ 

beleve : 
What  woman ;  pore  folks  must  have  right,  tboogh 

the  thing  you  agreie. 


could  she  we  more  crafty  fbxfs  tn  this  wHd  goose  chase,  then  there  are  white  foxes  in  Russia ;  and  more 
strange  horse-trickes  plaide  by  such  riders,  then  Bankt$  kii  cmHoI  did  ever  practise  (whose  gambals  of  the 
two  were  the  honcster.)** 

^7  Lake  even -vfhat  face  fiyer  Rmk  had^frytar  Rmh  is  mentioiied  in  Reginald  Scot's  DiKmoerie  «/  fTHdi- 
cra/7, 1584,  p.  dSit  ^  i^V^  iUi*  was  for  all  titt  world  sack  aaotiier  feUaw  as  this  JSTi^/^ 
jip  even  in  the  same  scboole  $  to  wit,  in  a  kitchen :  insomuch  as  the  selfe-sane  tale  is  written  of  the  one 
^B  of  the  other,  concemhig  the  skalHaa,  wkick  is  said  to  have  beeoe  slaioe,  &c.  For  tke  reading  whcieof 
1  referre  yea  tofiier  Mu$h  bis  storie,  or  else  to  John  YV  ienis  DeprmtiigiiM  demonum^** 

?»Me.  «Oik 
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Ckai.  Ghre  thee  thy  right,  mod  hang  the  up, 

with  all  thy  bagger's  bruode ; 
What;  wilt  thoa  raiike  me  a  theefe,  and  say  I 

stole  thy  good  ? 
Garni  Chil  say  nothing,  (ich  warrant  thee,)  bat 

that  ich  can  prove  it  well, 
Thou  fet  my  good  even  from  my  doore,  cham 

able  3iis  to  tell. 
CAat.  Old  I  (olde  witch)  steal  oft  was  thine  ? 

how  should  that  thing  be  knowen  ? 
Oam.  Ich  can  not  tell,  but  up  thou  tokest  it  as 

though  it  had  bin  thine  own. 
Chat*  fiiary,  fy  on  thee,  thou  old  Gyb>  with  al 

my  very  hart. 
Gam,  ^  Nay,  fy  on  thee,  thou  rampe,  thoo  ryg, 

with  al  that  take  thy  part. 
Ckmi,  A  venteaunco  on  those  lips,  that  laieth 

such  Uiings  to  ray  charge* 
Gam,  A  rengeauuce  on  those  callats  hips, 

whose  conscience  it  so  large. 
Chati  Come  out,  hogge. 
Gam.  Come  out,  ho^e,  and  let  have  me  right. 
Chat,  Thoo  arrant  witche. 
G<an.  Thou  bawdie  bitche,<3hil  make  thee  curse 

tins  night. 
Chat.  A  bag  and  a  wallet 
Gam.  A  carte  for  a  callet. 
Chai.  Why  ^^  wcnest  thou  thus  to  preraile  ? 
I  holde  thee  a  grote, 
I  shall  patche  thy  coate. 

Gam.  Thou  warte  as  good  kysse  my  tayle ; 
^  Thou  slut,  thou  kut,  thou  rak^  thou  jakes,  will 

not  shame  make  the  hide  the  r  ^^ 
Chat.  Thuu  skald,  thou  bald,  thou  roten,  thou 

glotten,  I  will  no  longer  chyd  thee; 
Bat  I  will  teache  the  to  kepe  h<>me. 
Gam.  Wylt  thou,  drunken  beaste  ? 
Hodge.  Sticke  to  her.  Gammer,  take  her  by 

the  head,  chil  warrant  you  this  t'east. 


Smyte,  I  taye,  Garamefy 

Bite,  I  say,  Gammer, 

I  trow  ye  wyll  be  keene ; 

Where  be  your  nayls  ?  claw  her  by  the  jawes, 

pull  me  out  both  her  eyen. 
Gog's  bones.  Gammer,  holde  up  yuor  head. 

Chat.  I  trow,  drab,  I  shall  dresse  thee. 
Tary,  thou  knave,  I  hold  the  a  grote,  I  shall  make 

these  hands  blesae  tli^ 
Take  thou  this,  old  hore,  for  amends,  and  learn 

thy  tooge  well  to  tame, 
And  say  thou  met  at  this  bickering,  not^  thy 
fellow,  but  thy  dame. 
Hodge.  Where  is  the  strong  stued  hore  ?  chil 
geV  a  bore's  marke. 
Stand  out  one's  way,  that  ich  kyll  none  in  th« 

darkc. 
Up,  Gammer,  and  ye  be  alyre^  chil  feyght  ^^  now 

fop  us  bothe ; 
Come  no  nere  roe,  thou  scalde  callet,  to  kyll  the 
ich  wer  loth. 
Chat.  Art  here  agayne,  thou  hoddypeke?  what 

Doll^  bryug  me  out  my  spitte. 
Hodge.  Chill  broche  thee  wyth  this,  by*m  fa- 
ther's soul,  chyll  conjure  that  foule  sprete. 
Let  dore  stand,  Cod^,  why  corns  indeed  ?  keep 
dore,  thou  horson,  boy. 
Chat.  Stand  to  it,  thou  dastard,  for  thine  eares, 

ise  teche  the  sluttish  toyc. 
Hodge.  Gog's  woundes,  bore,  chile  make  the 
avaunte, 
Take  heed,  Cocke,  pull  in  the  latche. 

Chat.  I  faith,  sir  loose  breeche,  had  ye  taned 

ye  sholtl  hare  fouod  your  match. 
Gam.  ^  Now  ware  thy  throte,  losel,  thouse 

pay  for  al. 
Hodge,  Well  said,  Gammer,  by  my  soule. 
Hoyse  her,  souse  her,  bounce  faier,  trounce  her, 
pull  her  throte  boule. 


^  ya^jfyo^  <*««»  thou  rampe,  &c. — Dr  Gabriel  Haney,  in  his  Pieree't  Supererogation,  4to,  15W, 
speaking  of  Lor^  Meg  of  Westminster,  says  :  *<  Althoof  h  she  were  a  lusty,  booocing  rampe,  somewhat 
like  GatJimella,  or  maid  Mariao,  yet  was  she  not  such  a  roinish  rannel,  such  a  dissokate  flirt  gilliao,  ftc** 

^  fVeneU'-ihinkcbt,  or  Imagtnest.    Obsolete.    It  occui^  again,  A.  5.  S.  2  :— 

*<  I  weene,  the  ende  will  prove  this  brawle  did  first  arise 
Upon  BO  other  ground,  but  only  Diccon^s  lyes.** 

Again,  in  Eupheus,\5S\fp,  14  :  "  ffeeneMt  ihon  that  he  wit  have  no  mistnist  of  thy  foithfiilncsse^ 
when  he  hath  had  tryall  of  thy  ficklenesee  ?*' 

^  Thou  fill/,  thou  knt — cut  appeals  'to  have  been  an  opprobrious  term  used  by  the  vnlgar  when  they 
Molded  or  abased  each  other.  It  occurs  again,  A.  fi.  8.  8  :  **  That  lying  cut  is  lost,  that  she  is  not  stving- 
cd  aod  beaten.^ 

A  hone  Is  sometimes  caUed  Cut  In  oar  ancient  writers,  as  in  the  First  Part  of  ffenrp  IV.  A.  ?.  S.  1. 
and  Faistaife  says  :  **  —  if  I  tell  thee  a  lye,  spit  in  my  face,  and  call  me  Atrse.*'  Cut  b  therefore  proba* 
biy  nsed  In  the  same  sense  as  A^rse,  to  which  it  seems  to  haye  been  synoaymoas.  Several  instances  of  the 
I9e  of  this  term  are  collected  by  Mr  ^teevens,  in  his  edition  of  Shakespeare  i  see  Vol.  IV.  p.  SOS, 

P  7^,  addition.  '  ^ 

«4  —  „of  thyfiUoWy  hut  thy  (ftm0«*^ot  thy  equal,  but  thy  mfetress. 

«  Jfeji^Jtf—feygh,  first  edition. 

^  Norn  ware  thy  throte,  loeel,  thouse  pa^  fir  <|i— a  loeel  Is  a  worthless  fellow.    It  is  a  term  of  contempt 
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Chat,  Comst  behynd  me,  tbou  wilhered  nitoh^ 
and  I  get  once  on  fbote» 
Thouse  pay  for  all,  thoa  old  tarletber,  ile  teach 

um  what  longs  to  it. 
Take  the  this  to  mak«  op  thj  mouth,  til  time  thou 
come  bjr  more. 
Hodge.  Up,  Uammer,  stand  on  your  hete^ 
wheM  is  the  old  bore? 
Faith,  woulde  chad,  her  by  the  face, 

chould  cracke  her  eallet  crowne. 
Gam»  Ah  Hodge,  Hodge,  where  was  thy  help> 

when  6xen  had  roe  dovne ! 
Hodge.  6?  the  massc^  Gammer,  but  formy  staffe, 
Chat  had  gone  nye  to  spyl  you. 
Ich  think  the  harlot  had  not  cared,  and  chad  not 

com,  to  kill  you. 
But  shall  we  loose  our  neele  thus  ? 

Gam,  No,  Hod^e,  chwarde  lothe  doo  too. 
Thinkest  thou  chiU  take  that  «t  her  hand  ?  no 
Hodge,  ich  tell  the  no. 
Hodge,  Chold  yet  this  fray  wer  wel  take  up, 
and  our  own  neele  at  home, 
rrwill  be  my  chaunce  els  some  to  kil>  where  ever 
it  be,  or  whom. 
Gmn,  We  ha?e  a  parson,  (Hodge  thou  knowes,) 
a  man  esteemed  wise, 
Mast  doctor  Rat,  diil  for  hym  Mpd,  and  let  me 
here  his  adfise^ 


^'  He  win  her  shri?e  for  i^  this  gerc^  and  geve 

her  penaunce  strait ; 
Wese  have  our  neele,  cIs  dame  Chat  copies  nere 

within  heaven  gat^ 
Hodge,  Ye  mavy.  Gammer,  tha(  ich  think  best : 

wyll  you  now  for  him  sende  ? 
The  sooner  Doctor  Rat  be  here,  the  loon^  w§^ 

ha  an  cnde. 
And  here  Gammer,  Diccon's  devill  (as  icbe  re- 

noember  well) 
Of  Cat  and  Chut,  and  doctor  R^t,  a  felloneus  tale 

did  tell, 
Chold  you  forty  pound,  tbat  is  the  w^y  your  neele 

to  get  againe. 
Gmt,  Chil  ha  him  stn^it;  call  pot  the  boy, 

wese  make  him  take  the  payee. 
JEEm^  What  Cocke,  I  saye,  come  out;  wdnft 

devill  can'st  npt  here  ? 
^*  Coehe'  How  now,  Hodge,  how  doe%  Qmt* 

mer?  is  yet  the  wedier  cleare  ? 
What  wold  chave  me  to  doo  ? 

Gmul  Cone  hether,  Cocke,  aooo. 
Hence  swythe  to  doctor  Rat>  bye  the  tlu^  t|ioo 

were  gone. 
And  pray  hym  come  speke  with  me,  cham  not 

well  at  ease; 
Shalt  have  him  at  bis  chmnber^  or  elf  at  mother 

flee^l 


ftttfeeetlyeiKd  by  Spenser.    It  is  likewise  te  be  m^  with  in  t|ie  J9e^  V"  i(o^^,  JSerl  «/ ffim/dv* 
don,  1601  !•*- 

M  ^o  iiiiYQ  the  leiels  coippany.'^ 
Apii^pi^ThePimitrtfWtikepM,  1509:-- 

^  Peaoe,  pratiof  lo^l,**  i^e. 

Sec  Mr  St;eeveni*s  Notfp  en  Shaj^esf^are,  Vol  IV.  p.  SS7. 

Again,  in  Hall*s  Satires,  175S,  p.  78 : 

<<  Hew  bit  enrmged  gbost  woold  stamp  and  stan, 
Tbat  Csesar's  throne  it  turned  to  Peter  cbayre ; 
To  tee  an  olde  tbornc  lotell  perched  high, 
Croitiqg  beneath  a  golden  canopy." 

V  JUi  miH  Asr  Mif^fir  ell  HU  gmre,  md  gewt  kmr  foimuuM  t^ei/— to  shrive,  is  to  confess : 

<*  But  afterwards  tlie  gan  him  tofi  to  tAHeve, 

And  wooe  with  faire  bitreatie  to  discloie, 

Which  of  the  Nymphes  hb  heart  so  tore  did  mieve." 

Fair$  qmm^  B.  4.  c.  18.  §  S6. 

<'  The  Kioe  calFd  downe  his  nobles  all. 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three, 
JBarlMiinball  rie  goe  «Ar»tie  the  meep^ 

And  thofi  sbaAt  wend  with  mee.*^ 

Percy's  lUUfim  of  Ancimt  PoUry^  Tob  II.  p.  15tf» 

^  <<  Oh  fearAii !  if  thou  wilt  not,  rive  me  Jeave 

TotAHoeheri  kst the sheeld dSe iMttMrivM.** 

^  'TUfitff9ke$mWhort^iL9. 

«« Aad  traeTye,  Pbibuitas,  thoa  shalt  not  tkrvtt  me  Wkt  agboestiye  fitther,  for  to  thee  I  will  confiose  ia 
twothhugcsmyeztreamefoUy."  W^pkmmdkMBimglmd^l^eitt^U^ 

^  Cocftt.— Gfunmer,  In  the  fot  edition* 
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138  teeke  him  at  HobQrlcher's  shop;  for,  as  charde 

it  reported,. 
Tbere  is  the  heat  ale  in  al  the  towue^  attd  bow  i& 
most  resorted. 
Cockf,  Aad  ^bali  ich  hrynge  him  with  me, 

Gamuier  ? 
Gam.  Yea,  by  and  by,  good  Cocke. 
^  Cocke.  Shalt  see  that  shall  be  here  anone, 

els  let  me  have  one  the  dotk. 
Hodge,  Nonr,  Gammer,  sha  wel  two  go  in,  and 
tarjr  for  hys  commynge  ? 
What  devill,  woman,  plucke  up  your  hart,  and 

leve  of  all  this  giomine. 
Though  she  were  stronger  at  the  first,  as  ich  thinke 

ye  did  find  her; 
^  Yet  there  ye  drest  the  dronken  sOw,  what  time 
ye  cam  behind  her. 
Gem.  Nay^  nay,  cham  sure  she  lost  not  aH;  for 
set  them  to  the  beginning, 
And  ich  doubt  not,  but  she  wHl  make  small  host 
of  her  winnitig. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

Ttb,  Hodge,  Gammeb,  Cocke. 

Ijfb^  Se  Gammer,  Gammer,  Gyb  o«r  cal,  chbin 
afraid  what  she  ayleth^ 
She  standes  me  gasping  behind  the  doore,  as 

though  her  winde  h6r  faileth. 
Now  let  ich  doubt  what  Gyb  shuid  mean,  that 
now  she  ^'  doth  so  dote. 
Hodge.  Hold  hether,  ich  oold  twtoty  piAmd, 
.  yoUr  neele  is  in  her  throte. 
Grope  ber>  ich  say,  me  thinkes  ich  feele  it;  dofes 
not  pricke  your  hand  ? 
Gam.  Ich  can  feele  nothing. 
Hodge.  No!  ich  kotow  that's  not  within  this 
land 
A  muiyner  cat  than  Gyb  is,  betwixt  the  Terns 

and  Tyne ; 
Sbase  as  much  wyt  in  her  head  almost  as  cba?e 
in  mine. 
Tyb.  Faith,  shase  eaten  some  thin^  that  wil 
not  easely  downe, 
Whether  she  gat  it  at  home^  or  abrode  in  ^ 

towne^ 
Idle  caniukt  tcIL 

Gam.  Alas !  ich  feare  it  be  some  croked^yn, 


And  then  farewell  Gyb,  she  is  undone,  and  lost 
al  save  the  skyn. 
Hodge.  'Tys  ^  your  neele,  woman,  I  say :  Gog's 
soule,  geve  me  a  knyfe. 
And  chil  have  it  out  of  her  mawe,  or  else  chal 
lose  my  lyfe.    » 
Gam.  What !  nay,  Hod^,  fy,  kit  not  our  cat, 

'tis  al  the  csfts  we  fan  now. 
Hodge.  By  the  aaasse,  daftie  Chat,  hays  me  so 
mov«(!^  ieh  care  not  what  I  kill,  mk  God 
a  vowe. 
Go  to  then,  Tyb,  to  this  ^aut,  faohle  up  heir  tayle 

and  take  her, 
ChilveO  what  devil  is  in  het  gut^,  chil  tii&e  the 

paines  to  rake  her. 
'  0<im.  Rake aCat, Hodge iwfaatWo^ldst  thou do^ 

Hodge.  What  thinck'fit  that  Cham  tfot  able  ? 
bid  not  Totn  Tankard  rake  his  cuttal  toore  day 
standing  in  the  stable? 
Oiom.  Soft,  be  content,  Mi  httt  what  ti<ews 
Cocke  tMingeth  from  maister  Rat. 

Ckick.  Gammer,  chave  ben  therms  yOu  bad,  you 
wot  well  about  vi^hat 
'Twil  not  be  long  before  he  coDbe,  ich  durst  sweare 

of  a  booMe, 
He  byds  you  see  ye  be  at  home,  and  thiere  for  him 
toloob?. 
Gam.  Where  didst  thou  find  hinti,  bOy  ?  was  he 

not  wh^r  I  told  thee  f 
Cock.  Yes,  yes,  even  at  Hohfyiehe^^  house,  by 
htm  Ibat  bought  abd  toMe  me : 
A  cup  of  ale  had  in  hW  hand,  and  ia  crab  lay  in 

Chad  much  acfo  to  go  imd  ctome,  al  Was  so  ful  of 

mycr: 
And,  Gampaer,  one  thing  I  can  tel,  Hobfylcher's 

naule  Nnras  loste. 
And  doctor  Rat  found  it  agaioe,  bard  beside  the 

dooi^  poMe. 
Ichould  a  penny  can  say  somediiog,  your  neele 

again  to  ^^  fet 
Gam.  Qmm  ^lad  to  heare  so  much,  Cocke;  then 

trust  he  will  not  let 
To  help  us  herein  best  kecan ;  therefore  fill  time 

become, 
Let  as  |pe  in,  if  thete  be  «i^  to  get  them  shidl 

have  some. 


^  Cbdbe.— Hodge,  in  tke  first  editioa. 

^  TMm  line  glvea  to  Gannner  Gurtoa  la  <%e  ifti  eMtlMi. 

7'  Doik  §0  dote. — ^That  ii,  appear  so  mad.  7b  date  aHid  Yo  iae  mad  were  tsed  as  lynoiiytnbas  terllft. 
See  Barret's  Abjearie^  eoce  dote. 

^  Tyb.  •* 

7*  Fef— FeCcbed.  So,  In  Cyntkia^s  JBcMZf,  A.  1.  S.  8 :  «  Nky,  the  other  Is  better,  tfYceeds  it  niach  i 
tlM  iaveatioB  is  fsrihtrfk  too." 

A^io,  1^  Ascham^  iVuropM/e,  p.  11(:  <<  And  therefore -ala^jf^  a  desperMe  evHl  ftfegan  to  seek  for  a 
desperate  remcdie,  which  was /si  from  Rome^  a  shop  alwayes  open  to  any  mischief,  as  you  «1iall  perceive 
Ift  ckcse  flw  lewcs,  if  yte  linrke  them  well." 

AsainyiiiLyly%£ttpAiMf,p.9S:  -«'« That  fkr/M  imd  derebotight,  is  good  for  Mies.*; 
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THE  FOURTH  ACTE. 


THE  nR8T  SCEANE. 

Doctor  Rat,  Gtammer  Gurto5. 
Dr  Rat.  A  man  were  better  twenty  times  be 

a  bandog  and  barke, 
Then  here  among  such  a  sort,  be  pariah  priest  or 

clarke. 
Where  he  9hal  never  be  at  rest,  one  pissing  while 

^*  a  daj, 
Bet  lie  most  trudgje  about  the  towne,  this  waj, 

and  that  way. 
Here  to  a  drab,  there  to  a  theefe,  his  shoes  to 

teare  and  rent; 
And  that  which  is  wonit  of  all,  at  every  knave's 

commandments 
I  had  not  sit  the  space  to  drinke  two  pots  of  ale, 
But  Gammer  Gurton*s  sory  boy  was  straite  way 

at  my  tailc ; 
And  she  was  sickc,  and  I  must  come,  to  do  I  wot 

not  what : 
If  once  her  fingers  end  but  ake,  trudge,  call  for 

doctor  Rat. 
And  when  I  come  not  at  their  call,  I  only  therby 

loose. 
For  I  am  sure  to  lacke  therefore  a  tytbe  pyg,  or  a 

goose. 
I  warrant  vou  when  truth  is  knowen,  and  told  they 

have  their  tale. 
The  matter  where  about  I  come,  is  not  worth  a 

half  peny  worth  of  ale : 
Yet  must  I  talke  so  sage  and  smothe,  as  though  I 

were  a  glosier, 
£b  or  the  yere  come  at  an  end,  I  shal  be  sure  the 

loser. 
What  worke  ye,  Gammer  Gurton  ?  hoow  here  is 

your  friend  Doctor  Rat. 


Gam,  A  good  Mr  Doctor,  cha  trouUed,  dia. 

troubled  you,  chwot  wel  that 
Dr  Rat,  How  do  ye,  woman  ?  be  ye  lostie^  or 

be  yenot  wel  at  ease? 
Gam,  ^'  By  gys  master  cham  not  stek,  but  yet 

chave  a  disease. 
Chad  a  foule  tome  now  of  late,  chill  tell  it  you  by 

Dr  Rat,  Hath  your  browne  cow  cast  hir  calfc, 

or  your  sandy  sowe  her  pigs  ? 
Gam,  No,  but  chad  ben  as  good  as  tliey  had, 

as  this,  ich  wot  weel. 
Dr  Rat,  What  is  the  matter? 
Gam.  Alas,  alas,  cha  lost  my  good  neele. 
My  neele,  I  say,  and  wot  ye  what  ?  a  drab  came 

by  ami  spied  it, 
And  when  I  asked  her  for  the  same,  the  filth  flatly 
denied  it. 

Dr  Rat,  What  was  she  that 

Gam,  A  dame,  ich  warrant  you :  she  began  to 
scold  and  brawle ; 
Alas^  alas,  come  hether,  Hodge;  this  wrctcbe  can 
tell  you  all. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANR 

HoDGE,  Doctor  Rat,  Gammer,  Diccok,  Chat. 
Hodge,  God  morrow,  gaffer  Vicar. 
Dr  Hat,  Come  on  fellow,  let  us  heare. 
Thy  dame  hath  sayd  to  me,  thou  know^t  of  Us 

geare; 
Let's  see  what  thou  canst  saie  ? 

Hodge,  By'm  fay,  sir,  that  ye  shall. 
What  matter  soever  here  was  done,  ich  can  teU 
your  maship : 


7^  Pitting  white — A  proverbial  expression  used  by  Ben  Jonson  in  his  Magnetic  Ladtf ;  and  Shakespeare, 
in  The  Ttco  Oentlemen  of  Verona,  See  Mr  Steevens's  Mote  on  the  latter;  afed  l{ay*8  Collection  ofPrwerbt. 
It  Is  alio  to  be  foond  in  Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,  1599. 

^^  Ry  iiP — ^^  Shakespeare's  Hamlet f  Ophelia  slags  a  song,  in  which  this  a^uration  is  used : 

<<  Btfgyt^  and  by  Saint  Charity.*' 

And  it  is  also  to  be  foond  in  Gascoigne's  Poems,  in  Cambyses,  by  Preston :  and  in  the  comedy  otSeetu 
and  tee  me  not,  1618 : 

Bif  gitte  I  swear,  were  I  so  &irly  wed,  &c. 

See  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  on  Hamlet. 

Dr  Ridley  observes,  there  Is  not  the  least  mention  of  any  Saint  whose  name  corresponds  with  this,  either 
in  the  Roman  Calendar,  the  service  in  Utttm  Sarum,  or  in  the  benedlctlonary  of  Bishop  Atbclwold  t  and 
supposes  the  word  to  he  only  a  corrupted  abbreviation  of  Jesos,  the  letters  I H  S  being  anciently  all  that 
was  set  down  to  denote  that  sacred  name  on  altars,  the  covers  of  books,  &c. 

It  occurs  also  in  the  following  passage  of  Erasmns's  Pruite  ^fFoUisy  by  Cbaloner,  1549 :  <*  Lyke  as 
many  great  lordes  there  be  who  set  so  muche  by  them,  as  scant  they  can  eate  their  meate,  or  bydea 
ninate  without  them,  bjf  gyttt  a  little  better  than  they  are  woat  to  doo,  these  frooning  philosopthers,'* 
&c,  Sig.  G  2. 

Again,  In  Eupknet  and  hit  England^  1582,  p.  5 :  — *'  Unto  whome  bee  replyed,  slioaring  up  his  eyes,  h 
Jit  Sonne,  I  accompt  the  cheere  good  which  maintdneth  health,  and  the  servauntes  honest  whome  1 6adc 
fiiythlWl.- 
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Mj  Gammer  GartoQ  heare,  see  fiow, 

sat  b^r  downe  at  tbtt  doore,  see  now, 
And  as  she  began  to  stirre  ber,  see  now, 

ber  neele  fell  on  tlie  floore,  see  now, 
And  while  her  staSe  she  tooke,  see  now, 

at  Oyb  her  cat  to  fljnge,  see  now. 
Her  neele  was  lost  in  the  floore,  see  now, 

is  not  thb  a  wondrous  tbbg,  see  now  f 
Then  came  the  qneane  dame  Chat,  see  now, 

to  aske  for  hir  blacke  cup,  see  now : 
And  even  here  at  this  gate,  see  now, 

she  tooke  that  neele  up,  see  now, 
Mjr  Gammer  then  she  yeed^  '*  see  now, 

bir  neele  again  to  bnng,  see  now. 
And  was  caught  by  the  head,  see  now ; 

is  not  this  a  wondrous  thing,  see  now? 
Sbc  tare  my  Gammer's  cote,  see  now, 

and  scratched  hir  by  the  face,  see  now, 
Chad  thought  sh'ad  stopt  hir  throte,  see  now  ^ 

is  BOW  this  a  wondrous  case,  see  now  ? 
When  icb  saw  this,  ich  was  wrothe,  See  now, 

and  start  betwene  them  twaine,  see  now, 
£b  ich  durst  take  a  booke  othe,  see  now, 

my  Gammer  had  been  slaine,  see  now. 

Gam,  This  is  even  the  whole  matter,  as  Hodge 

has  plainly  jtolde. 

And  choold  fain  be  quiet  for  my  part,  that  chould. 

But  heipe  us,  good  master,  beseech  ye  that  ye  doo. 

Els  shall  we  both  be  beaten,  and  lose  our  neele  to<i. 

Dr  Rat,  What  wold  ya  have  ly^e  to  doo?  tell 
me,  that  I  were  gone, 
I  do  the  best  that  I  can,  to  set  you  both  at  one. 
But  be  je  sure  dame  Chat  hath  this  your  neele 
fouiid? 

Gam,  Here  comes  the  man,  that  see  her  take 
it  up  of  the  ground ; 
Aske  him  your  selfe,  master  Rat,  if  ye  beleve  not 

me, 
^'  And  helpe  me  to  my  neele,  for  God's  sake,  and 
saint  Charitie. 

fir  Bat.  Come  nere,  Diccon,  and  let  us  heare 
what  thou  can  expresse. 


Wilt  thou  be  swome,  seesi  dame  Chat  this  wo- 
man's neele  have? 
Dk,  Nay,  by  S.  Debit  will  I  not,  then  might  ye 

thinke  me  rave.  ^* 
Gfim,  Why  didst  thou  tel  me  so  even  here  ? 

canst  thou  for  shame  deny  it  ? 
Die  I  mary^  (jratemer :  but  I  said  I  wold  not 

abide  by  it.        • 
Dr  Rat.  Will  you  say  a  thing,  and  sot  slicke 

to  it  to  trie  it? 
Die.  Stick  to  it,  quoth  you,  master  Rat?  mary 
sir,  I  defy  it         ' 
Nay,  there  is  many  an  honest  man,  when  he  suclic 

blastes  hath  blowne 
In  his  friendc*s  ears,  he  woalde  foe  loth  the  same 

by  him  were  knowne : 
If  such  a  toy  be  used  oft  among  the  honcstie. 
It  may  besemc  a  simple  man,  of  your  and  my  de- 
gree. 
Dr  Rat*  Then  we  be  never  the  nearer,  for  nil 

that  you  can  tell. 
Die.  Yes,  mary,  sir,  if  ye  will  do  1^  mine  advise 
and  counsaile. 
If  mother  Chat  se  al  us  here,  she  knowe  how  the 

matter  goes. 
Therforc  1  red  you  three  go  hence,  and  withiu 

keepe  close ; 
And  I  will  into  dame  Chat's  bouse^  tfikd  so  thp 

matter  use, 
That  or  ye  cold  go  twise  to  church,  I  warrant  you 

here  news. 
She  shall  looke  wel  about  hir,  but  I  durst  lay  a 

pledge. 
Ye  shal  of  Gammer's  neele  have  shortly  better 
knowledge. 
Gam.  Now,  gentle  Diccon,  do  ao;  and,  good 

sir,  let  us  trudge. 

Dr  Rat.  By  the  masse,  I  may  not  tary  so  long 

to  be  your  judge.  ' 

Die,  Tys  but  a  little  while  man,  what  take  so 

much  paine; 

If  I  here  no  ncwes  of  i^  I  will  come  sooner  againc. 


^<  Mjf  Qammer  tkem  she  yeede,  tee  nom, — She  ifwde.  1.  e.  8h^  weHL    So  Chaneer ; 

"  For  all  i  yede  out  at  one  ere,       , 
That  in  that  other  slie  di4  lere.*' 

Romaunt  of  Ike  Rofif^ 

The  word  is  also  used  by  Spenser  and  Fairfax. 

^  And  httpt  me  to  my  neele,  for  GocTt  sake,  and  3aint  Charitie. — Ophelia  ain^ ; 

By  Gis  and  by  St  Charity,  &c.  " 

On  wbkh  Mr  Siecveas  observes,  that  St  Charity  is  a  knowi\^  saint  among  the  Roman  Catbolid. 
SpeoBcr  mentions  her,  Eclog.  5.  S55 1 

'      '    Ab,  dear  Lord,  and  sweet  Sai'nf  Charity  t 

Afj^mThJkmmfal^^fBobort  Earl  of  Huntington,  1601  ; 

Therefore,  sweet  Master,  for  $ali|£  CAor^^'j^. 

Note  on  Hamlet,  Ai  4.  8.  H^ 

^  Aaoe.^B^rfet,  In  his  AloeaHey  ^i^\m  rave,  *^  to  talkc  like  a  maddc  bodic.** 

VPL-  I.  Q  n  ^ 
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Hodge,  Tarj  so  nuch,  good  master  Doctor^  of 

your  gentlenes. 
Dr  Rat,  Theo  let  us  hie  inward,  and  Diccon 

speede  thy  busuies. 
Die,  Now,  sire,  do  yoo  no  more,  bnt  kepe  mj 
couiisaile  juste, 
And  doctor  Rat  shail  thus  catch  some  good,  I  trast ; 
But  mother  Chat,  my  gossopy  t>dke  first  with  all 

I  must, 
For  she  must  be  chiefe  captaine  to  lay  the  Rat  in 

the  dust. 
God  deven,  dame  Chat,  in  ftdtb,  and  well  met  in 
this  place. 
Chat.  God  deveu,  my  friend  Diccon,  whether 

walke  ye  this  pace  ? 
Die.  By  my  truth  eren  to  yoo,  to  karne  how 
the  world  goeth. 
Hatd  ye  no  more  of  the  other  matter,  say  me  now 
by  your  tfoth  ? 
Chat,  O  yes,  Diccon  s  here  the  old  hoore^  and 
Hodge  that  great  knate. 
Bat  in  faith,  I  would  thou  hadst  sene,  O  Lord !  I 

drest  them  braver 
She  bare  me  two  or  three  souses  behind,  in  the 

nape  of  the  necke. 
Till  I  made  herotde  wesen  toanswereagain,kecke. 
And  Hodge,  that  dirty  dastard,  that  at  hir  elbow 

standos, 
If  one  paire  of  legs  had  not  bene  worth  two  paire 

of  hands^ 
He  had  had  his  liearde  shaven,  if  my  iiayles  wold 

have  served. 
And  not^without  a  cause,  for  the  knsve  it  well 
deserved. 
Die,  By  the  masse,  I  con  ^'  the  thank,  wench, 

thou  didst  so  wel  acquite  the. 
Chat,  And  th*adst  seene  him,  Diccon,  it  wold 
have  mada  tlie  beshite  the 
For  laughter :  the  horsen  doit  at  laii  ettught  up  a 

club, 
As  though  he  would  have  skine  die  mniter  devill, 

•    Belsabub; 
But  I  set  him  soone  inwarde. 

Die,  O  Lord !  there  vi  the  thing, 
That  Hodge  is  so  offended,  that  makes  him  starte 
and  flyng. 
Chat,  Whv,  makes  the  knave  any  moylin^  as 

ye  have  seene  or  hard  ?     ' 
Die,  Even  now  I  sawe  him  last,  like  a  mad 
man  he  farde. 
And  sware  by  heaven  and  hell,  he  would  a  wreake 

his  sorrowe. 
And  leve  you  never  a  hen  alive  by  eight  of  the 

clocke  to  morrow : 
Tlierfore  roarke  what  I  say,  and  my  wordes  see 


that  ya  trust, 
Your  henfbe  as  good  as  dead,  if  ye  leave  then  on 
.themsie. 
Chat,  The  knave  dare  as  wei  go  haog  himself, 

a»  go  upon  my  ground. 
Die,  Wel,  yet  take  bede,  I  say,  I  mam.  tel  yoo 
mj  tale  round: 
Have  you  not  aibout  year  hoose^  behiad  year  far- 

naoeor  leade^ 
A  hole  where  a  CFafty  knave  may  crepe  in  for 
neade} 
Chat,  Yes,  hj  the  masse,  a  hole  broke  down 

even  within  these  two  dayes. 
Die.  Hodge,  he  intende  thn  same  nigfat  to  slip 

in  there  awayea. 
Chat,  OChrist,thatIwerefMireofit!iBfaiUi 

he  sbnld  have  his  mede.  ^ 
Die  Watch  wel,  for  the  knave  will  be  liiere  as 
sure  as  is  yoar  crede; 
I  wold  spend  mysette  a  sbtlliag  to  haira  hkn  swio- 
ged  well. 
Choi,  1  am  as  glad  as  a  woman  can  ba  of  this 
thing  to  here  tell; 
By  Gog's  bones,  when  he  cooKtb,  now  that  I  know 

the  matter. 
He  shal  sure  at  the  first  skip,to  leape  in  scalding 

water: 
With  a  worse  tama  bendea^  whenhc  wiU^  let  him 
come. 
Die  I  fell  yon  as  voj  atster,  you  know  what 
meaneth  oMun. 
Now  lacke  I  b«t  my  Doctor,  to  plagr  hit  part 

agmne. 
And  lo,  where  he  cometh  towards^  peimdventure 
to  his  paiue. 
Dr  Rat,  What  good  news^  Dicoon  >  fellow,  is 

mother  Chat  at  horned 
Die,  She  b  syr,  and  she  is  not;  but  it  please 
ber  to  whome : 
Yet  dyd  I  take  her  urdy,  as  subtle  as  she  was. 
Dr  Rat.  The  thing  that  thou  wenfst  for,  hast 

thou  brought  it  to  passe  ? 
Die.  I  have  done  that  1  liave  doue,  be  it  worse, 
be  it  better. 
And  dame  Chat  at  her  wyt's  eiti,  I  have  almost 
set  her. 
Dr  R&L  Why,  bast  thou  apied  tha  deele? 

quickly  I  prajf  thee  tell. 
Die  I  have  spyed  it  in  faith,  sir,  I  handled  my 
selfe  so  well ; 
And  yet  the  crafty  queane  had  abmst  take  my 

trumpe; 
But  or  all  came  to  an  ende,  I  set  her  in  a  dumpe. 
Dr  Rat,  How  so,  I  pray  thee,  Diccon  ? 
Die,  Mary,  syr,  will  ye  neare? 


"  Qm— So  the  ediUon  of  1575. 

^^  i>/e(2e— Reward.  Obsolete.  It  is  a  word  used  bv  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  and  the  chief  of  oar  ancieat 
writers.  ^    *^        '  '^       's 
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She  waB  danc  dovne  oa  tite  badcsicki  1^  Cook's 

mother  dere, 
And  there  ibe  s«t  tewing  a  halliir,  or  a  hnnde. 
With  no  other  things  bat  GamanerV  iiedie  in  her 


As  soooe  as  any  knocke,  if  the  filth  he  in  doabte, 
She  needes  hat  one  puflfe,  and  her  candie  is  o«t : 
Now  ly  sir,  knowing  of  every  doore  the  pin, 
Came  ojcelj,  and  said  no  worde,  till  tioie  I  was 

within, 
And  there  I  sawe  tha  neele^  even  with  these  two 

eyes. 
Who  evar  say  the  ooatrary,  I  will  sweare  he  Im. 
Dr  Rat.  6  Diccon,  tlmt  I  was  not  there  then 

in  thy  steade ! 
Dae  Weil,  if  yon  will  be  ordered^  and  do  by 
my  reade, 
I  will  bring  Toa  to  a  plade,  te  the  house  staodes, 
Where  ye  shidl  take  the  drdb  wid)  the  neele  b 
her  faaodes. 
Dr  Rat.  For  God's  sake,  do  so,  Daocoiv  and 
I  will  ga^  my  gowne, 
To  gore  thee  a  rail  pot  of  the  h^  ale  in  the  towne. 
Die  Follow  me  bnt  a  little,  and  martie  what  I 

Lay  downe  your  gown  beside  yon;  go  tOy  come  on 

yoor  way  x 
Se  ye  not  what  is  here  ?  a  hole  wherein  ye  may 

creepe 
Into  the  house,  and  sodenly  nnwares  among  them 

leape; 
There  shal  ye  finde  the  bkh*fo9Cy  aad  the  aeele 

together. 


Do  as  I  bid  you,  man,  oome  on  yoar  wayes  hether. 
Dr  Rat.  Art  thou  sure,  Diccon,  ttie  swil-tub 

staodes  not  here  aboute  ? 
Die.  I  was  within  my  selfe,  man,  even  now, 
-   there  is  tig  doubt. 
Go  softly,  make  no  noyf>e,  give  me  your  foote,  sir 

Joho» 
Here  will  I  waiteupon  ^ou,tylyouconM!  outanone. 
Dr  RMt.  Helpe,  Diccon,  out  ala%  I  shal  be 

slain  among  ^hem. 
Die*  If  they  give  you  not  the  nedle,  tel  them 

that  ye  will'hang  them. 
Ware  ih^  hoow  iqy  weadiesy  have  ye  caught  the 

foxe. 
That  used  to  make  revel  among  your  henoes  and 

Cocks? 
Save  his  liie  yet  for  his  oi*der,  though  he  susteine 

some  paine. 
Gog*s  bread,  I  am  afraids  they  will  beat  out  his 

braine. 
Dr  Rat.  Wo  worth  the  houre  that  I  came  here ; 
And  wo  worth  him  that  yrrought  this  gaare, 
A  sort  of  drabs  and  queans  have  me  blest, 
Was  ever  creature  halfe  so  eviU  drest? 
Who  ever  it  wrought,  and  first  did  invent  it. 
He  shall,  I  warrant  him,  ere  long  repent  it. 
1  will  spend  all  I  have  without  my  skinnc. 
But  he  shall  be  brought  to  the  plight  I  am  in ; 
Master  Bayly  I  trow,  lind  he  be  worth  his  eares, 
Will  inafiie  these  murderers^  and  all  Mtut  them 

bears: 
I  will  surely  neither  byte  nor  suppe, 
Till  I  fetch  him  hether,  this  matter  to  take  up. 


THE  f  IFTH  ACTE. 


THE  FIRST  SCEANE.     ' 

Mastba  Baylt,  Doctor  Rat. 

Bay.  I  can  peroeive  nose  atb^r,  I  spdte  it  from 

wyhart, 
Bot  either  ye  ar  all  in  the  fault,  or  els  ia  the  great- 
est part. 
Dr  Rat.  If  it  be  coonted  his  fimlt,  besides  all 

his  greeves, 
When  a  poora  man  is  spoylad,  and  beaten  among 

thetves, 
Then  I  oonfesse  m]r  fault  herein,  at  th'is  season ; 
Bot  I  hope  you  wil  not  jadge  so  OMich  against 

reason. 
Bay.  And  me  thinkes  by  your  owne  tale,  of  all 

that  ye  name. 
If  any  phdd  the  thefe,  you  were  the  very  same : 
The  women  they  did  nothing,  as  your  words  made 

probation, 
Bot  stootly  withstood  your  forciable  invasion. 
If  that  a  thcefe  at  your  window  to  enter  should 


Wold  you  hold  forth  your  hand,  and  hdpe  to  pull 

him  ia? 
Or  wold  ^'  you  kepe  him  out  ?  I  pray  yon  answere 
.    me. 
Dr  M§i,  Mary  kepe  him  out :  anl  agood  caiisc 
why. 
B«t  I  am  no  theefoi  sir,  but  an  honest  learned 
darke. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  who  kooweth  that,  when  he  meets 
you  HI  the  darke  ? 
I  am  sure  your  learning  shines  not  out  at  your  nose. 
Was  it  any  marvaile,  though  the  poore  woman  arose. 
And  start  up,  being afraide  of  that  was  in  bir  purse  ? 
Me  thinke  you  may  be  glad  that  ^*  your  Iucko  was 
no  worse. 
Dr  Rat.  Is  not  this  evil  yoMgh,  I  pray  you  as 
you  thinke  ? 

[Shtming  kit  broken  head. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  a  man  in  the  darke,  if  ohaunccs 
do  winc^e, 
As  soone  fat  smites  his  iather  as  any  other  man, 


YoQwoUL 


>*  You. 
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Because,  for  Itcke  of  light,  desceroe  him  he  ne 

can. 
Might  it  not  have  hen  jour  locke  with  a  spit  to 

have  hen  slaiue  ? 
Dr  Rat,  I  thinke  I  am  title  better,  mj  scalpe 

is  cloven  io  the  braine : 
If  there  he  all  the  remedy,  I  know  who  beares 

the  knocks.  *' 
.  Bay.  Bt  my  troth,  and  well  worthy  besides  to 

kisse  the  stockes. 
To  come  in  on  the  backe  side,  when  ye  ibight  go 

about, 
I  know  non  such,  unles  they  long  to  have  their 

braines  knodct  out. 
Dr  Rat.  Well,  wil  you  be  so  good,  sir,  as  talke 

with  dame  Chat^ 
And  know  what  she  intended,  I  aske  no  more  but 

that. 
Bay.  Let  her  be  called,  fellow,  because  of  mas- 
ter doctor, 
J  warrant  in  this  case,  she  wil  be  hir  owne  proctor: 
SRe  will  tel  hir  owne  tale  in  metter  or  in  prose. 
And  byd  you  seeke  your  remedy,  and  so  go  wype 

your  nose. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
M.  Bayly,  Chat,  Dr  Rat,  Gammer,  Hodge, 

DiCCON.  . 

Bay.  Dame  Chat,  master  Doctor,  upon  you 

couiplaineth, 
Tlmt  you  and  your  maides  shuld  him  much  mi^ 

order, 
And  taketh  many  an  oth,  that  no  word  be  faineth, 
Laying  to  your  charge,  how  you  thought  him  to 

murder : 
And  on  his  part  againe,  that  same  man  saith  fur- 

der. 
He  never  ofieuded  you  in  word  nor  intent ; 
To  heare  you  answer  hereto,  we  have  now  for  you 

sent. 
Chat.  That  I  wold  have  nrardered  him !  fye  on 

him  wretch, 
And  evil  mought  he  thee  for  it,  our  Lord  I  beseech. 
I  wil  swere  on  al  the  bookes  that  opens  and  shuttes. 
He  faineth  this  tale  out  of  his  owne  guttes. 
J'or  this  seven  weekes  with  me,  I  am  sure,  he  sat 

Dotdowoe; 


Nay  ye  have  other  mioiont  in  the  other  end  of  the 

towne, 
Where  ye  were  liker  to  catch  such  a  blow 
Tlien  any  where  els,  as  farre  as  I  know. 

Bay.  Be  like  then,  master  doctor,  your  ^  stripe 

thereye  got  not. 
Dr  Rat.  *'  Thinke  you  I  am  so  mad,  that  where 
I  was  bet  I  wot  not? 
Will  ye  beleve  this  queane,  before  she  bath  ttfd 

it? 
It  is  not  the  first  dede  she  hath  done,  and  after* 
ward  denide  it. 
Chat.  What,  man,  will  you  say  I  broke  your 

head? 
Dr  Rat.  How  canst  thou  prove  the  contrarv  ? 
Chat,  Nay,  bow  provest  tnoo  that  I  did  the 

deade? 
Dr  Rat  To  plainly,  by  St  Mary. 
This  profe,  I  trow,  may  serve,  though  I  no  word 
spoke.  [SAootJif  hii  broken  head. 

Chat.  Bicause  thy  head  is  broken,  was  it  I  that 
it  broke  ? 
I  saw  thee,  Rat,  I  tell  thee^  not  once  within  this 
fortnight 
Dr  Rat.  No,  marv,  thou  sawest  me  not;  for 
why  ?  thou  hadst  no  liriit ; 
But  I  felt  thee  for  al  the  darke,  beshrew  thy 

smothe  cheekes! 
And  thou  ^ped  me,  this  wil  declare  any  day  this 
SIX  weekes. 

f  Showing  his  heade. 
Bay.  Answere  me  to  this,  M.  Rat,  when  caught 

you  this  harme  of  yours? 
Dr  Rat.  A  while  ago,  sir,  God  he  knoweth  ; 

within  les  then  these  two  houres. 
Bay.  Dame  Chat,  was  there  none  with  you 
(confesse  I  faith)  about  that  seasoi^ 
What  woman,  let  it  be  what  it  wil,  'tis  ndther 
felony  nor  treason. 
Chat.  Yes,  by  my  faith,  master  Bayly,  there 
was  a  kpave  not  farre, 
Who  caught  one  good  philup  on  the  brow  with  a 

dorebam. 
And  well  was  he  worthy,  as  it  seemed  to*  mee : 
But  what  is  that  to  this  man,  since  thb  was  not 
hee? 
Bay.  Who  was  it  then  ?  let's  here. 
Dr  Rat.  Alas,  sir,  aske  you  that  ? 


«'  WMkeB.  «♦  You. 

''  T.iiulu  ^Q  u  I   ami0  mad^  that  where  I  was  bet  1  wot  net. — i.  e.  I  know  not.    So  A.  8t  S.  4  : 


A.S.8.S< 


My  tossing  sporyar's  neele,  chave  lost  it  wot  not  where. 

Gammer,  chave  ben  there  as  you  bad,  yon  wot  wet  about  what. 

Maflsiiiger*8  Vtmatural  Combat^  A.  5.  S.  2 : 

-^  this  will  keep  me  safe  yet 
From  being  pulled  by  the  sleeve,  and  bid  remember 
Thcthin(/iMi<of. 

Witif  Beguiled '. 

*'  1  was  once  in  good  comfort  to  have  cosenM  a  wench :  and  wot'st  thou  what  I  told  bcr  ?*' 
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Is  it  not  smde  plain  inongh  by  the  owne  iBOSth 

of  darae  Chat? 
Tbe  dme  agreetb,  my  bead  is  brokcoi  her  tong 

cannot  lye; 
Oneiy  upoB  a  bare  nav,  she  saith  it  vvas  not  I. 
Chat,  No  mary  was' it  not  indeede,  ye  shal  here 

by,  this  one  tbiag. 
This  aftemoone  a  friend  of  mine,  for  good-will 

gave  me  warning, 
And  bad  me  wel  loke  to  my  ruste,  and  al  my  ca- 
pons pennes ; 
For  if  I  tdLo  not  better  heede,  a  knave  wold  have 

ray  bennes. 
Then  I,  to  save  my  goods,  toke  so  much  pains  as 

bim  to  watch ; 
And  as  good  fortune  served  me,  it  was  my  chance 

bim  for  to  catch. 
What  strokes  be  bare  away,  or  other  what  was 

faisgaines, 
I  wot  not,  but  sure  I  am  he  had  something  for 

hb  paines. 
Bay.  Yet  teJles  thou  not  who  it  was. 
Choi,  Who  it  was?  A  false  theefe, 
That  came  like  a  false  foxe,  my  puUain  ^^  to  kil 

and  mischeefe. 
Bay,  But  knowest  thou  not  his  name  ? 
CJiai.  I  know  it^  but  what  then? 
It  was  that  craftie  cullyon  ^^  Hoc^e,  my  Gam- 
mer Gurton's  man. 
Bay,  Cal  roe  the  knave  bother,  he  shall  sure 

kysse  the  stockes. 
I  shall  teach  him  a  lesson  for  filching  hens  or 

cocks. 
Dr  Rat.  I  marvaile,  master  Bayly,  so  bleared 

be  your  eyes ! 


An  egge  is  not  so  fnl  of  meate,  as  she  is  fui  of 

lyes : 
When  she  hath  plaid  this  pranke,  to  excuse  all 

this  geare, 
She  layeth  tbe  fault  on  such  a  one,  as  I  know 
was  not  there. 
Chat,  Was  he  not  theare  ?  loke  on  his  pate ; 

that  shalbe  his  witnes. 
Dr  Rat.  I  wold  my  head  w/ere  half  so  hole,  I 

wold  secke  no  redresse. 
Bffjf.  God  blesse  you.  Gammer  Gorton. 
Gam,  God  dylde  you,  master  mine. 
Bay,  Thou  hast  a  knave  within  thy  honse^ 
Hodge,  a  servant  of  thine. 
They  tel  me  tlmt  busie  knave  is  such  a  filching  one. 
That  hen,  pie,  goose,  or  capon,  thy  neighbour 
can  have  none. 
Gotn.  By  Crod  cham  much  ameved,  to  heare 
any  such  reporte : 
Hodge  was  not  wont,  ich  trow,  to  have  him  in 
that  sort. 
Chat,  A  theevisber  knave  is  not  on  live,  more 
filching,  nor  mere  false; 
^  Many  a  truer  man  tlian  he  base  hanged  up  by 

tlie  halse. 
And  thou  his  dame,  of  al  his  theft  thou  art  the 

sole  receaver ; 
For  Hodge  to  catch,  and  thou  to  kepe,  I  never 
knew  none  better. 
Gam,  Sir,  reverence  of  your  masterdome,  and 
you  were  out  a  dnore, 
Chold  be  ao  bolde,  for  all  hir  brag«^  to  cal  bir 

arrant  whoore. 
And  ich  knew  Hodge  so  bad  as  tow,  ich  wish  me 
endlesse  sorrow, 


K  PmO^hi— Poaltry.  So,  in  Fitzherbert*8  Soke  of  Hmbandry:  **  Gyve  thy  pokym—mcate  in  the 
nondog,  &c.*'  Again,  In  Your  five  GaUants,  by  Middleton :  **  And  to  see  bow  pittifuily  the  pulkn  will 
looke,  it  makes  me  after  relent,  and  tume  my  anger  into  a  quick  fire  to  roast  them." 

^  CuUgom — A  base  contemptible  fellow.    So,  in  Tom  TytUr  and  his  Wife^  1661,  p.  19  t — 

'<  It  Is  an  old  saying,  praise  at  tbe  partii^. 
I  tbink  I  have  made  <A«  oMion  to  wring. 
I  was  not  beaten  so  black  and  blew. 
But  I  am  sore  he  has  as  many  new.*' 

W\t§  beguiled : — '*  But  to  say  tbe  troth,  she  bad  little  reason  f  o  take  a  euttton  log  loaf,  milksop  slaVe, 
when  sbe  may  have  a  lawyer,  a  gentleman  that  stands  upon  his  reputation  in  the  country.** 
Masioger's  OaardtVn,  A.  2.  S.  4  :— 

"  Loi^  live  Severino, 
And  perish  all  such  cuUiono  as  repine. 
At  his  new  monarchy." 

And  Bobadil,  in  Ben  Jon8on*8  Every  Man  in  his  Humour,  A.  3.  S.  &.  when  beating  Cob,  ezdainM :—  ' 

"  You  base  cuUion  you.** 

**  Mmg  a  truer  man  than  he  hose  hanged  up  by  the  halse — That  is,  many  an  honester  man  than  he,  has 
been  banged  up  by  tbe  neck.  TVttr,  in  the  language  of  tbe  times,  signified  honest ;  and  a  true  man  was 
generally  so  called  in  opposition  to  a  thief. — See  tbe  First  Part  of  Henry  IV,  Again,  Hodge  sayf,  **  Ich 
defy  than  al  that  dare  it  say  $  cham  as  true  as  tbe  best.**  Ifolt,  in  tbe  Glossary  to  Douglas,  is  thus  ex- 
plained, **  The  banse,  tbe  throat,  or  neck,  al  AS  and  Isl.  kals  coUum,  Inde  to  hats  or  hawse  to  embiace, 
e^Uo  d»e  hracftia  ctrcum.'*  ' 
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And  cbottld  not  tak«  the  punt  to  hug  bam  np 
before  to-morrow. 
Chat.  What  bmre  I  stolen  from  the  or  thbe, 

thou  ilfavor*d  olde  trot? 
Gam,  A  great  deale  more  (by  Godt  blest)  thea 
chever  bj  the  sot, 
That  thou  knowest  wel,  I  ntade  not  saj  it. 

Batf,  Stoppe  there  I  saj, 
And  tel  me  here,  I  pray  you,  this  matter  by  the 

way: 
How  channce  Hodpge  is  not  here  ?  btm  wold  I 

faine  have  had. 
.  Omn*  AlaSy  Mr,  heel  be  here  anon ;  ha  be 

bandied  to  bad. 
.  Cfto^.  Blaster  Bayly,  sir,  ye  be  not  soch  a  foole, 

wel  I  know, 
But  ye  perceive  by  this  lingring  there  is  a  pad  in 
the  straw. 
[Thinking  that  Hm>oc  hii  head wa$  broken 
and  that  Gammer  m>ald  not  let  him 
came  brfore  them, 
Oam.  Chii  shew  yon  his  face,  ich  warrant  the, 

— ^lo  now  where  he  is ! 
Bi^,  '^  Come  on,  fellow ;  it  is  tolde  me  thou 
art  a  shrew  I  wysse ; 
Thy  neigjbbour^s  bens  thoa  takest^  and  playes  the 

two  legged  foxe; 
Their  ohikcns,  and  their  capons  to^  and  now  and 
then  their  cocks. 
Hodge.  Ich  defy  them  al  that  dareit  say{  cham 
as  true  as  the  best 
'  B^,  Wait  not  then  tdce  witUa  this  hoare  in 
dame  Chat's  ben's  nest  ? 
Hedge,  Take  there!  no  master,  cborid  not 

do't  for  a  boose  fnl  of  |okl. 
Chat,  Thou  or  the  devil  b  thy  cote ;  sweare 

this  I  dar^  be  bold. 
Dr  Aat,  Sweare  me  no  swearing,  qnean,  the 
defill  he  geve  the  sorrow ; 
Al  is  not  worth  a  gnat,  thoa  canst  sweare  till  to 

morrow. 
Where  is  the  harme  ha  hath  ?  shew  it;  by  God's 

bread. 
Ye  beat  him  with  a  witnes,  but  the  stripes  light 
.  on  my  head. 
Hodge.  Bet  me !  Gog's  blessed  body,  chold 
first  ich  trow  have  burst  the  ? 
I(^  thinke>  and  chad  my  hawdsi  Inosp  called, cfapyld 
have  cmst  thi?. 


Chat,  Thoo  shitten  kowre,  I  trow,  thoa  kosw- 
est  the  fill  weight  of  my  fist. 
I  am  fowly  deceived,  oides  thy  head  and  siy 
doore-bar  kvste. 
Hodge,  Hold  thy  chat,  wfaooro ;  thoo  crieit  so 

loude,  can  no  man  els  be  hard  ? 
Chat.  Well,  knave,  and  I  had  the  alone,  I  wold 

surely  rap  thy  costard.  '^ 
Bay,  Sir,  answer  me  to  this,  is  thy  head  whole 

or  broken? 
Chat,  Yea,  master  Bayly,  blest  ha  arery  gpod 

token. 
Hodge.  Is  m^  bead  whole?  ich  warrant  yoo, 
'tis  neither  scorvy  nor  scald  t 
What,  yoa  foule  beast,  does  think  'tis  either  pild 

or  bald? 
Nay,  ich  thanke  God,  chii  not  far  al  that  thoa 

maist  spend. 
That  chad  one  scab  on  my  nana  as  brode  as  thy 
fiogei's  end. 
Bay,  Come  nearer  heare. 
Hodge.  Yes,  that  iche  dare. 
Bay.  By  oar  lad  v,  here  is  no  harme ; 
Hodge's  head  is  hoie  ynoug^  for  al  dame  Chalks 
charme.    • 
Chat,  By  Gogfs  blest,  however  the  thing  be 
clockes  or  smolders, 
I  know  the  blowes  he  bare  awaie^  either  with 

head  or  shoolders. 
Camest  thoa  not,  knave,  within  this  hoore,  crep- 

ing  into  my  pens, 
And  there  was  caught  within  my  boos,  gropbg 
among  my  hens? 
Hodge,  A  plage  both  on  diy  hens  and  thee ! 
a  carte,  whore,  a  oarte. 
Chould  I  were  banged  as  hie  as  a  tree,  and  chware 

as  false  as  thoa  art 
Gave  my  Gammer  again  her  washical  thou  stole 
away  in  thy  lap. 
tJtam,  Yea,  master  Bayly,  there  b  a  thing  yoa 
know  not  on  mayhap : 
This  drab  she  kepes  away  my  good,  (the  devil  ho 

might  her  snare,) 
Ich  pray  you,  that  ich  might  have  a  right  action 
on  her. 
Chat,  Have  I  thy  good,  old  filth,  or  any  such 
old  sowe's? 
I  am  aa  true,  I  wold  dioo  knaw^  as  skin  betwene 
thybrowes. 


*9  Conte  Ml,  fellow  f  it  U  tolde  me  thou  art  a  shrew  /  Wifuo—Tht  word  ihnw  at  present  is  wholly  cea- 
ledtaAhsfSHoalesez.    It  hcrt  appears  ta  have  been  eqaally  applied  to  the  male,  «sd  sigaiftes  iMa«At 
>  wUked, — See  Banret*s  MvearU,  voce  Shrewd, 
^  Cottard^U  e.  the  head«    So,  m  Hicke  Scomer  x— 

**  I  wyll  rappe  you  on  the  costard  with  my  home.** 

Hr  Stecveos's  Note  on  Love'$  LtAomr  Led,  A.  3*  S»  I* 
Again,  In  Ben  Jansflii*s  Me  o/a  7V»,  A.  S.  S.  9  :— 


*'  Do  you  mutter  !  sir,  saorie  this  way. 
That  I  may  bear  and  answer  what  you  say. 
With  my  school  dagger  'bout  your  cottard^  sir." 
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Q&m.  Mtay  a  truer  both  ben  hmged,  tbo«|^ 

YOU  escape  the  danoger. 
Ckid.  Tboa  sbelt  answer  (bj  God's  ^)  for 

this  tbj  foule  steander. 
B^  Why,  wbal  can  ye  cbargt  hir  withal?  to 

say  so  ye  do  not  welL 
OmtL  M  ary^a  Teogeaooe  to  hir  hart,  the  whore 

base  stolen  my  neele. 
Ch&L  Thy  nedle,  eld  witch !  bow  so?  it  were 
almes  thy  soel  to  knock ; 
Sodidtt  tboo  say,  the  other  day,  that  I  bad  stofaie 

thy  cocke. 
And  rosted'him  to  ray  breakfast,  which  sbal  not 

be  forgotten : 
The  de?il  put  out  thy  lying  tong,  and  teeth  that 
be  so  rotten. 
Oem.  Oeve  roe  n^  neele ;  as  for  my  cocke, 
chouid  be  very  loth, 
Thai  dmld  here  tel  be  shuld  bang  on  thy  false 
faith  and  troth. 
Boy.  Yoor  talke  is  such,  I  can  scarse  leame 

who  shnld  be  most  in  faok.  • 
Gtfjn.  Yet  shall  ye  find  no  other  wight,  save 

she,  by  bread  and  salt. 
B^.  Kepe  ye  content  a  while,  se  that  your 
tonges  ye  bolde; 
Methinkes  yon  shnld  remembre,  this  is  no  place 

to  scolde. 
How  knoweet  thon,  Oanuner  Onrtooydame  Chat 
thy  nedle  had  ? 
Craai.  To  name  too,  nry  the  party,  ehould  not 

be  very  glad. 
Boy.  Yea,  but  we  moste  nedes  hcare  it,  and 

tberfiMV  say  it  boldly. 
Gen.  Soch  one  as  told  the  tale,  full  soberly 
and  coldly, 
Svea  he  that  lokcd  on,  wil  swcare  on  a  booke. 
What  time  this  dronken  gossip  my  faire  long 

neele  up  tooke  a 
Diccon  (master)  tbe  bedlam,  cbam  very  sore  ye 
.  know  him. 

/   Boy,  A  false  knave,  by  God's  pitie !  ye  were 
but  a  foole  to  trow  ham. 


I  dam  afentnre  wel  die  price  of  mv  best  cap^ 
^'  That  when  the  end  is  knowen,  all  wil  tume  to 

ToMe  be  not  yon  that  besides,  she  stole  your 

codce  that  tyde  ? 
Gem.  No  matter,  no  iadeede^  for  then  he  shnld 

have  lyen ; 
My  cocke  is,  I  tb«oke  Christ,  safe  and  wel  a  fine. 
Chat.  Yea,  but  that  ragged  colt,  that  wboore, 

that  Tyb  of  thine. 
Said  plainly  thy  cocke  was  stolne,  and  in  my  Imuse 

was  eaten. 
That  lying  cut  is  lost,  that  she  is  not  swinged  and 

beaten. 
And  yet  for  al  my  good  name,  it  were  a  small 

amendes; 
I  picke  not  this  geare  (hear'st  thou)  out  of  my 

fineersendes. 
But  he  that  hard  it  told  me,  who  thou  of  late 

didst  name, 
Diocou,  whom  al  men  knowes,  it  was  the  very 


Bay.  This  b  the  case;  yon  lost  your  nedle 
about  thedores; 
And  she  answeres  agsine,  she  base  no  cocke  of 

yours; 
Thus  in  your  tidke  and  actKHiy  from  that  yon  do 

intend. 
She  is  whole  five  mile  wide  from  that  she  doth 

defend. 
Will  you  saie  she  hath  your  cocke  ? 
Gam.  No,  roary  sir,  that  chill  not. 
Bay.  Will  yoa  oonfesse  hir  neele  ? 
Chat.  Will  I  ?  no,  sir,  will  I  not. 
Bay.  Then  there  lieth  all  the  matter. 
Gam.  Soft  master,  by  tbe  way, 
Ye  know  slie  could  do  litle,  and  she  odd  not  say 
Aay. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  he  that  made  one  lie  about  your 
cocke  stealing, 
Wil  not  sticke  to  imJte  another,  what  time  lies 
be  in  dealing. 


"  Tlud  when  thetndis  hwmmf  aU  mil  tume  to  a  jape— Jajm  is  generally  used  in  an  obscene  sense,  as  in 

"  ~  XI.  Md  Skelton*s  Song  In  Sir  John  Hawkitt'i  HMorf 


the  Pielogae  to  Grim  the  Collier  of  Creydea,  Vol, 
o/Mutiek^  Vol.  III.  p.  ^    It  here  sUmifies  a  jttt  or  joke, 
Me$,L705:r^ 


So,  In  the  Prologue  to  Cbaacer*s  Canterburjf 


**  Upon  a  day  he  gat  him  more  moneie. 
Than  that  tbe  persone  gat  In  monethei  tweie* 
And  thos  with  fuiaed  flattering  aod  Japes, 
He  made  the  penone,  and  tbe  peple,  his  apes." 


And,  in  Batman  upon  BartholemOf  1535,  as  quoted  by  Sir  John  Hawkhis,  in  his  Hittorjf  ofMuticky  V6L 
H.  p.  125 :— "  They  kepe  no  connseyll,  bat  they  telle  al|  that  they  heare :  sodeialy  they  laugh,  and  itn^ 
deinly  they  wepe :  alwaye  they  crye,  jangle,  tMAjape,  uneth  they  ben  style  whyle  they  dene*'' 

Skekoa^s  Works  1790,  p.  886  :-l- 


"  'Say  jane  not  hym,  he  is  no  smal  fole. 
It  is  asolempe  syre  i^  soFayoe.'' 
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I  weenei  the  ende  wil  prove  this  bmwle  did  first 

arise 
Upon  no  other  ground,  but  only  Diccon's  lyes. 
Chat.  ThoQgh  some  be  lyes,  as  you  belike  have 

espied  them ; 
Yet  other  some  be  true,  by  proofe  I  have  wel 

tryed  them. 
Bay,  W  hat  other  thing  be«de  this,  dame  Chat  ? 
Chat.  Mary  syr,  even  thisy 
The  tale  I  told  before,  the  selfe  same  tale  it  was 

bis; 
lie  gave  roe,  like  a  frende,  warning  against  my 

losse^ 
Els  had  my  hens  be  stolne  eche  one,  by  God's 

crosse. 
He  tolde  me  Hodge  wold  come,  and  in  he  came 

indeede ; 
But  as  the  matter  channsed,  with  greater  hast 

tlmn  speede. 
This  truth  was  said,  and  true  was  found,  as  truly 

I  report. 
Bay.  If  doctor  Rat  be  not  deceaved,  it  was 

o*another  sort, 
Dr  Rat.  By  God's  mother,  thou  and  he  be  a 

eople  of  suttle  foxes; 
Betweene  you  and  Hodge,  I  beare  awaie  the  boxes. 
Did  not  Diccon  appoynt  the  place,  wher  thou 

shuld*st  stand  to  mete  him  ? 
Chmt.  Yes,  by  the  masse;  and  if  he  came,  bad 

me  not  sticke  to  speet  hym. 
Dr  Rat^  God's  sacrament !  the  villain  knave 

hath  drest  us  round  about; 
He  is  the  cause  of  all  this  brawle,  that  dyrty 

shitten  loute ; 
When  Gammer  Gurton  here  oomplainedy  and 

made  a  ruful  rnone, 
I  beard  him  sweare  that  you  had  gotten  hir  nedle 

that  was  gone. 
And  this  to  try  he  furder  said,  be  was  ful  loth ; 

how  be  it, 
H»  was  content  with  small  ado^  to  bring  me 

where  to  see  it ; 
And  where  he  sat,  he  said  ful  certain,  if  I  wold 

folow  his  reade. 
Into  your  house  a  privy  waie  he  wold  me  guide 

and  leade. 
And  where  ye  had  it  in  your  bands,  sewing  about 

a  clowte, 
And  set  me  in  the  backe  bole,  thereby  to  finde 

you  out ! 
And  whiles  1  sought  a  qnietnes,  creping  upon 

my  knees, 
I  found  the  weight  of  your  door-bar,  for  my  re- 
ward and  fees. 
Such  is  the'luckc  that  som^  men  gets,  while  they 

begin  to  roel. 
In  setung  at  one  such  as  were  out,  minding  to 

make  al  well. 
Eoifge.  Was  not  wel  blest,  Gnmmer,  to  scape 

that  scouro  ?  and  chad  ben  there, 


Then  chad  ben  drest,belike,  as  itf  (by  the masBe) 
as  gafier  vicar. 
Bay.  Mary,  sir,  here  is  a.  sport  ^ooe ;  I  loked 
for  sueh  an  end ; 
If  Diccon  had  not  playd  die  knave,  this  had  ben 

sone  amend. 
My  Gammer  here  he  made  a  foole,  and  drest  hir 

as  she  was; 
And  goodwifeChat  he  set  to^cold,^^  tillbeth 

partes  cried,  alas ! 
And  doctor  Rat  was  not  behind^  whiles  Chat  bis 

crown  did  paro ; 
I  wold  the  knave  had  ben  starke  blind,  if  Hodge 
had  not  his  .share. 
Hodge.  Cham  meetly  wel  sped  alredy  among'fl^ 
cham  drest  like  a  conlt; 
And  chad  not  had  the  better  wit,  chad  been  made 
a  doult 
Bay.  Sir  knave,  make  bast  Diocoo  were  here; 

fetch  him  where  ever  he  be. 
Chat.  Fie  oo  the  vIUmb,  £e,  fie,  that  makes  us 

thus  aeree ! 
Gam,  Fie  on  him,  knave,  with  al  my  hart,  aaw 

fie,  and  ^  againe  I 
Dr  Mat.  Now  fie  on  him,  may  I  best  say,,  whom 

he  hath  almost  slaine. 
Bqr^  to  where  he  commeth  at  hand,  belike  ha 
was  not  farre. 
Diccon,  beare  be  two  or  three  thy  company  can- 
not spare. 
Die  God  blesae  yon,  and  yoa  may  be  blest  so 

luanie  al  at  once. 
Chat.  Come  knave^  it  were  a  good  deed  to 
geld  the^  by  cockes  bones. 
Seest  not  thy  handiwarke?  sir  Rat,  can  ye  for- 
beare  him  } 
Die*  A  veneeance  on  those  hands  life,  for  my 
hands  cam  not  oero  hym. 
The  horson  priest  hath  lift  thle  pot  in  some  of 

these  alewy  ves  chayres, 
That  his  head  wold  not  serve  him,  belyk#,  to  come 
downe  the  stayres* 
Btnf.  Nay,  soft,  thou  maist  not  play  the  knave, 
and  have  this  language  to; 
If  thoq  thy  tone  bridle  a  while,  the  better  maist 

thou  do, 
Confesse  the  truth  as  I  shall  aske,  and  cease-a 

a  while  to  fable. 
And  for  thy  fault,  I  promise  the,  thy  handling 

shal  be  reasonable. 
Hast  thou  not  made  a  lie  or  two,  to  set  these 
two  bv  the  eares? 
Die.  What  if  I  have   :five  hundred  such'  have 
I  scene  within  these  seven  yeares : 
I  am  sory  for  nothing  else,  but  tfiat  1  see  not  the 

sport 
Which  was  bctwene  them  when  they  met,  as 
they  themselves  report 
Bay.  The  greatest  thing,  master  Eat^  jt  $Q 
how  he  is  drest. 


r 
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Die  ^Yhat  devil  nede  he  be  groping  so  depe 

in  goodwife  Chat's  ben*s  nestF 
Bty.  Yea,  but  it  was  thy  drift  to  bring  him 

into  the  briars. 
Die  God's  bread !  hath  not  such  an  old  foole 
wit  to  save  his  eares? 
Be  showeth  himseife  herein,  ye  see,  so  very  ^  a 

coxe, 
The  cat  was  not  so  madly  alured  by  the  foxe. 
To  ran  in  the  snares  was  set  for  him  doubtiesse ; 
For  be  leapt  in  for  jnyoe,  and  this  sir  John  for 
madnes. 
DrRat,  «♦  Well,  and  ye  shift  no  better,  ye 
lose],  Infaer,  and  lasye, 
I  wffl  go  neare  ror  this  to  make  ye  leape  at  a 

dasye. 
In  the  kiog^s  name,  master  Bayly,  I  charge  you 
set  him  fast 
Die  What !  fast  at  cardes,  or  fast  on  slepe? 

it  is  the  thin^  I  did  last. 
Dr  Rat.  Nay,  fast  m  fetters,  false  varlet,  ac- 
cording to  thy  deedes. 
B<^.  Master  Doctor,  ther  b  no  remedy,  I  must 
intreat  you  needs 
Some  other  kinde  of  punishment  > 

Dr  Rat.  Nay,  by  all  halowes, 
His  punishment  if  I  may  judge,  shal  be  naught  els 
but  the  gallous. 
Bf^.  That  were  to  sore  i  a  spiritual  man  to 

be  so  extrearoe ! 
Dr  Rat*  Is  he  worthy  any  better,  sir?  how  do 

you  judge  and  deame  ? 
Bfl^f.  I  graunt  him  worthy  ponishmeot,  but  in 

no  wise  so  great. 
0am.  It  is  a  shame,  ich  tel  you  plaine,  for  such 
false  knares  intreat 
He  hes  kimost  undone  us  al,  that  is  as  true  as 

Steele; 
And  yet  for  al  this  great  ado,  dmm  never  the 
nere  my  neele. 
B^f.  Can'st  thou  not  say  any  thing  to  that 

Diocon,  with  least  or  most  ? 
Die  Tea,  manr  sir,  thus  much  1  can  say  wel, 

the  nedle  is  lost. 
Boy.  Nay,  canst  not  thou  tel'  which  way  that 

n^le  may  be  found  ? 
JDlK.  No,  by  mv  fay,  sir,  though  I  might  have 
an  hundred  pound. 


Hodge.  Thou  lier  lickdish,  didst  not  say  the  . 

neele  wold  be  gitten  ? 
Die  No,  Hodge ;  by  the  same  token  you  vrere 

that  time  heshittea, 
For  fear  of  hobgobling,  you  wot  wel  what  I  meanc. 
As  long  as  it  is  scnce,  I  feare  me  yet  ye  be  scarce 

cleane. 
Boy.  Wel,  roaster  Rat,  you  roust  both  learner 

and  teach  us  to  forgeve. 
Since  Diccon  hath  confession  made^  and  is  so 

cleane  sh^e : 
If  ye  to  me  conscent  to  amend  this  heary  chaunce^ 
I  uril  injoyne  him  here  some  open  kmd  of  pe- 

naunce: 
Of  this  condition,  where  ye  know  my  fee  is  twen- 
ty pence. 
For  the  bloodshed,  I  am  agreed  with  yon  here  to 

dispence ; 
Ye  shall  go  quite,  so  that  ye  graunt  the  matter 

now  to  ran. 
To  end  with  mirth  among  us  al,  even  as  it  was 

begun. 
Chat.  Say  vea,  roaster  vicar,  and  he  shal  sure 

confess  to  be  your  detter> 
And  al  we  that  be  heare  present  will  love  yf0 

moch  the  better. 
Dr  Rat.  My  part  is  the  worst ;  but  since  you 

al  hereon  agree. 
Go  even  to  master  Bayly,  let  it  be  so  for  met. 
Btn/.  How  saiest  thou,  Diccon,  art  content  this 

shal  on  me  dejpend  ? 
Die  Go  to,  master  Bayly,  say  on  your  mind, 

I  know  ye  ate  my  friend. 
Bay.  Then  marke  ye  wel ;  to  reoompence  this 

thy  former  action. 
Because  thou  hast  oflGsoded  al,  to  make  them  sa* 

tisfaction, 
Before  their  faces  here  kneele  downe,  and  as  I 

shal  the  teach. 
For  thou  shalt  take  an  othe  of  Hodge's  leather 

breache; 
First  for  master  doctor,  upon  paine  of  his  cursse, 
Where  he  wil  pay  for  al,  thou  never  draw  thy 

pursse: 
And  when  ye  meete  at  one  pot,  he  shall  have 

the  first  pull ;  * 
And  thou  shalt  never  ofier  him  the  cup,  but  it  be 

fuU. 


^  J  «Mr»— VIosliieii,  In  his  Dictionary,  !62t,  (as  quoted  by  Mr  Toilet,  in  his  N6ic9  on  Shakfspeare, 
Vol.  V.  p«  4SS.)  lays :  *<  Natural  ideots  luid  fools  have,  and  still  do  accustome  thenuelves  to  weare  iu 
thfir  eappes,  cockes  feathers,  or  a  hat  with. a  neck^  and  head  of  a  cock  on  the  top,*'  &c.    From  this, 
circaaMtance,  Diccon  probably  calls  Dr  Rat  a  cose  ;  that  u,  a  coxcomb,  an  idttit. 

^  WtU,  and  pe  »kift  no  better^  ye  losel^  Itfther,  and  lasye — Lyther  is  U9ed  sometimes  for  weak  or  limber^  at 
ecber  tfanct  tban  ot  pate.  Several  examples' of  the  former  ate  fcoUected  by  Mr  Steeveds,  (Notes  on  Shake- 
ipeare,VoLV[.p.S6i.) 

Agiin,  in  Eupkues  and  his  Sngfand^  1582,  p.  S4 :  **  For  as  they  that  angle  for  the  tortoys,  having  opce 
cao^  him,  are  driven  into  rach  a  bftfumtesef  that  they  loose  all  their  spirites,  being  benaBuned  bo,*'  &c. 
Ofthelatter,  the  following  will  serve  as  a  proof.  Erasmuses  Praise  of  Folie^  Chaloner^s  Translation, 
1549,  Sig.  F  < :  *<  Or  at  lest  hyre  some  yoonee  Phaon  tor  mede  to  dooe  the  thvnae,  still  daube  tbeyr  lUkav 
chcekcs  with  peiBty^e,"  &c« 
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To  gpodsfife  Cbat  thou  thalc  hm  f^rOni^  even 

on  the  same  wyse, 
K  the  Tj^fuse  thy  mouej  qdcc^  ne?er  to  offiar  it 

twise. 
Tbou  tbalt  be  bound  by  the  same  berc^  as  thou 
*  •  dost  take  it, 

When  thou  maist  drinke  of  free  co0ty  tbon  never 

Cbrsake  iL" 
For  Gammer  Gorton's  sake  agune  $wome  shalt 

thieu  be. 
To  helpe  bir  to  bir  nedle  agidne,  H  it  do  lie  in 

'  thee; 
Aqd  likewise  :be  bound,  by.  the  Tertne  of  that. 
To  be  of  good  abering  to  Gyb,  fair  great  cat, 
last  o£aL  fior  Hodge,  tl^otbe  to  sea-mew 
Thou  shait  never  take  him  for  fine  gientleman. 
Modgt,  Came  on,  fellow  Djbocon,  dnlhe^ev^o 
with  thee  now. 
.  JBi^.-  Thou  wilt  not  sdcke  to  do  thi%  Dlccoa, 

I  trow  ? 
r   Lie*  Nq^  by  my  father's  skin,  my  hand  down 

I  lay  it; 
Lobe,  aft  ^bave  promised,  I  will  not  denay  it ; 
But,  Hodge,  take  good  beede  now,  thou  do  not 
'  beabite  me. 
[And  gave  him  a  good  blow  on  the  huttocke, 
Eodge^  Gb^s  hart,  thou  fisfse.  TilUine,  dost 

thou  bite  me  ? 
Jkg^  >Afbat,  Hodge,  doth  be  hurt  tha.or  er^r 

'     be  begin? 
Hodge.  He  thrust  me  into  the  bottocke  with  a 
bodkin  or.a  pin, 
I  saie,  Gammer,  Gammer !. 
.    Gum.  l&w.  now,  Hodge,  how  now ! 
Hodge,  God's  malt,  Gamniqr  Gorton^— - 
Gam.  Xhou  art  mad,  icb  trow. 
Hodge.  Will  you  see  the  d^il.  Gammer? 
Gam*  1^  devil,  a^uie !  Go^  blesae  us. 
Hodge,  Chouid  iche  were  banged^  Gammer. 
Qom^  Mary,  se  ye  might  dresse  us. 
Hodge.  Cbave  it,  by  the  maase,  Gammer. 


0am.  What,  not  my  neale,  Hodga^ 
Hodge.  Your  peele,  Gammerj  your  peele. 
Q€m,  No»  ^,  dost  but  dodge. 
Hodge.  Cha  found  yotur  oeel^  Gammer,  here 

10  my  band  be  it. 
Qam.  ^<  For  al  the  lov^ep  eartl^  tfo^^  ^^ 

me  see  it 
Hodge.  Soft,  Gammer. 
Gam,  Good  Uod^ 
Hpdgfu  Soft,  ich  say*  tarie  a  wbila. 
Gwn.  Nay,  qweet  IM(e»  ^  ^i^  ^  ^ 

me  begile. 
Bodg/^  Cham  sure  on  it;  ick  warranl  yeib  i< 

eoes  np  more  aati^y. 
Qam,,  Uod^  when  I  qieake  lO  £ur»  i^ill  itit 

say  me  nay  ? 
Hodgft.  Go  neare  the  Ugbt»  Gummtr,  tbia^ 

in  faith  good  lud^e : 
Cbwaa  idmoat  undooe*  'twaa  so  te  ia  iQijt  but- 

tocke. 
GmB.  Tis  min  own  deam  neele,  Hodge,  ^fy- 

keriylwot 
ikdgf^  Cham  I  not  i^  good  sonoe,  GafBoer, 

cham  I  noti 
Goal.  Christ's  UeasiiBg  ligbt  oa  tboe,  bast  made 

me  for  ever. 
Hodgt.  Ich.  knew,  tbatkit  musl  fiade  i(|  ds 

ehould  a  had  it  never. 
Chat.  By  my  tco^  I90t^  GsiBtoo,  I  vfL  eren 

as  glad, 
Aa  though.  I  mine  owne  selfe  as  good  a  mroe 

Bay,  And  X  by,  my  conscience,  to  see  ia  so 
come  forth, 
E^ioyoe  so  mqch  at  it,  aa  three  oodles  be.  worth, 
jbr  But.  I  am  no  whit  sor^  to  see  you  so  re 

Joyce. 
Die.  Nor  I  much  the  glader  fpr  all  this  ooyoe. 
Yet  say  gramercy,  DioooO|  foe  springing  ofi  (be 
■•    game. 


^'  FoT  al  the  lovtt  on  earthy  Hoigf^  Utjne  see  H^Eor  the  love  of  God,  of  beavea,  Ol^aa|[  thing  sacred, 
are,a4uiratioa8/reqpent|y  ai«d.at  tt\^  day^  a|id,aj{pcpr  Ilk^irMMlV^ve  bQen^  ^thf  t|i^  tblijila^  waf 
written.  From  the  indiscriinioate  use  o(  thera,  it  bepame  customary  on  lery  emji^t  opcaidqDf  to  reqarst 
of  all  hvetf  or  for  all  the  loves  en  earth.  Of  these  modes  of  expression,  Mr  Steevens  bath- produced  the 
following  examples :  —  coqjuriog  bis  wife  ofaU  loves  to  prepare  cheer  fitting. — Honest  fVhiore,^.  1. 

Desire  bim  of  all  loves  to  come  over  quickly. — Plautus^s  Men^chmU  15!>5. 

I  pray  thee  for  all  loves  be  tbou  my  my  ode  seos  I  am  thype^-^  j^colattuSf  ISSfi^ 

Mis  Arden  desired  bim  of  all  loves  to  come  backe  agaioe. 

Uolimhed's  CAronic^  p.  1Q64.    Notes  of  Shakespeare,  Vol,  I«  p«  999. 

SpeAofaUl9ves.^Miisummer'sKight*sDream^K2^S»S^ 

.   ^  l)flf8r(y^Sp/;i^elyi  or  cprtalnly.    So,  Ip  Cbs^ce^^s  Troibu  afid€mtidax U  3. 1. 83$  :— 

«>  The  drede  oflesing  makith  bim,  that  he 
May  in  bo  parfiteySArenieMe' ybe," 
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Oml   Grainercy,  DiccoDy  twenty  times;  O 

bow  glad  cham  1 
if  that  dkMild  do  so  muoby  ]roor  masterdome  to 

come  bether, 
Master  Rat,  goodwife  Chat,  and  Diocon  together ; 
€ba  bnt  one  balfpenj,  as  far  as  iche  know  it, 
Aod  chil  not  rest  this  night,  till  ich  bestow  it. 
If  ever  ye  Ioto  me,  let  ns  go  in  and  drinke. 
B^,  I  am  content,  if  the  rest  thinke  &s  I 

thinke. 
Blaster  Rat,  it  sbal  be  best  for  yoo  if  we  so  doo, 


Then  shall  yon  warme  yon^  and  drctse  your  self 

too. 
Die  Soft,  syrs,  take  ns  witb  yon,  the  company 

shal  be  the  more ; 
As  proude  coms  behinde,  they  say,  as  anie  goes 

before. 
But  now,  my  good  masters,  nnce  we  must  be  gon^ 
And  lefive  you  behiude  us  here  all  alone : 
Since  at  oot  last  ending,  thus  mery  we  bee. 
For  Gammer  Gurton's  nedle  sake,  let  ns  have  a 

plaudytie. 


fcDITiONS. 


^  A  ffgte  pit}iy,.ptesu^^  ihi  tJ^rTe  tTo^ed^;  ifit>tQl^d  bAiB'  mrtdn't  Nedte;  fkyi^  On 
j&|6  not  loiige  ago  in  Christes  ColU^l^e,  ifi  CamDn^^.  Made  b^  Bir  S.  roaster  of  ifK.  I^feht* 
^t  lopdoa  in  Flcetestresi,  beneth  th^  Condait,  at  <Kc  sfen^  6f  S.  Johh  Evatt^Tftt,  IW  Thorids 
Uolwell.''  Printers  Colophon:  ^  Imp^n/eA  At  Lonifoli  in' Flemsti^eaSt,  b^^eth  tb^ Coi^dft,  at  t!m 
•igocofS.  John  Evangelist,  by  Thomas  Colwcll.    isrs."      ,„.    ^        .     ^      . 

•*  A  ri^t  pithy,  pleasant,  and  merinr  Cotoedy,  entft!etl  Oimnter  UuVforCi  KMlt  ,*  pT^Woti  tho 
stage  near  a  hundred  years  ago  in  Christe-CoUeg^  In  Cambrid^  fiifad^  by  Mr  S.  n^ii^er  or  att. 
London :  Prinled  by  Thomas  Johnson,  and  are  to  be  sold  by  Nath.  Brook,  at  die  Angel  in  Coriihil], 
Fnmcis  Kirkman,  at  the  John  Fletcher's  Head,  on  the  back  side  of  St  Ciem^ts,  Tho.  Johnson,  at  the 
Golden  Key  in  Paaf»<}hiir^yaid^  ahid  Henry  March,  at  (ii^  Princes  Arm's  in  Cbancery-Ume,  near 
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John  Lyly  mat  bom  in  the  '  wilth  of  Kent ,  about  the  year  1553,  aceorSng  to  the  computation  of 
TTooc^*  who  tayt^  ^  he  became  a  ttudent  in  Magdalen^Cotiege  in  the  beginning  of  1569,  a^ed  nxteen^ 
or  thereabouttf  and  was  afterwardt  one  of  the  demies  or  clerks  of  that  house.*'  He  took  the  degree  t^ 
fi.  A.  -^P^  ^^'  ^^7^» '  *^^  9f  ^'  ^'  *"  ^^  y^^  ^^^^ » ^  ^^^  afterwards^  on  some  disguMty  renwrped 
to  Cambridge^  from  whence  he  went  to  courts  where  he  was  taken  notice  of  hjf  Queen  EHxabethf  and 
had  expectations  of  being  preferred  to  the  post  of  Master  of  the  Revels;  which,  after  moMfyeort  at* 
fendancef  he  was  dis(tppointed  <f.  In  what  year  he  died  is  unknown^  but  Wood  says  he  was  altoe  in 
the  year  1597. 

Se  was  an  author  highbf  esteemed  by  hif  contemporaries,  by  several  ofufhom,  as  Nashy '  Lodge^  * 
WMe,  ^  and  others,  he  wqa  much  complimented,  Drayton^  however^  se^ms  tq  have  given  lis  true  ckm^ 
fO^t^fPhenhesays: 

^<  The  noble  Sidney  with  this  last  aroie, 

**  That  heroe  for  nambers,  and  for  prose  \ 

**  That  thoniughly  pac*d  our  langiua^  as  to  show, 

*'  The  plenteons  Englbh  hand  in  hand  might  go, 

*'  \Vith  Greek  and  Latin,  and  did  lint  rednce 

"  Our  tongae  from  Lilly^s  writing  then  in  use; 

**  Talicing  of  stones,  sUn,  plants,  of  fishes,  ^ies, 

'*  Playing  with  words,  and  idle  similies, 

'*  As  th'  English  apes,  and  very  zanies  be 

*\  Of  every  thing  that  they  do  bear  and  see, 

<'  To  imitating  this  ridicplons  tricks, 

**  They  speak  and  write  all  like  meer  Innatlcks.*' 

BUmni^  who  republished  six  of  his  vlayt,  speaks  of  him  in  a  different  manner :  He  ioys,  ^  Our  ««- 
iion  are  in  his  ddtfor  a  new  £nglisk  which  hee  taught  them.  Euphues  and  his  England  began  firti 
that  language.  AU  our  laaies  were  then  his  scoUers;  and  that  beautie  in  court  who  could  not  par* 
ley  Euphuesme,  was  as  little  regarded  as  shee  which  now  there  speakes  not  French^ 

The  principal  work  for  which  he  was  distinguished  is  entitled  ^  Euphues.  The  Anaton^  of  Wii, 
verie  pleasant  for  all  Gentlemen  to  read,  and  most  necessary  to  remember;  wherein  are  contained  the 
delyghts  that  Witfolloweth  in  his  youth  by  the  pleasantnesse  ofLtroe,  and  the  happinesu  he  reapelk 
in.  age  by  the  perfectnesu  of  Wisedome,  4to,  l^SO.'*  And  th»s  was  followed  by  *'  Euphues  and  hie 
England,  containing  his  voyage  and  adventures,  mixed  with  sundrie  pretie  discourses  ^honest  Looe^ 
the  description  of  the  Countne,  the  Court,  and  the  manners  of  that  Isle,  DeUghtfd  to  be  read,  and 
nothing  hurtful  to  be  regarded  ;  wherein  there  is  small  offence  by  lightnesse  given  to  the  wise,  and 
lesse  occation  of  hosenesse  proffered  to  the  wanton.  Ata,  tSS^," 


'  Gildon.  *  Athen.  Ozon.  895. 

'Fasti,  108.  ♦Ibid.  111. 

*  Apology  of  Pierce  Penniless,  4to.  I59S.    Have  with  yoo  to  SaiRron  WaMco,  4tp,  IfiMw 

«  Wit's  Misery  and  Words  Madness,  4fo.  159«,  p,  57. 

7  Discoane  of  £nglbh  Poetrie,  4to.  1580. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


JLtit.] 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE. 


m 


He  was  abo  the  author  qf  the  following  playt : 

1.  Alexander  and  CampaipCy  1584,  4<o.  1591, 4to, 

S.  Endimion^  4^o.  1591. 

9.  Sappho  and  Phaon^  Ato.  1591. 

4.  Galatea,  4to,  1599. 

5.  Mydasy  4to,  1599. 

a.  Jtlof  Aer  Bombie,  4to,  1594,  4/o.  1597. 

7.  The  Woman  in  the  Moon,  4to.  1597. 

8.  l%e  Maid  her  Metamorphom,  4to.  1600. 

9.  Lave  hit  Metamorphom^  4to.  1601. 

Thefirtt  $ix  of  these  plays  were  republished  by  Edward  Blount,  in  ISmo.  16399  under  the  title  ^ 
f  Surf  Court  Comediesr 

Besides  these,  he  was  the  author  of  a  piece,  published  in  1593,  called  ^  Pap  with  a  Hatchet,  alias,  a 
Jkfor  my  Godson,  or  crack  me  this  nut,  or  a  Country  Cuff,  that  is,  a  sound  box  on  the  ear  for 
ideot  Martin  to  hold  his  peace.   Written  by  one  tliat  dares  cull  a  Dog  a  Dog,**  Imprinted  for  J 


the 
John 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  THE  BLACK  FRIERS. 


Tbey  that  fear  the  stinging  of  wasps,  make  fans 
of  peacocks  tails,  whose  spots  are  like  ejes :  And 
Lepidus,  which  could  not  sleep  for  the  chattering 
of  birds,  set  up  a  beast,  whose  head  was  like  a 
dragoo :  and  we  which  staqd  in  awe  uf  report, 
are  compelled  to  set  before  our  owl  Pallas*s  shield, 
thinkmg  by  her  virtue  to  cover  the  other's  defor- 
mity. It  was  a  sign  of  famine  to  ^^gypt,  when 
Nylus  flowed  less  than  twelve  cubits,  or  more 
tnn  eighteen;  and  it  may  threaten  despair  unto 
|is,  if  we  be  less  curious  than  you  look  for,  or 
aiore  cumbersome.  But  as  Theseus  being  pro- 
mised to  be  brooeht  to  an  eagle's  nest,  and  travel- 
lii^  all  the  day,  found  but  a  wren  in  a  hedge,  yet 
pad  this  is  a  bird :  so  we  hope,  if  the  shower  of 
our  swelling  mountain,  seeming  to  bring  forth 
•Dme  elephant,  perform  but  a  mouse,  you  will 
gently  say,  this  is  a  beast  Basil  softly  touched, 
jieldeth  a  sweet  scent;  but  chafed  in  the  hand, 
a  rank  savour.  We  fear  even  so,  that  our  labours 
slily  elanced  on,  will  breed  some  content;  but 
eiammed  to  the  proof,  small  commendation.  The 
Mste  in  performing  shall  be  our  excuse.    There 


went  two  nights  to  the  begetting  of  Hercules;. 
Feathers  appear  not  on  the  phcenix  under  seveii 
months,  and  the  mulberry  is  twelve  in  budding : 
but  our  travails  are  like  the  hare's,  who  at  one 
time  bringeth  forth,  nourisheth,  and  engendreth 
again ;  or  like  the  brood  of  a  Trochilus,  whose 
eggs  in  the  same  moment  that  they  are  laid,  be* 
come  birds.  But  howsoever  we  €nish  our  work^ 
we  crave  pardon,  if  we  ofSeni  in  matter;  and  pa- 
tience, if  we  transgress  in  manners.  We  have 
mixed  mirth  with  counsel,  and  discipline  with  de- 
light ;  thinking  it  not  amiss  in  the  same  garden  to 
sow  pot-herbs,  that  we  set  flowers.  But  we  hope^ 
as  harts  that  cast  their  horns,  snakes  their  skins^ 
eagles  their  bills,  bepome  more  fresh  for  any  other 
labour ;  so  our  charge  being  shaken  ofi^,  we  ^aU 
be  fit  for  greater  matters.  But  lest,  like  the  Myn- 
dians,  we  make  our  gate^  greater  than  our  town, 
and  that  oqr  play  runs  out  at  the  pr^fac^  we 
here  conclude ;  wishing,  that  although  there  be  in 
your  precise  judgments  an  universal  mislike,  yet 
we  may  enjoy,  ^  your  \ioDted  courtesies,  a  gff 
ncral  silence. 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  THE  COUI^T. 


We  are  ashamed  that  our  bird,  whidi  flutter- 
cth  by  twilight,  seeming  a  swallow,  should  be 
proved  a  bat,  set  agiinst  the  sun.  But  as  Jupi* 
ter  placed  Silenus^s  ass  among  the  stars,  and  Al- 
dbiades  covered  his  pictures,  bein^  owls  and 
ufei,  with  a  cortain  embroidered  with  Uops  and 


eagles,  so  are  we  enforced,  upon  a  rough  dis* 
course,  to  draw  on  a  smooth  excuse,  resembling 
lapidaries,  who  think  to  hide  the  crack  in  a  iton^ 
by  setting  it  deep  in  sold.  The  gods  supp'd  once 
with  po6r  Baucis;  the  Persian  kings  sometimes 
shaved  sticks;  our  hope  is,  your  highmw  t^U  lit. 
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this  time  lend  an  ear  to  an  idle  pastime.  •  Ap- 
pion  raising  Homer  from  bell,  demanded  only 
who  was  his  father;  and  we  callins  Alexander 
from  his  grave,  seek  only  who  was  his  love.  What- 
soever we  present,  we  wish  it  may  be  thought  the 
dancing  of  Agrippa's  shadows,  who  in  the  mo- 
?nent  they  were  seen,  were  of  any  shape  one 


wotild  conceive;  dr  XJIK^  ^^  hmktfi  m  quick 
sight  to  discern,  have  a  short  memory  to  forget. 
With  us  it  is  likte  to  fare  as  ^\ith  these  torches^ 
which,  giving  light  to  others,  consume  themselves  ; 
and  we  showing  detigkt  lo  others^  shame  oui^ 
selves. 


DttAMATIS  PERSONS 


Alexamdci, 
Hephestion, 
Clttus, 

PARlfEMIO;, 

Plato, 
Aristotle, 

DlOGSVES, 

MelipfuSi 

CRISlPPUSy 

Crates^ 


Clsantdes, 

Amaxarchus, 

Apelles, 

GRAMicHUSy'^  t  Plato, 

Mames,         >Servant$to<  DiooEirc%r 

PsYLLUSy        y  C  AfSLLES^ 

CaHPA8P«| 
TiMOCLEAt 

Lais. 


SGENE-^ilMffu. 


*■ "  -  ■■"  •   "■   ■  '   "'"■•  ^      '   '""  '^  "^ 


ALEXANDER  AHI>  CAMPASPE.9 


ACT  FIRST. 


SCfeNE  t 

€LTftd>  PAft«EMTe,  TlVOCLEA^  C4Xm^#ty 

ALtxAnnsR,  Hspae8Tie». 

Cfyt,  F^armenio,  I  cannot  tell  whether  I  should 
snore  commend  in  Alexander's  victories,  courage, 
pr  courtesy :  in  the  one  being  a  resolution  with- 
out fear,  m  the  other  a  liberality  above  custom. 
Thebes  is  rased,  the  people  npt  racked;  towers 


thrown  dbwh^  Bodies  hot  tlirust'  asTd^;  i  cdnqQesit 
without  conflict,  and'  a  crdel  war  id  a  mild,  peace. 
Par,  Clytus,  it  becbm'eth  the  soil  of  Philip  to 
be  none  other  than  Alexander  is ;  therefore  see*^ 
ing  in  the  father  a  full  perfectioiVwho  dbdld  havt 
doubted  in  the  son  an  excellency?  For  as  the 
mood  can  borrow  riothinjg  else  of  the  sun  bni 
light ;  so  of  a  sire,  iu  whom  nothing  but  virtuo 
was,  what  could  the  child  receive  but  singular  f 


>  Appion  raiting  Homer  from  hell,  demanded  only  who  was  his  fkther. — "  Qacral  mHfitu,  fiur  tint  tmem^ 
lilt  veteret  M^igi^  cum  adoletcentibxu  nobit  vUus  Jpian  OrammatictB  artit,  proiiderit  cytuicephaUam  kgrhma^ 
fius  in  JSgypto  vocaretur  o$yriU9y  dvrinami  et  cmtra  omnia  venaicitt-:  idntm  erueretur,  Jtalt»  emm  qwi 
cnitftsi,  mori,  Se^e  epocaue  umbras  ad  pereontkndum  flomerum,  fua  patria  fuibutpie  paremtihut  gmiim 
€a$etp  nan  tamen  autui  pr^teri,  pUd  tibi  ruponditse  dictret" — C.  Plin.  Nat.  Hist.  1.  zxx.  c.  8. 

»  Thesnbjectofth&play  lrtaiRn>fh>tt  PUny^i  Mrfrintfltlft^Myi  lib.  jjzvy.  er  10. 


animo,  nU{for  tmperio  $ui,  nee  minot  hoe  facto,  quatA  vittmia  aUqwu  (iuippe,se  oirtt  neciorum  Uadkmf^itf^^ 
ied  etiam  affectum  donavit  artificl :  ne  JMectm  quidam.retpeet^  motu$,  ul  ffi  moH  rcfu  fiiS»ct,  i^ttfjnti^'' 
Hi  eifel.    SuM  qtU  VentremAnadyomenem  iUo  pictaik  tsmpUtri  pulofit^''' 
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It  19  for  '^  tarqi|Q]fl.  tp  ^taiu  each  Other,  no^  for 
diamoDds ;  in  the  one  to  be  u^4^  a  Oi0i^rfa^  io 
goodaess,  ia  the  other  no  comparisoq. 

Ciyt,  you  uiistaHe  me,  Parmeai^  if  wbiJst  I 
oommend  Alexander,  you  imagine  {  q9\\  Pbilip 
iot«que«cipQ;  unless  hapljr  you  c^i^9lure«  (which 
none  of  judgment  will  concave,)  |b^  hiifcauae  I 
like  th«  fruit,  therefore  I  heave  ^i  the  tree ;  or 
covering  to  kiss  the  child,  I  ^(^fefi^i^  gp  a^OiK  to 
piison  the  teat. 

Far.  Ay,  but  Cljtus,  I  Per^QJiYfl  y<>«  are  boTO 
ip  the  east^  and  never  laugh  but  a^  the  smwrnigs 
which  argueth^  though  a  dutjr  wh«9e  yoq  Qughl,  ^ 
no  great  devotion  where  you  q^ifh^ 

Cfyt.  We  will  make  no  coqtr^vengr  of  that 
which  there  oup;ht  tp  b^  no  question ;  only  |his 
shall  be  the  opiniop  of  us  both*  that  neo0  wa« 
vorthy  to  ^  tlie  iather  qf  A^e^and^  bi|t  Pbilip, 
nor  9fiiy  meet  to  he  th(^  son  of  PhUip  b«t  Akxain 

Par.  Soft,  Clytus,  behold  th«!  npf»\»  «»djsirjh 
soners  I  a  pIcasl^U  sight  to  U9»  because  pvott  is 
ioin*d  with  honour;  noj(  n^uc^  paiafal  to  tkwn, 
necause  their  ^ap^vi^  is  eased  by  a^ercy. 

TimQ.  Jportune,  thou  didst  .never  yet  deofive 
virtues  because  virtue  never  ye(  4id  trust  foiiune^ 
Swor4  9n4  i^  will  pever  get  spoiJi^  where  wisy 
dom  and  fortitude  beairs  s«tay«  Q-  Thebes,  thy 
walls  were  raised  bj^  th^  sweetnew  of  the  harp^ 
bat  rasfd  by  tlna  shrilbesy  ^'  theinwpei.  Ahex^ 
ander  ha4  never  come  so  iK«r  thie  walls*  had 
Epaminoodas  walk'd  abcwt  (he  walls;  wmd  yet 
might  the  Thebaaa  have  b^en  nierry  ia  their 
streets,  if  he  had  been  to  w^tch  their  toywers. 
But  destiny  is  seldom  foresees,  4)ever  pfevente^ 
We  are  here  npw  capjtiv^s^  «rhos<^  necks  ave  yeJk«- 
ed  by  force^  hut.nhpte  li^^arts  cai^  not  }0%ld  by 
deatfi.  CQine>CafWi8pe,ap4  the  rest,  let  M  not 
le^asham^  to  cast  wf  eyes  on  hUn^  on  whom  we 
6i|r'd  not  to  qg^  our  darty. 

Far.  Mad^fp,  you  need  nyotdoubt^  it  is  Aksf 
aoder  that  is  the^oonquefon 

Timo.  Alexander  hath  overcome,  not  conquered. 

Par,  To  bring  ail  under  his  subjection,  is  to 
conquer. 

lime.  He  cannot  subdue  that  which  is  divine. 

Par.  Thebes  was  nou 

HunQ.  Vittueis, 

QfyL  Alexander,  as  he^K^ndreth  virtue,  so  he 
will  yoa;  he  drinketh  npt  bjood,  but  tliirsteth 
after  honour ;  h^.  is  greedy  of  victory,  but  never 
satisfied  with  merc^.  In  fight  terriblj^»  93  be* 
Cometh  a  captain ;  m  conquest  mild,  as  beseem- 


eth  a  king.    In  all  ll^ng%  t)Ma  which  nothing  caM 
be  areater,  he  is  Alexander. 

Cam.  Then  if  it  be  such  a  thing  to  be  AJexaii^ 
der,  1  hope  it  shall  be  no  Biiserable  thing  to  he  a 
viii^n.  k^Qf  if  he  save  ow  boneuvs,  it  is  more 
than  to  restore  our  goods.  And  rather  do  I  wish 
he'd  preserve  our  £Dme  thaa  ouf  live%  which  if  he 
do,  ne  will  confess  there  can  ht  so  |i«atfr  thing 
than  to  be  Alexander* 

Alex,  Clytus,  are  these  prisotw?  of  whenca 
ihesespoilaf 

C/)il.  Like  yom  aujetty,  tbeji  am  prsaofief% 
and  of  Thebes. 

Ak».  OfwhttcaUii^orrepiilatioii? 

Cfyi.  I  know  Bol^  bat  they  stem  to  ha  ladia^ 
of  hwiottr. 

AUit*  I  win  know^  Madam,  of  wbeaoa  yoa  are 
I  kaow,  but  who,  I  caonot  teU. 

Timok  Aksoandeiv  I  am  the  siste?  of  Theagiaefl^ 
who  fought  a  battel  with  thy  father,  beA>re  the 
dry  of  Chieronte, "  whehelio'diedy  I  say  v^h>ch 
none  can  gainsay,  valiantly. 

Akjt.  LuA%  there  seem  in  youa  worda  sparks 
of  yoitt  hfotber*«  deeds,  bat  worse^  fortune  in 
your  life  than  his  death:  but  fear  not,  for  ycm 
shall  live  withoat  Tieleaoe,  enemies,  or  necessity — 
But  what  are  yoa,  fair  lady,  another  sister  to 
Theagines.? 

Cam.  No  sister  to  Theagines,  bat  an  hambte 
handmaid  to  Alexander,  bom  of^  a  mean  pareu^ 
tagev  hut  Io  extream  fortMae. 

Alex.  Well,  ladies,  for  so  your  virtaea  shew 
you,  whatsoever  your  births  be,  you  shaH  be  bo* 
noniably  entreated  Aihttts  shall  be  your  Tbebe^, 
and  you  shall  not  be  as  ah}ecto  of  war,  but  as  suh^ 

Cta  Alexawka.  Pannenio^  oolidaet  these 
lurable  ladies  into  the  city,  charge  the  soK 
diees  not  so  oMieh  as  in  words  to  oier  them  an? 
ofience,  and  let  all  wants  be  s^pply^d  so  far  forth 
as  shall  bo  ^eces^ssy  for  sach  person^  and  laj 
prisoners. 

[Exeunt  Parmenio  an4Capt9oeu 
Hephestion,  it  restcth  now  that  we  have  as  great 
care  to  govern  in  peace,  as  conquer  in  war:  that 
whilst  arms  cease,  arts  may  flourish,  and  jc^ning 
letters  with  lauooes,  we  endeavour  to  be  as  good 
philosophers  as  soldiers;  knowing  it  no  less  pcaise 
to  be  wise,  than  commendable  to  be  valiant, 

Meph,  Your  m^esty  thei'ein  sheweth,  that  yoa 
have  as  great  desire  to  rule  as  to  subduo^  and 
needs  n^ust  that  comnxmwealith  be  foftunatr^ 
whose  captam  is.  a  philosopher^  and  whose  phiW 
sopher  is  a  captain.  [Exeuntm 


*^  TWrfttoif— In  the  first  edhioq,  1\ffka.  *'  'tnrqpesli,**  says  M^ynes,  in  hb  Trtatite  of  the  Canker  «/ 
EMglaitdj  Common''9cealthf  t2nio,  I.CrUl, /*  m^  fQU|id  in  Malabar*  b<;ing  of  Tnrquey's  color  by  the  day  tiaie, 
and  by  night,  by  the  light,  grce^c;  they  ^row,  apon  a  bUi,c\  ^toqe^,  whereof  retaining  some  IHtle  Macke 
veinet  is  the  better."  "  It  is,"  as  Mr  Stoeven^  observes,"  ^^id  of  tJiQ  Xurky  stone,  that  it  faded  or  bright* 
eaed  in  its  colour,  as  the  health  of  the  weafer  ipcre^i^cd^or  grevx*I&8.r  (Note  ou  Merchant  of  Fenice,  p. 
188.  Vol.  HI.)  See  also  Dr  Mora's  Account  of  it,  p.  4iT.  of  his  edition  of  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tule»^ 
8V0.17S7. 

]^  CAieroiUc—Chieronle^  in  the  first  and  second  editions. 
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SCENE  II. 

Mares,  Granichus,  Psyllus. 

Manet,  1  serve  instead  of  a  master,  a  mouse, 
whose  house  is  a  tub,  whose  dinner  is  a  crust,  and 
■*  whose  bed  is  a  board. 

PtyL  Then  art  thoa  in  a  state  of  life  which 
philosophers  commend.  A  crumb  for  thy  supper, 
a  hand  for  thy  cup,  and  thy  clothes  for  thy  sheets* 
For  Natura  paueu  content  a, 

Gra.  Manes,  it  is  pit^  so  proper  a  man  should 
be  cast  away  upon  a  philosopher;  but  that  Dio- 
f  ene«,  that  dog,  should  have  Manes  that  dog-bolt, 
It  grieveth  nature,  and  spiteth  art;  the  one  ha- 
ving found  thee  so  dissohite,  absolute  I  would  say, 
in  body,  the  other  so  single,  singular  in  mind. 

Manet,  Are  you  merry  ?  it  is  a  sign  by  the  trip 
of  your  tongue,  and  the  toys  of  your  bead,  that 
you  have  done  that  to^lay,  which  1  have  not  done 
these  three  days. 

P^L  Whales  that? 

3{anet.  Dined. 

Gra.  1  think  Dio^jeoes  keeps  but  cold  chear. 

Manet,  I  would  it  were  so ;  but  he  keepeth 
neither  hot  nor  cold. 

Gra^  What  then*  luke  warm?  That  made 
Manes  run  fmm  his  master  the  last  day. 

Pty/L  Manes  had  reason ;  for  his  name  foretold 
as  much* 

Man€t,  My  name !  how  so,  sir  boy  ? 

Ptyl,  You  know  that  it  is  called  *jlfonf  ^  mo- 
vendOf  because  it  stands  still. 

Mana,  Good. 

PttfL  And  thou  art  named  Manes,  d  Manendo, 
because  thou  run'st  away. 
.    Manet,  Pas»ng  reasons !  I  did  sot  run  away, 
but  retire. 

PtyL  To  a  prison,  because  tboo  wouldst  have 
leisure  to  contemplate. 

Manet,  I  will  prove  that  my  body  was  immoi^ 
tal,  because  it  was  in  prison. 

Gra.  As  how  ? 


Manet,  Did  your  masters  never  teadi  you,  diat 
the  soul  is  immortal  ? 

Gra.  Yes. 

Manet.  And  the  body  is  the  prison  of  the  iooL 

Gra.  True. 

Manet.  Why  then,  thus  to  make  mf  body  im^ 
mortal,  I  put  it  in  prison. 

Gra.  Oh  bad ! 

Pty/L  Excellent  iiU 

Manet.  You  may  see  how  dull  a  fasting  wit  is; 
therefore,  Psyllus,  let  us  go  to  supper  with  Gra- 
nichus:  Plato  is  the  best  fellow  of  all  philoso^ 
phers.  Give  me  him  that  reads  in  the  morning 
m  the  school,  and  at  noon  in  the  kitchen* 

Ptyl.  And  me. 

Gra.  Ah,  sirs,  my  master  is  a  kin^  in  his  par* 
lour  for  the  body;  and  a  God  in  his  study  for 
the  soul.  Among  all  his  men  he  comraendeth 
one  that  is  an  excellent  munctan,  tlien  stand  I  \y 
and  clap  another  on  the  shoulder,  and  say,  this  li 
a  passing  good  cook. 

Manet.  It  is  well  done,  Granichos  i  for  give 
me  pleasure  that  goes  in  at  the  mouth,  not  the 
ear ;  I  had  rather  fill  my  guts  than  my  brains. 

PtyL  I  serve  Apelles,  who  feedeth  me,  as  Dio- 
genes doth  Manes ;  for  at  dinner  the  one  preach- 
eth  abstinence,  the  other  commeodeth  counter- 
feiting :  When  1  would  eat  meat,  he  paints  a  spit; 
and  when  I  thirst,  O,  saith  he,  is  not  this  a  fair 
pot?  and  points  to  a  table,  which  contains  the 
tmnquet  of  the  gods,  where  are  many  dishes  to 
feed  the  eye,  but  not  to  fill  the  got 

Gra.  What  dost  thoo  then  ? 

PnfL  This  doth  he  then,  bring  in  many  exann 
pies  that  some  have  lived  by  savours,  and  provetb 
that  much  easier  it  is  to  grow  fat  by  colours,  and 
tells  of  birds  that  have  been  fatted  by  painted 
grapes  in  winter;  and  how  many  have  so  fed  their 
eyes  with  their  mistresses  picture,  that  they  never 
desired  to  take  food,  being  glutted  with  the  de- 
light in  their  favours.  '^  Then  doth  he  shew  me 
counterfeits^  such  as  have  smfeitol  with  their 


'*  Wkote  bed  is  a  board. — The  first  and  lecend  editions  read,  whose  board  is  a  bed. 

'^  Then  doth  he  shew  me  counterfeits — ComUerfsit  was  a  term  formerly  u«ed  for  any  kind  of  pain(nig< 
but  more  especially  for  a  portrait.  Piyllos  says  above,  **  for  a  dinner  the  one  preacheth  abstinence,  the 
other  commeodeth  counterfeiting.^* 

And,  in  Dekker's  Strange  Horserace,  16 — .  B.  S :  — <'  and  more  to  dignlfie  the  con^eror,  pictures,  aoi 
tomnterfets  of  all  the  cittiei,  mountalnes,  rivers,  and  battailes,  from  whence  they  came  victors,  were  dimwK 
in  ensignes  to  the  liveliest  portratore,  all  supported  before  the  trinmpher." 

Again,  Arden  of  Fever  thorn ,  1692 1 

I  happeoM  on  painter  yestemicht. 
The  onely  canning  man4>f  Chnstoidooaie : 
For  he  can  temper  poysoa  with  hb  oyle. 
That  whoso  lookei  Upon  the  worke  he  drawes, 
6hail  with  the  t>eaniet  that  Issoe  from  his  sight,: 
Suck  vennome  to  his  breast,  and  slay  bimselfe. 
Sweet  Ales  he  shall  draw  thy  counterfst. 
That  Arden  may  by  gaizing  on  it  peruh. 
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Incebaiais  df  th^  Md  Bacchus,  itnd  his  disbHteH^ 
creikr,  ithidi  Hre  pjiHted  nil  t5  th^  HAe  ih  M)»  Sh<fp. 
TaotachMl*,!  fitn»lMnilf^ihofi);ht|oHdiH}#frtcll 
miiketh  mh  wbeft  I  Aoulrl  iMi^rt  to  slindow  « 
lad/s  face,  to  drsir  tk  kmVs  head,  ttttl  sMbAtfiUKi 
10  sirt  to  ihfe  hoHj  of  n  mtfhl,  k  shooktef  of  tkit- 
tDfl ;  for  Semper  tanimu$  meft$  ni  tiH  fmtifkiii 

Mmtf^  Thou  art  a  goft  to  me :  for  eouid  I  se^ 
hot  a  cooli'9-€iMpaiiif«(k^  I  wiHild  make  mirte  «^ei 
fat  as  batter.  Fbr  1  htve  iMoji^  h«tc  genteneeg 
to  fiJI  my  nulfr;  a«^  ^htres  otcklit  trbp^lh  if  nam 
ghdhu :  mtts^ji^kiumti^tti  tMvca :  reptetibfi  IHIc 
eth  MicMe^.  And  at)  Md  stiff  of  abgthieticfe  by 
Soerates:  tMt  ielly  it  tht  kttti'i  jtfwe,  Thtii 
with  sayings^  not  vHtb  tumt^  he  nhueeth^  '^li  Jlp^ 
fimafrey. 

Orau  Bot  Ho#  do*st  thoa  th^  lite? 

M4nt$.  Whb&M  jMsy  $«eet  aii^  imd  fhe  ch^ 
alms. 

Ord.  Wett)  f^  cMs  time,  I  i^iH  fetdvnch  thy  (Hit; 
and,  iMBohg  pots  and  pHattet^  thoa  shtfH  see  what 
k  10  t<r  serve  Piaf^. 

Pnh  For  ioy  of  Oranidhits^  let's  shi^^; 

Jtoies.  My  tono^  it  m  clear  in  the  WeniA{^a4 
in  the  aMTBhig. 

Orm,  Another  conmMMttty  of  empttnessi 

SONG." 

Gra.  OJormkmliffatc^afy^ 
Rich  Palermo,  tparkilng  sherry  ; 
Smae  nMar  ekefrdik  Jandi  thiryi 
0  ikete  draughtt  would  make  us  merry, 

Psyl.  Ofbr  a  wench^  (I  deal  M  fateif 
4ki  M  tdker  daintier  tkmgSi) 
Tkkled  am  I  with  her  emhraceSy 


Mattes.  OJhriplttmp/iA  H'g  df  muttony 
f>»A  MtB^  cHpon^pijg,  dnd  eoHey  ; 

N6ne  m  d^  M  Ibfio  fMHtfi  MbiiHt^. 

Ch&,  Wlfiei^  hiatedf  ^thd  girii  ^frt  jBfhd^ 
B^  Iff-d^  mtnmbjmt  Ihe  Mfdd^ 
Fbr  i»ehtntiy  win^,  akd  mtf  ehUkri 
r&ve  w&kld  kap  d&hh  f6  tlirfiit  heri: 

9cm^  Iff. 

Met!  prus,  Plato,  Aristotle,  Crisippvs,  Cra- 
tes, GLElNTaiS,  AvAXAkCirtT^  ALEliAN0£Ry 
HePHE^IOA,  PAftliEMIOy  CLTTU8|  DtooBilea 

Mtth  X  had  deve^  Mth  iido  b  mhi  ^hblars  r6 
cMrte  b^fb^e  tt  irin)^  r  fh=^  I  dime  td  (BHsipfms,  a 
tilil)  l^flif,  did  in^  rtMfl,  tHltitift  hidi  pi^sently  to 
UppMr  befhre  Afex^der;  h^  stomi  ^tarlrfg  ort 
my  nite,  fieHh^  hie^in^  hf9  ^yes  imf  his  bod^ ; 
i  b^iHg  him  to  gfte  iome  HM^'^^y  he  tdok  ub  d 
book,  sat  ddvn,  and  scAd  nbthhi^.  Melissa,  ni^ 
tftfadd/  f6ld  Tif6  H  ♦^W  Ms  manlier,  affd  that  often- 
tihies  she  eres  Mn  to  thrast  hieat  Irftd  hii  itfbuth ; 
kft  thfft  he  t«fO«rtd  Mthet*  ^torte  thdn  cea^  ^adf. 
Welt,  (hmight  1, 9€^t^  bb6CHh  itieti  hre  ^  btbck- 
hih,  And  sd  greikt  derk#  stfbh  ^iitrpie  coiirti^rs,  1 
#W  helthfe^  be  pititftiei^  of  their  commons  not 
their  conftmehdations.  Fhyni  fh€i\ck  I  cathe  td 
Pltfto,  kM  td  ATlstt>tlei  And  to  divert  others,  none 
fefudn^  td  come,  nrhrhi^  ^n  old  dbscure  fellowTj 
tifho,  wtting  Id  a:  tub  terned  tdW&rds  tti*  shri,  re^ 
Greek  to  a  young  bay ;  him  ^th^h  f  ^IHed  tb  ap-' 
pear  before  Alexander,  he  angered,  W  Al^j^an^ 
der  wdtrld  fiutt  see  ttte^  let  h!iii  tdtde  td  me;  if 
It^arn  of  hie,  let  hhn  etktie  td  me;  tthnhotfir  H 


—  *^  >,>.>. ^>^  »^ 


.  8icen*f  Hitiorie  o/jfryer  Baedn  ami  Fryer  Bmgajf,  1690  : 

MH  fftat J:i%lfefi  riettt^  %  Hb  foiW, 

Ktfd  ieot  Prhte^  Edkard's  lovely  eomUerfSHi 

h  present  to  tlie  Caltile  £linor. 

The  condy  poaArait  of  lo  btrnve  a  iia^  Ac. 

Seehl^  rt^  fotd  IM  l<W6ry  eotMefirfi, 

And  luring  how  hii  mind  an^  shape  agreed, 

1  come  not  tfooft  With  drf  tM^tTcAlle  ttalll^  A€; 

tjlj's  fapJIues  and  Aif  BngUmd,  1  j»8^,  DeditetibB  to  the  Ladiei^ «"  Ti^reMe/  hr  lay  mhid^  yia  ire  dboie 
belMldtag  to  gentlemea  that  make  the  cokNtn^  than  to  the  painters  that  draw  year  eawOerjkite^*  ftc. 
^       •    '  ■  ^    .      .  ^     ved  m<*st 


^  Ibid.  ■.07  I         _  _ 
MitnMHcoIoiirfl;  wberby 


'  At  last  It  came  to  thb  passe,  that  hee  in  ptflntiiig  Reserved  mi^t  praise  that  codid  set 
• ;  wnerby  ther  was  more  contenti6n  kiniUed  aboot  the  coloor  than  the  oomderfeHy  and 
|M»<ef  edtnlatldd  t^  yiiletie  hi  dhew  fhad  wtfrkeminshlp  in  snbstance.^' 

Mjophuiy  Mr,  i.  i»x  ^  A  CettiMe  paidteY  brod^  Apdles  tlTe  anmlirfaife  of  a  face  in  a  tabfe,'*  &c. 

■^  J  gelUmafirejf.'-i.  e.  a  medley.  $0,  hi  Pitrie  Ptkilesti  Suppttciltioii  id  tMe  DaiU,  15«2,  p.  tt. 
— ^  They  mingled  them  all  in  one  gaUimafry  of  glory." 

Prologae  to  Wilg  Beguiled,  I60l :  *\  Why,  noble  Cerberus,  nothhig  bat  patch  paand  staf,  old  gol^ 
mamfrUt  and  cotton  osmfie  eloquence." 

''  This  song  is  restoied  from  Bloniit^s  edition  of  •«  Siie  Conrt  Comedlesy''  1039.  It  is  omitted  in 
aUthe4toedltloM# 
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l>e,  let  him  come  to  me.    Wby,  said  I,  he  it  | 
PL  kiDg :  he  answered,  why,  I  am  a  philosopher.  I 
Why,  but  he  is  Alezaoder;  ay,  but  I  am  Dio-  | 
^enes.     I  was  half  angry  to  see  one  so  crooked 
)o  his  shape,  to  be  so  crabbed  in  hb  sayings.  So, 
goii^  my  way,  I  said,  thou  shalt  repent  it,  if  thou 
poinest  not  to  Ale^oder ;  nay,  smiling,  answered 
he,  Alexander  may  repent  it,  if  he  come  not  to 
Diogenes;  virtue  must  be  sought,  not  offered: 
and  so  turning  himself  to  his  cell,  he  grunted  I 
know  out  what,  like  a  pig  under  a  tubb    But  I 
piust  be  gone,  the  philosophers  are  coming. 

[Exit 
.  Pla.  It  is  a  difficolt^controversy,  Aristotle,  and 
rather  to  be  wondered  at  than  believed,  how  nar 
luraJ  causes  should  work  supernatural  efiects. 

Arts.  I  do  not  so  much  stand  upon  the  appa* 
ption  seen  in  the  moon,  neitlier  the  DsBmonium 
of  Socrates,  as  that  [  cannot,  by  natural  re«son, 
give  any  reason  of  the  ebbing  and  flowing  of  the 
^ea,  which  makes  me,  in  the  deph  of  my  studies^ 
Jo  cry  out,  O  ens  entium  miserere  met  / 

Fia.  Cljeanthes  aujd  you  aitribple  so  much  to 
nature,  by  searching  for  things  whicli  are  not  to 
be  found,  that  whilst  you  study  a  cause  of  your 
•pwn,  ypp  omit  the  occasion  itself.  There  is  no 
man  so  savage  in  whom  rcsteth  not  this  divine 
particle,  that  there  is  an  omnipotent,  eterni^l,  and 
^irine  mover,  which  may  be  called  God.    • 

C/c.  I  am  of  this  mind,  that  the  first  mover, 
which  you  tenp  God,  is  the  instrument  of  all  the 
inovings  vhich  we  attribute  to  nature.  The 
earth,  which  is  mass,  swimmeth  on  the  sea,  sea- 
sons divided  in  themselves^  fruits  growing  in  them- 
selves, the  majesty  of  the  ^ky,  the  whole  firma- 
iDcnt  of  the  ^'orld,  and  whatsoever  else  appe|reth 
miraculous,  what  roan  almost  of  mean  capacity 
but  can  prove  it  natural  ? 

Anax,  Tlicse  causes  shall  be  debated  at  our 
philosophers  feast ;  in  which  controversy  I  will 
take  part  with  Aristotle,  that  there  is  natura  na- 
turans,  and  yet  not  God. 

Cra,  And  I  with  Plato,  that  there  is  J)eus  op» 
timus  maximuSf  and  not  nature. 

Aris,  Hero  comcth  Alexander. 

Alex,  I  see,  Ilephestion,  that  these  philoso- 
phers nre  here  attending  for  us. 

Hrph.  Thej  '^  were  not  philosophers,  if  they 
knew  not  their  duties. 

Alex,  But  I  much  paarvel  Diogenes  should  be 
fo  dogged. 

Heph,  I  do  not  think  but  bis  excuse  will  be 
better  than  Melippus  message, 

Alex,  I  will  go  see  him,  Hephestion,  because  I 

<Vr       long  to  see  him  tha^  would  command  Alexander 

to  come,  to  whom  all  the  world  is  like  to  come. 

Aristotle  and  the  rest,  sitheuce  my  coming  from 


Thebes  to  Athens,  from  •  plioft  of  conquest  to  a 
palace  of  quiet,  I  have  resolved  with  myself  in 
my  court  to  have  as  many  philosophers  as  I  had 
in  my  camp  soldiers.  My  court  shall  be  a  sehool, 
wherein  I  will  have  used  as  great  do<^ne  io 
peace,  as  I  did  iu  war  disdplioe. 

Aris,  We  are  all  here  ready  to  be  commanded, 
and  glad  we  are  tliat  we  are  commanded;  for 
that  nothing  belter  becometh  kings  than  litera- 
ture, which  makeihi  them  come  at  near  to  the 
gods  ii)  wisdom,  as  they  do  in  dignity. 

Alex,  It  is  so,  Aristotle;  but  yet  there  is  among 
you,  yea,  and  of  your  bringing  up,  that  sought  to 
destroy  AlexamJer :  Cahstenes,  Aristolle,  whoso 
treasons  against  his  prince  shall  not  be  home  out 
with  reasons  of  his  philosophy, 

Aris,  If  ever  mischief  entered  into  the  heart  of 
Cafistenes,  let  CaUstenes  sufier  for  it ;  but  that 
Aristotle  ever  imagined  any  such  thing  of  Cahs- 
tenes, Aristotle  doth  deny. 

Alex,  Well,  Aristotle,  kindred  may  Umd  thee, 
and  a6Rection  me;  but,  in  kings  causes  I  wiU  not 
stand  to  scholars  arguments.  This  meeting  shall 
be  fur  a  commandment,  that  vou  all  frequent  my 
court,  instruct  the  young  with  rules,  confirm  the 
old  with  reasons :  let  your  lives  be  answerable  to 
your  learnings,  lest  my  proceedings  be  contrary 
to  my  promises. 

Hepk,  You  said  rou  would  ask  every  one  of 
them  a  question,  ivliich  yesternight  -none  of  us 
could  answer. 

Alex.  I  will.--Plato^  of  aR^^beasts,  which  is  the 
subtilest  ? 

Fla,  That  which  man  hitherto  never  knew. 

Alex.  Aristotle,  how  should  a  man  be  thought 
a  God  ? 

Aris,  In  doing  a  thing  impossible  for  a  man. 

Alex,  Crisippus,  which  was  first,  the  day,  or 
tlie  night  ? 

Cri,  The  day,  by  a  day. 

Alex,  Indeed,  strange  questions  roost  have 
strange  answers.  Clennthes,  what  say  you,  is  life 
or  d^ath  the  stronger  ? 

CU,  Life,  that  sufTereth  so  fiiany  troubles. 

AUx,  Crates,  how  long  sliould  a  man  li\'e  ? 

Cra,  Till  he  think  it  better  to  die  than  to  live. 

Alex,  Anaxarchus,  whether  doth  the  sea  pr 
the  earth  bring  forth  most  creaturesi 

Anax,  The  earth ;  for  the  sea  is  but  a  part  of 
the  earth. 

Alex,  Hephestion,  methinks  they  have  answer- 
ed all  well ;  and  in  such  questions  I  mean  oflea 
to  try  them. 

Heph,  It  is  better  to  have  in  your  court  a  wise 
man,  than  in  your  ground  a  golden  mine.  Therc^ 
fore  would  I  leave  yvar  to  st|idy  wisdoipi  were  I 
Alexander* 


li  Tkeif  ward  not^  &c.— The  third  and  Bloont^s  editions  read,  these  tan  nfiU 
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Aid.  So  wottld  I,  were  I  Hepbestion.  But 
teme^  let  u»  go  and  gtre  release,  as  I  promised, 
to  oar  Tbeban  thralls.  [Exeunt, 

PIm.  "tbou  art  fortanate,  Aristotle,  that  Alex- 
ander is  thj  toholar. 

AfiM,  And  all  jfoo  happy,  that  he  is  year  sove- 
leip^. 

Cri,  I  coald  like  the  man  well,  if  he  coyld  be 
oontented  to  be  hot  a  man. 

Arit,  He  seeketh  to  dra^near  to  the  Gods  in 
knowledge,  not  to  be  a  God. 

Enter  Diogenes. 

Pia.  Let  OS  question  a  little  with  Diogenes, 
why  he  went  not  with  us  to  Alexander.— Dio- 
genes t^Q  «^id8t  forget  thy  duty,  tiiat  thou  went- 
est  not  with  us  to  the  king. 

Dia.  And  yoa  your  profession,  that  you  went 
to  the  king. 

Fltu  Thou  takest  as  great'  pride  to  be  peevish, 
as  others  Ao  glory  to  be  virtuous. 

Hio.  And  thou  as  grsat  honour,  being  a  pliilo- 


sopher,  to  be  thought  coort-lik^  lis  otfiers  shaxhe^ 
that  be  courtiers,  to  be  accounted  philosophers. 

Arii,  These  austere  manners  set  aside,  it  ii 
well  known  that  thou  didst  counterfeit  money. 

Dio.  And  thou  thy  manners,  in  that  thou  didst 
not  counterfeit  money. 

Arit,  Thou  hast  reason  to  contemn  the  coorf^ 
being,  both  in  body  and  mind^  too  crooked  for  il 
courtier. 

Dio»  As  good  be  crooked,  and  endeavour  to 
make  myself  straight  from  the  eourt,  as  to  be 
straight,  and  leant  to  be  crooked  at  the  court 

Cra.  Thou  thinkest  it  a  grace  to  be  opposite 
against  Alexander. 

Dia.  '^  And  thou  to  be  jump  with  Alexander^ 

Anai,  Let  us  go ;  for  in  contemnins  him,  we 
shall  better  please  him,  than  in  wondering  at  hinu 

ArU.  Plato,  what  dost  thou  think  of  Dio^ 
genes  ? 

Flo,  To  be  Socrates,  furious.    Let  us  go. 

{Exeunt  FhUoiopK 


ACT  It 


SCENE  L 

DlOGEHES,  P&TtLUS,  MaNES,  GrANICHUS. 

J*4ry/L  Behold,  Manes,  where  thy  master  is, 
seeking  either  for  bones  for  his  dinner,  or  pins 
for  his  aleeves.    I  will  go  salute  him. 

Maneu  Do  so ;  but  mum,  iM)t  a  word  tliat  you 
iaw  Manes. 

GrtL  Then  stay  thou  behind^  and  I  will  go 
with  Psyllus. 

FofL  All  hail^  Diogenes,  to  your  proper  per- 
son. 

Bio,  All  hate  to  thy  peevish  conditions* 

Gra.  O  dog ! 

FtifL  What  doest  thou  seek  for  here  ? 

Dio.  For  a  roan,  and  a  beast. 

Ora,  That  is  easy,  without  thy  ligb^  to  be 
found— Be  not  all  these  men  f 

D«o«  Call'd  men. 

Gra.  What  beast  is  it  then  look'st  for  ? 


Bio.  The  beast  my  man,  Mmi^ 

Fnfli  He  is  a  beast,  indeed,  that  will  serve 
thee. 

Bio.  So  is  he  that  begat  thee. 

Ora.  What  wouki*st  thotf  do,  if  thou  shoutd'sl 
find  Manes ! 

Bio.  Give  him  leave  to  do  ab  he  hath  done 
before. 

Grii.  WBat'sthat? 

Bio.  To  run  away. 

Ftyl.  Why,  hast  thou  no  need  of  Manes  ^ 

Bio.  It  were  a  shame  fur  Diogenes  to  have 
need  of  Manes,  and  for  Manes  to  Irove  no  need 
of  Diogenes. 

Gra.  But  put  the  case  he  were  gone,  would'st 
thou  entertain  any  of  us  two  ? 

Bio.  Upon  condition. 

Fn/L  What? 

Bio.  That  you  should  tell  me  ifrhcrcfore  any 
6f  you  both  w6re  good. 


.^  ^'^/*?J'*,?*'  •'*'2?'  "f?i  AlexandMr--T0  bt  jump^  is  to  agree.    So,  in  Pierce  PenUesst  hit  SuppU^ 
tahtm  to  the  Dtvell^  p.  89 :  "  Not  two  of  them  timio  hi  one  talc." 
8hakctpcare*s  Rickard  III.  A.  S.  S.  1 3^ 

"  No  more  eao  yon  dtetiagnlsb  of  a  man. 

Than  of  Ms  outward  shew  r  which,  God  he  knows/ 

Seldom,  or  De^trjumpeth  with  the  heart." 

;.Ti^I'  ^T?  *^  of  Purgatory,  IfiSO,  p.  31 :  "  Masse  Vickar,  assoone  as  h^  8a#  these,  luit  a  reacl^ 

f\.^?L!!ll£'**^  ****  traveller  to  baie  one  i  ^  price  was  pitcht,  4c" 

aHI^  ^^fUm^  ^^'■^  ^^,  **  present  io  say.  Great  vHt$  jump,  whea  two  perions  concur  hi  the  SMMJ 
tkoaght  withoot  any  conmwiication  wHb  each  other. 
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4n^  I  ^  'pBpftti^  fMHl  v^ll  sfffft  in 


plvWWpliy, 


paiutmg. 

Ipiq.  Well  tM,  Gr?iW9hm,  \>p J^quy  pwi\ter 
to  amend  ihiue  ill  face;  aud  fhpy,  P^Utts*  « 
|ihilo§opHcr«  to  coip-<^t  iUi(i^  ey^l  nvami^r^.— ij^ut 

Manes,  I  care  not  who  I  were,  so  I  vew  nol 

<?!».  Yo^  ac^  taken  tn^. 

jP^.  Lpt  lu^  *lip  a^ule,  Graniplw\  ^o  «fc  *« 
plutation  between  Mqh^  f^^  1^19  iig|a9t«r.  ' 

Dio.  Manes,  thou  know'st  the  l^at  d^y,  I  ihrcvr, 
fn%y  mx  4iyl^  ta  Mfik  m  n^jr  l^nd,  b^ca^M  it 
v^iis  9uper£h^ju#;  now  I  mpn  d^tp^minpcl  w  put 
Hway  lagr.  vao,  nod  mvf  ipy^elf :  911^  mm  c^cui 
^  ve(  («. 

Manet.  Master,  you  know  a  while  Jigu  I  ra^ 
awajr ;  so  du  I  m^an  to  dp  «g^ :  ^'«  tci9  tibl 
tton  esse  ofg/pflvnh 

Dio,  I  know  I  have  no  money,  neither  will  I 
have  ever  a  man :  for  I  was  resolved  long  since 
to  put  away  both  my  slaves,  money,  and  Manes. 

Manes,  bo  was  I  determin'd  to  shake  off  both 
toy  clogs,  hunger,  and  Diogenes. 

P^L  '^  O  sweet  consent  between  a  crowd  and 
m  Jew's  hnrp ! 

Gra.  ConMv  kt  us  reconQtie  di^B. 

BinfL  it  iball  not  nccd^  for  ihi*  is  their  use : 
DOW  do  they  dine  one  upon  another. 

[MttU  DlOGEK^ES. 

Gra,  Horn  now,  Manes,  act  ihou  gone  l^in 
thy  master  ? 

Manes.  No,  1  did  hut  now  bind  myself  uyhim. 


M<tne^.  In  fa\\ih  »9;  w%  M^  «  Une^  jMl 

ooe  upon  another. 
Qj-a.  Wty»  thom  %f\  mknirt  ^  tia> 
P/tyL  My  father  knew  dien  hP^  iKlte  ^MfAi 
4i(MCi-  W«U,IwiUk^qi««ftarittgr«^jiMr* 
Gra.  Why,  is  it  supper-time  with  Diogei|p%| 
JMwiet.  Ast  «iUi  W  4^1  %U  tvmM  ^btii !» 

hath  meat. 

4^(*  W^}(thwwemiEm««iftb«ilm>«;  «Bd 

let  us  steal  out  again  m^^. 

Gra.  Where  shall  we  ipee^? 

Pstfl.  Why,  at  Ala  vaidibiU  suspensa  kadera 
^on,  esl  e^us.  - 

Manet,  O  Ps^^lusy  Aofoo  U  loeo. panm^i^  t^« 
UesMSit  wff.  {Ej^mmi^ 

^?EtVES. 

^^.  $taBd  aside,  aur  hm,  till ]|oii  WcaHML— 
Hephebtion,  how  do  you  Cke  the  sweet  face  of 
Campaspe  ? 

Heph.  I  cannot  but  commend  the  stout  coo- 
rage  of  Timoclea. 

J/ej.  Without  doubt,  Campaspe  had  some  grest 
man  to  her  father. 

Heph.  You  know  Tmiociea  had  Tbeagines  to 
her  bro^r. 

Mcjc.  Timoclea  still  in  t^j[  n^ojuth !  a^  t^ 
not  in  love  ? 

Heph.  Not  I. 

Alex,  ^ot  with  Timodea  you  meaiy  *^w^^i«- 
tn  you  resemble  the  lapwing,  who  crietl\  mort 


'^  O  smett  consent  heitefen  tf  crowd  and  q,Jem\  harp  ! — The  word  croKd  is  on  ancient  word  for  a  M^t 
and  a  crowdcr  a  player  on  that  ins1rum<exit.  "^t  auriears  finro  Ji^i^us's  £^iMt0^t/;9f|,  ^.  VA^e,  an^  i^Mi 
8peknaD*s  Glossary,  v.  crotta,  ttat  H  is  a  terin  of  ^'di^iderable  antiquity,  but  it  is  vefy  doubt^iu  i^h^V^  it 
had  originally  the  same  meaning  ^e  now  awign  to  it.  Proj^abjv  it  might  mean  a  musical  MStcwijgnt, 
\ei;ydift;^ent  from  the  vioUn.    ^QfnLHag:\}bl^p.b%\.  '^  ^ 

Ben  Jonson*8  C^n^^o^  B^veU^  A.  C  &  I  :-^N^  A  lacquey  that  runs  on  errands  for  hin^  and  c»p  wk^cr 
ft  light  message  to  a  loose  vifQ<^  vUh  vm^  tfim^  vohibiUl^,  vajit  ^annerl^  at  &  <^ible  with  a  t^e^^r, 
and  warhle  upon  a  crowd  a  little,  MlpQi^t,  ne^^r  when  Ganymede  s  away,*'  ^c 

■^  Whereim.pq}ijesffifblfi,t/^i(ijU^g^  f^ho  qi;«f^A  mosi  whers  her  nest  is  not. — This  slfiiiih>  OCCURi  hi  oor 
ancient  writers  perhaps  rooi[^Ci;^que^ 

In  the  Old  Law,  by  Massmger,  Hiddleton,  and  Rowley,  A.  4.  S.  2 : 

**  H*as  the  lapwing's  canning,  1  am  afraid  my  lord, 
That  cries  most  w  hen  she*s  farthest  tf  om  the  nest." 

The  Witch  of  Edmonton,  IdSS,  by  Rowley,  pekker,  and  Ford,  A.  9.  S.  2  :  '"  Like  to  the  l^^fff 
haxe  youatt  this  vhile  deluded  me  ?  preti^odkig  copnterieit  senses  for  youf  d^onj^nt,  and^nb^  a$  laji^it 
is  by  chance  stole  from  you.** 

Rowley's  Search  for  Moneys  1609,  p.  22  :  «<>-yet  it  may  be  this  sir,  dealt  like  a  lapwing  wUk  us,  aad 
cryed  farthest  of  the  nrst.** 

The  Bellman's  Ni^ht  JVatkex,  by  Dckker :  "  It  hath  the  headof  a  man  (4he  foce  well  bearded),  the  eyes 
of  a  haw  ke,  the  tongue  of  a  lapwing,  which,  sales  beere  it  is,  when  tlie  nest  b  a  good  way  off.** 

l^ly  himself  also  uses  it  in  the  EpisUe  Jkdicatoris  to  B^hnes  and^kis  Bnglsm^  1582 :  '*  And  in  thli  I 
resemble  the  lapwing,  who  fearing  her  young  ones  to  be  destroyed  by  passengerii  flieth  wij^h  i^  hbe  crie 
^f^e.U.am  tlie  ne^sM,  malting  those  that  looke  for  them  seeke  where  th^y  a^e  iiot*'' 

See  other  examples  in  the  Kotes  of  Mr  SteeiicQS;(^  Smith,  and  0r  Gre^^  to  Shakt8peaie»  Vok  fi^^P* 
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where  ber  ^m|  ib  9aI*     AM  «>,  jpou  \fisd  me 

kmmi^ymf\Bm  witk CwpHpe>  yon  cry 

TuMdea. 

flifft*  Coold  I  as  well  snbtitte  kingcloin^  m  I 
cm  m  dwaghta,  or  were  I  as  fur  fram  aipihi^n 
asIVD  from  loff^  i|l|  ^  mf^W  would  aoeouot 
ne  at  nJitat  in  arpilfc  III )  IriHMRF  mjaplf  inqdemte 


i^.  Islove«vm) 

H<p^  It  is  no  virtoe. 

Alex.  Well,  now  sbalt  iboii  see  ^htt  sm%U  dif- 
fppse  i  qii^ie  bf|w9#«  ^l^t^er  nM  ll«p^€»- 
tioB.  And  since  thou  hast  bi^  «lw»ys  piMtl^f f 
of  9y  ^suilis,  ^^  «Mt  hft  Mitaker  of  wy 
tara«m:  I  (^^e  Hepb^nicMi,  |  (we  Cmpiujpei 

Mlw  fsr  mi^  for  ^  Mtioe^kuiliMi,  lor  i^  ktnK, 

tor  Ateiaoder.  Wl|y  ^ngest  thou  dowB  thy 
head,  Uepbcscion,  MmsI^i^  tq  Imr  ihat  whiob  I 
sn  not  ashamed  to  HbJIM 

H^  ^lf^  ffUr  f^QT^s  €m^  pvdon,  hiwI  loy 
cooDsd  credit,  I  would  M^  di«sh»rge  the  duty 
^  a  ipljept,  C^  so  X  ^im  an4  |h|»  offioe  <tf  u 
m^  <of  sa  I  ffill, 

4^  %fa^  Hfflbastm;  for  wbalsoev^  is 
«pokeB,  Hephestioa  spei^Mh  ta  AiextUMler. 

report  be  more  8han\eful  to  bo  heard,  or  tho 
GS^  SorrowfMi  ¥^  Ve  boU^yod.  What,  is  the 
IW  (^PlMlipk  ki^g  «f  Atn^w,  beco«»e  the  sub- 
ject of  Campaspet  the  ca^ve  of  Thebes)  {a 
An  w4  wlMise  HT^atnosa  the  world  could  not 
^^j!«?>°>  4w^»  wiiW^  Ih^  <xmftpBSft  of  an  idle 
^mog  eye?  Witt  you  handle  the  spindle  with 
fl^g^gS  ^(^  fW  shouiU  shtd^e  |he  spear  with 

^p  turned  to  the  soft  noise  of  lyre  and  Inte  ^ 
2fJM%M^  ^f  b^rM  slMs»  whose  loudness 
JW  W  «r  ?lUk  Imrojs  and  whose  bremhs 
<"nned  the  sun  witb  tPloke,  cooyaricd  to  detioatie 
^  ufA  fWfom  (Wioos  ^  Q  Al^anderv  that 
2ft«M  ytfWff^  wW  sh(»4W  not  be  in  hioi^ 
wH  tflypi  iMri  ^Mi099quev6d  beari  hath  mack^  so 
mi  Jfeid.  But  you  love :  ah  grief !  but  whon^ 
CsQipaspe  ?  ah  shame !  a  nuud  forsooth  unknown, 
luuioble,  and  who  can  tell  whether  immodest? 
whose  eyes  are  framed  by  art  to  enamour,  and 
*ho8e  heart  was  made  by  nature  to  enchant. 
4^^^i«bw«(MM^y^  buft  iwostbeaefWe 
chaste.  Ay,  but  she  is  comely  in  all  parts  of  ika- 
Mi;  X^  ^  M#  V»V  Ve  erophed  iqi  spma  pert 
WVrwW.  %3Eft  ^l,|h»iswis^:  jm  bu^sbeis 
*  woman.  Beauty  is  like  the  blackberry,  which 
'CttBeth  red  when  it  is  not  nfe,  resemblmg^  pre- 


oms  stones  tbut  iui*e  pelisiHid  with  bon^,  wbidi 
th^  snioother  tb^  look,  tbo  sooner  they  break. 
It  IS  thcMight  wonderful  among  the  seamen,  thel 
mugily  of  ell  ishes  the  swiftest,  is  found  in  the 
belty  of  ibe  bret,  of  all  the  slowesti  and  shall  it 
not  seem  tnonstroua  lo  wise  aie%  that  the  heart 
of  {he  greatest  conqueror  of  the  world  should  be 
found  in  the  hands  of  the  weakest  creature  of 
nature?  ofawonuui?  ofaeaptiyef  Emiiuskave 
fair  skins,  but  foul  livers;  aspolobres  iiresh  oe« 
Iwn,  but  rotlep  bones;  womoo  fair  faces,  but 
false  hearts.  Remember,  Alexandeiv  thou  hast 
a  eansp  lo^ycrn,  not  a  chamber;  fall  not  fram 
iW  armour  of  Mars  to  the  arms  of  Venus ;  froca 
the  fiery  assaults  of  war,  lo  the  maidenly  skir« 
mishes  of  love;  from  displayiag  the  eagle  in  thine 
ensign,  to  sel  down  the  sparrow.  X  sigh,  Alex* 
ander,  that  where  fortune  ooald  not  conquer, 
foUjr  should  overcoque.  But  behold  all  the  per- 
fection that  may  be  in  Campaspe;  a  bur  curling 
by  nature^  not  art;  sweet  alluring  ayes;  a  f«ir 
face  made  in  despite  of  Venus,  and  a  stately 
port  in  disdain  of  Juno;  a  wit  apt  to  conceive, 
and  quick  to  answer;  a  ikin  aa  sofV  as  silk,  ami 
as  amooth  as  jet;  a  king  ivhite  band,  a  fine 
little  foot;  to  conclude,  all  parts  answerable  ta 
the  best  part:  wliat  of  this  I  thou^  she  hav>e 
beayeo^y  gifts»  virtue  and  beauty,  is  she  not  ot 
earthly  iaeialy  flesh  and  hloodf  Yea,  Alexan* 
der^  that  would  be  a  go^  ahew  yourself  in  this 
\y«rse  than  a  nsan,  so  seen  to  be  both  over* 
seen  aai  oyertakeo  in  a  voaivuH  wbose  ^se 
tear^  know  their  true  times,  whose  smooth  words 
Htound  deeee*  than  s^rp  swerda.  There  is  na 
surfeit  lo  danges^  as  that  of  honey,  nor  any 
poison  so  deadly  as  tliat  of  love ;  in  the  one  phy« 
sio  eannot  prevail,  nor  in  the  el^r  counsel. 

Alex.  My  case  were  light,  Hepbestion^  and  not 
worthy  to  be  called  lovo^  if  reason  were  a  re» 
medy,  or  sentences  could  salve  ibat  sense  cannot 
ooeceive.  Little  4^  you  knew,  and  (berelbre 
slight^  da  yea  regard,  the  dead  ea^hera  ia  a  pri- 
vale  ptrson,^  oj^  Uve  eaals  in  a  great  prtaee, 
whose  passions  and  thoughts  do  as  far  exceed 
others  m  extremity,  as  their  callings  do  in  ma- 
jlest^  An  eclipse  in  the  sun  is  more  than  tbe 
falling  of  a  star;  none  can  conceive  the  torments 
of  a  king,  unless  he  :ba  a  king  whose  desires  are 
not  inferior  to  tbjeir  <jig^iti.e9^  A^d  then  judg^, 
Uephestion,  if  the  avoiiiies  of  love  be  dan^rous 
ii^  a  subject  wbeiber  ^Hief  be  sol  Biere  than 
deadly  unto  Alexander,  whose  deep  and  not  to 
be  cQpo^yed.  sigbs  cleave  the  heart  in  shivers ; 


"%  tki^wnUkK  ww44it»;»S%  bsSbakeiipeaia's MM^W.  A.  K  8v  It 

"  ftriiR  v.hM»g^  var  heib  «»i0p4M  b^  wsbijiiled  ff^  a 
And  now, — hustead  of  mounting  barhed  steeds, 
Toi  fright  th^,  souls  of  IQi^fid  ad  vcsailes,-^ 
He  capers  oin4>K  if^  9^  Iftdji  ■  c^Jwber^ 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute." 
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whose  wpandcd  thoughts  can  neither  he  expressed 
nor  endured.  ^'  Cease  then,  Hephescion,  with 
arguments  to  seek  to  refell  that  which  with  their 
deity  the  gods  cannot  resist ;  and  let  this  suffice 
to  answer  thee,  that  it  is  a  king  that  loveth,  and 
Alexander,  whose  affeaions  are  not  to  be  mea- 
sured by  reason,  being  immortal,  nor  I  fear  me 
to  be  borne,  be'mg  intolerable. 

Hcpfu  I  must  needs  yield,  when  neither  reason 
nor- counsel  can  be  heard. 

Alex.  Yield,  Uephestion,  for  Alexander  doth 
love,  and  therefore  nrast  obtain. 

Heph.  Suppose  she  loves  not  you :  afieetion 
ODOscth  not  by  appointment  or  birtli;  and  then  as 
food  hated  as  entorced. 

Alex.  I  am  king,  and  will  command. 

Heph.  Yon  may,  to  yield  to  lust  by  force ;  but 
to  consent  to  iove  by  fear,  you  cannot. 

Alex.  Why,  what  is  that  which  Alexander  may 
not  conquer  as  he  list  ? 

Heph,  Why,  that  which  yon  say  the  gods  can- 
not resist,  lure. 

Alex.  A  am  a  conqueror,  she  a  captire;  I  as 
fortunate  as  she  fair :  my  greatness  may  answer 
her  wants,  and  the  gifts  of  my  mind,  tlie  modesty 
of  liers :  Is  it  not  likely,  then,  that  slie  should 
lore  ?  is  it  not  reasonable  ? 

Heph.  You  say  that  in  lure  there  is  no  reason, 
tmd  therefore  there  can  he  no  likelihood. 

Alex.  No  more,  Hcphestion;  in  this  case  I 
will  use  mine  own  connsel,  and  in  all  other  thine 
advice :  thon  may*st  be  a  good  soldier,  but  never 
a  good  lover.  Uall  my  page.  [Enter  Page.] 
Sirrah,  go  presently  to  ApeUes,  and  will  him  to 
come  to  me,  without  either  delay  or  excuse. 

Pa^  I  go. 

Alex.  In  the  mean  season,  to  recreate  my  spi- 
rits^ being  so  near,  we  will  go  see  Diogenes.  And 
see  where  his  tub  is — Diogenes ! 

Dio.  Whocalleth? 

Alex.  Alexander — how  happenM  it  that  you 
would  not  come  out  of  }'Our  tub  to  my  palace  ? 

JXo.  Because  it  was  as  far  from  my' tub  to  your 


\ 


palace,  as  from  your  palace  to  my  tub. 

Alex.  Why,  then,  oest  thou  owe  no  reverenot 
to  Hings  ? 

Dio,  No. 

Alei:.  Why  so? 

Dio.  Because  they  be  no  Gods. 

Alex.  Tliey  be  Gods  of  the  earth. 

Dio.  Yea,*  Gods  of  earth. 

AUx.  Plato  is  not  of  thy  mind. 

Dio.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Alex.  Why? 

Dio.  Because  I  would  have  fione  of  DiogenesV 
mind,  but  Diogenes. 

Alex.  If  Alexander  have  any  thing  that  may 
pleasure  Diogenes,  let  me  know,  and  take  it 

Dio.  Ttien  take  not  from  me  that  you  caonof 
give  me,  the  light  of  the  worid. 

Alex.  What  do'st  thou  want  ? 

Dio.  Nothing  that  you  have. 

Alex.  1  have  the  world  at  command. 

Dio.  And  I  in  contempt. 

Alex.  Thou  shalt  live  no  lunger  than  I  will;    ~ 

Dio.  But  I  shall  die  whether  you  will  or  no. 

Alex.  How  should  one  learn 'to  be  content? 

Dio.  Unlearn  to  covet. 

Alex.  Hepliestion,  were  I  not  Alexander,  I 
would  wish  to  be  Diogenes. 

Heph.  He  is  dogged,  but  discreet;  I  canoof 
tdl  how :  sharp  with  a  kind  of  sweetness,  full  of 
wit,  jet  too  too  wayward. 

Alex.  Diogenes,  when  I  come  this  way  again, 
I  will  both  see  thee  and  confer  with  thee. 

Dio.  Do. 

Alex.  But  here  cometh  Apelles.  [Enter  Aftt- 
LE8.1  How  now,  ApeUes,  is  Vcnus's  face  yet 
fini^'d? 

ApeL  Not  yet:  beauty  is  not  so  soon  shadowed, 
whose  perfection  cometh  not  within  the  compost 
either,  of  cunning  or  of  colour. 

Alex.  Well,  let  it  rest  unperfect;  and  come 
you  with  me,  where  I  will  shew  you  that  finished 
by  nature,  that  you  have  been  trifling  about  by 
art.  [Exeuni. 


ACT  UL 


SCENE  L 

Apelles,  Campaspe. 
ApeULady^  I  doubt  whether  there  be  any  co- 


lour so  fresh,  that  may  shadow  a  countenance  so 
fair. 

Cojui  Sir,  I  had  thought  yon  had  been  com- 
manded to  paint  with  your  hand,  not  to  gk»» 


''  GrM5  lAen,  HephcstioHt  with  arguments  /•  seek  to  refdl^l.  e.  to  refute.  So,  in  Erasoras'^  Prmim  •/ 
Fplie^  by  Chaloner,  Sig.  LI:  '*  Yea,  so  rouche  dooe  rhetorlciens  attribute  to  foolishoess  as  oflorthocs 
what  alnect^on  by  no  arguments  moi  be  refeiUd^  the  same  yet  with  some  hmghlng  aod  scofyMe  coMcdti 
tbei  wolde  have  shifted  of."  "'^ 

Euphties  and  his  England,  p.  60:  <<  But  I  wUl  not  refell  that  heere,  which  shall  be  conftrted  here- 
after." 

Ibid.  p«  98 :  *<— and  though  I  doubt  not  bat  that  Martios  is  sufllcleoUy  armed  to  aanswere  jvfy  yet 
woaUl  1  oot  have  those  reatons  r^dlid  which  I  loath  to  have  repeated.*' 
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with  jour  too^^.  Ba^  as  I  hove  heard,  it  is 
the  hardest  thing  id  painting  to  set  down  a  hard 
fiifouTi  which  maketh  you  to  despair  of  ray  face ; 
and  t&en  shall  yoa  have  as  great  thanks  to  spare 
jFoaniboaiy  as  to  discredit  yoor  art. 

A^  Mistress,  you  neither  differ  from  your- 
self nor  yoor  sex ;  for,  knowing  your  own  per- 
fecdoo,  you  seeiu  to  dispcaise  inat  which  men 
most  comaiend,  drawing  them  by  that  mean  into 
an  admiration,  where  feeding  themselves,  they 
fidl  into  an  extasy;  your  modesty  being  the 
eaose  of  the  one,  and  of  the  other  your  perfec- 
tions. 

Com.  I  am  too  young  to  understand  your 
speech,  though  old  enough  to  withstand  your  de- 
vice; you  have  been  so  long  used  to  colours,  you 
can  do  nothing  but  colour. 

ApeL  Inde^  the  colours  I  see,  I  fear,  will  al- 
ter the  colour  I  have.  But  come,  madam,  will 
you  draw  near?  for  Alexander  will  be  here  anon. 
Pijfllus,  stay  you  here  at  the  window :  if  any  en- 
quire for  me,  answer  If  on  lubet  eue  dem. 

{Extmt. 

SCENE  II. 
PsYLLus,  Manes. 

Pfy/.  It  is  always  my  master's  fashion,  when 
any  (air  gentlewoman  is  to  be  drawn  within,  to 
make  ine  to  stay  without.  But  if  be  should  paint 
Jupiter  like  a  bull,  like  a  swan,  like  an  eagle, 
then  most  Psyllus  with  one  hand  grind  colours, 
and  with  the  other  bold  the  candle.  But  let  him 
alon^,  the  better  he  shadows  her  face,  the  more 
wHl  be  bum  his  own  hearL  And  now,  if  any 
man  could  meet  with  Manes,  who,  I  dare  say, 
Ipoks  as  lean  as  if  Diogenes  dropt  out  of  his  nose. 

Mattes,  And  here  comes  Manes,  who  hath  as 
much  noeat  in  his  maw,  as  thou  hast  honesty  in 
thy  beacL 

l^tyL  Then  1  hope  thou  art  very  hungry. 

Manes.  They  that  know  thee,  know  thaL 

psyL  But  do*st  thou  not  remember,  tliat  we 
have  certain  liquor  to  confer  withal  ? 

Manes,  Ay,  but  I  have  business ;  I  must  go  cry 
a  thinf;. 

P^L  Why,  what  hast  thou  lost  ? 

Manes.  Tliat  which  I  never  had,  my  dinner. 

PsyL  Foul  lubber,  wilt  thou  cry  for  thy  din- 
ner? 

Manes.  I  mean  I  must  cry,  not  as  one  would 
flay  cry,  hot  cry,  that  is,  make  a  noise. 

P^L  Why,  fool,  that  is  all  one;  for  if  thou 
qy,  tbou  roust  needs  make  a  noise. 

'Manes.  Boy,  thou  art  deceived.  Cry  hath 
divcra  significations,  and  may  be  alluded  to  many 
c^gs;  koave  bat  ooe,  ami  can  be  apply*d  but 
^tbee.;  . 


P^L  Profound  Manes ! 

Mftnes.  We  Cynicks  are  miUl  fellows;  did'st 
tbou  not  find  [  did  quip  thee  ? 

Pfy/.  No,  verily:  why,  wbat*s  a  quip? 

Manes.  We  great  girders  caH  it  a  short  saying 
of  a  sharp  wit,  with  a  bitter  sense  in  a  sweefr 
word. 

PtyL  How  canst  thou  thus  divine,  divide^  de* 
fine,  dispote,  and  all  on  the  sodden  ? 

Manes,  Wit  will  have  his  swing:  I  am  be- 
witch'd,  inspired,  iaflam'd,  infected. 

PsyL  Well,  then  will  not  1  tempt  thy  gibing 
spirit. 

Manes.  Do  not,  Psyllus;  for  thy  dull  bead 
will  be  but  a  grind-stone  for  my  quick  wit,  which 
if  thob  whet  with  over-thwarts,  periisti,  aetuns 
est  de  te.  I  have  drawn  blood  at  one's  brains 
with  a  bitter  bob. 

Ps^  Let  me  cross  myself;  for  I  die  if  I  cross 
tHee. 

Manet.  Let  me  do  my  business ;  I  myself  am 
afraid,  lest  my  wit  should  wax  warm,  and  then 
must  it  needs  consume  some  hard  head  with  fine 
and  pretty  jests.  J  am  sometimes  in  such  a  vein, 
that  for  want  of  some  dull  pate  to  work  on,  I  be- 
gin to  gird  myself. 

Pt^l.  The  Gods  shield  me  from  such  a  fine 
fellow,  whose  words  melt  wits  like  wax. 

Manet.  Well  then,  let  us  to  the  matter.  I« 
faith,  my  master  menneth  to-morrow  to  fly. 

PtjfL  It  is  a  jest. 

Manet.  Is  it  a  jest  to  fly  ?  should'st  thou  fiy  •• 
soon,  thou  should'st  repent  it  in  earnest. 

PsiifL  Well,  I  will  lie  the  crier. 

Manet  and  PtyL  (one  after  anaiker.)  Oyez, 
Oyez,  Oyez !  All  manner  of  men,  women,  or  chil- 
dren, that  will  como  to-morrow  into  the  market- 
place, between  the  hours  of  nine  aiid  ten,  shalt 
see  Diogenes,  the  Cynick,  fir. 

PsyL  I  do  not  think  he  will  fiy. 

Manet,  Tush,  say%. 

PsyL  Fly. 

Maaff.  Now  let  us  go ;  for  I  will  not  see  him 
again  till  midnight.  I  have  a  back  way  into  his 
tub. 

PnfL  Which  way  call'st  tbou  the  back  way, 
when  every  way  is  open? 

Manes,  I  mean  to  come  in  at  his  back. 

PtyL  Well,  let  us  go  away,  that  we  may  re- 
tuni  speedily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IIL 
Apelles,  C&mpaspe, 

Apel.  I  shall  never  draw  your  eyes  well,  be* 
cause  they  blind  mine. 

Cam.  Why  then  paint  me  without  eyes,  fori" 
am  blind. 


^  Not  !•  gloss  with  pour  tonguo^T^  gloss  is  to  flaOer.  So,  in  E^htm  and  hh  England^  p.  75t~ 
f* — tat  wU  beleeve  bat  what  tbey  llii|  and  in  extoUmg  their  beaaties,  they  give  more  crcditc  to  their 
•srae  cUmcs,  thao  nem  glottes,** 
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ApeL  Were  yon  cref  thadDW*d  hefarti  of  idly? 

Cwk  No  i  And  would  you  could  to  now  sha- 
dow me,  that  I  iTii|i;ht  not  be  ptrtdv^  of  any. 

ApeL  It  were  pityi  but  that  9b  absoltite  a  (kce 
thoyUi  faraish  Vettu«*s  tttnple  amongst  thoso  flic- 
tares. 

Cam,  What  are  these  pictures? 

Ap^L  This  is  L«l%  wboai  Jore  debeited  in 
likeness  of  a  swan. 

Coir*  A  fair  woman ;  but  a  foul  dM^iti 

ApeL  This  is  AlteM^.fM^  uiitu  i^hom  Jil^r 
•ame  in  shape  of  Amphitrlou  btir  husbaodi  dud 
begat  BereuJes. 

Cmm,  A  fadioas  8on»  but  an  utfanous  fact 

ApeL  He  mifiht  do  it|  i>ecatise  he  was  a  Gtid. 

dm.  Nii^f  therefore  k  wae  ctiI  donc^  btcatnd 
ba  was  a  Ood< 

ApeL  This  is  Danae,  into  whos6  flrison  Jupiter 
drixled  a  golden  sbowar,  aad  obtained  his  Mire. 

Cam^  What !  gold  can  make  one  yield  to  dd^ 
sira. 

ApeL  This  is  Europe  whom  Japitflf  fa,vMdt 
This  Aatiopa. 

Cam,  Ware  all  the  Gods  like  this  Jupttar  ? 
^  ApeL  There  were  many  Gods^  in  this^  lika  ha^ 
piter. 

^  Cami  I  thinki  ia  thosa  days,  love  waaT  ^-eW  ra- 
tified amoBS  man  on  earthy  when  lust  was  so  fully 
authorized  by  the  Gods  in  heaven^ 

ApeL  Nay,  yoo  may  imagine  there  were  wo- 
nen  passing  amiable,  when  there  were  Gods  tx- 
ceedtng  asMNtnis. 

Cam,  Were  woaieo  aaTer  so  fair^  men  wocdd 
be  false. 

.  ApeL  Ware  wooMni  never  sa  Msa^  men  woald 
be^nd. 

Cam.  What  oomiteri^Mt  it  thta,.  Apellas? 

ApeL  This  is  Vaous^  the  dbddtst  of  love. 

Cam.  What,  he  there  al«»  lovii%[yMkiessae? 

ApeL  This  is  sbe  that  hath  power  tacbntantad 
the  very  affecbons  of  the  btert. 

Cam.  How  b  she  hired,  by  prayer,  by  sadrifice, 
ar  bribesi 

ApeL  By  prayer,  sacrifice  and  bribasL 

Vam.  What  prayer? 

ApeL  Vows  irravdcablerf 

Cam,  Whatsacrifioe? 

ApeL  HearU  ever  sighing  never  dissambKiig. 

Coai.  Wbaftbribe»?  . 

ApeL  Roses  and  kisses.  But  were  yon  nem 
in  (ove? 

Cam.  No^  nor  lova  in  mm. 

ApeL  Then  have  you  injured  many. 

Cam.  How  wdt 


ApeL  Oetausa  Vba  htfvtf  bee'ri  lavmi  oC  iiinny!^ 

CStm.  Flattered  pereliance  of  soma. 

ApeL  It  is  not  possible  that  a  face  so  Aai^  and 
a  wit  so  sharps  both  withoat  tompdHsnny  siMM 
not  be  apt  to  lovej 

Gam*  if  )ott  begin  b  tip  jopr  tongwd  arifh  dan- 
ninf^  I  prey  dip  your  pancil  in  ooloors^  and  MM 
to  that  you  nmst  do^  not  that  you  woakHdou 

SCBNfe  IV. 

ClTTtlS,  PaIiMENIO,  ALCXAllt>EB,  riEPRESTIOH^ 
CutSUS,  DlOOEMES,  APELtES,  CaUTM»P^ 


Gfy,  PaHA^do^  I  cannot  tcH  h«ir  il  < 
to  pasti  that  in  Alciandef  now-n-days  dMW 
gruwethali  aifpiltjent  kind  of  Kfbt  hitfete  iMrtftRf 
he  is  melancholy,  at  noon  soldiah ;  at  iM  thiW§ 
either  mare  sour  or  severa  than  fm  tms  iedna- 
tomed» 

Pan  In  bibgs  onrtes  I  riitbar  lova  to  llotfM 
than  ccaijecttfre^  and  think  it  be«t«r  to  bd  igUA-* 
rant  than  iaqoimivat  ^  they  have  lan|  Otfs  AM 
streteh^d  arms,  in  whose  heads  suspicion  is  a 
proof,  and  to  be  accused  is  to  be  condemn'd. 

Cfy.  Yet  between  us,  thier^  can  be  no  dancer 
to  find  out  the  cause ;  for  that  there  is  no  malice 
to  withstand  it.  It  may  be  an  unquenchable 
thit^e  of  66Aqa^rliig  nmk«(h  bim  uflqCkiec :  it  is 
not  unlikely  his  long  <»ase  hath  altered  his  ho- 
ra(;tf r ;  that  ha  s&ould  b6  in  love,  it  is  n6t  in^ 
pos^iMe. 

Pdf*.  in  love,  Cl^iis?  do,  nd,  it  is  as  fkr  fhy» 
His  thought  as  tr^ai^on  fi^ohi  ours :  ht,  whose  eV^^ 
wakthg  eye,  whoste  nftv^f-firftd  h^art,  whote  kbdf 
pnttient  or  Hftboni',  who9^  mind  uitsiid&bfe  of  tu> 
totf  hath  ^wkyi  b€en  noted,  cannot  sd  io6ii  tm 
melted  info  (h«  W6dk  cMie«it6  of  lote  t  Aristdtbr 
told  him  th^rtf  were  mttf  #Mld^  And  dkt  be 
hath  not  tonqneM  oM  tnat  gapeth  for  all  gitl* 
leth  Alexander.    But  here  he  cometh. 

Alex.  Fdt^tfrtio  and  Clttai^  1  «roul<f  ha#d  ytm 
both  ready  to  to  into  i^a  avone  in  embassifiBa 
Ji6  le«9  profitably  td  m^  (fttn  to  ptimWe^  Doi- 
nooreble. 

Cfy.  W6  are  ratid^  at  dll  cMnmiands,  aMring 
nothing  else  but  continually  to  be  commamle^ 

Aiex.  Well,  than,  withdrew  ydurselves  m  I 
have  flinthercotisidef^d  of  this  matCtfC.  [£jtriair 
CitTt/Sfl«rfFxAi«E*to.T  riott  we  will  se»  bow^ 
Apelles  goeth  forward :  I  doabt  me  that  natnrtf 
bMft  ov«Mi6d^  dtt,  and  tfer  6Mintettflnte  l^f  C6n- 
mnff. 

Hepk.  Toa  MVe,  tfntf  thettftjre  thlftlt  tiny  tiing. 

Akx.  But  not  to  ikr  iktfovewieb  CMilias|te  at 


*>  1%^  JbRM  Umg  ear$aadBtreieh§d  «rnif^8o,  in  Eupkaei,  1681,  p.  93 :  **  Knowcst  tbon  no(^  Eaphars^ 
(hat  klags  have  long  armes,  aad  ralais  large  raaahas  r* 
Afaln,  In  ilajnan  and  PithUu ; 

<*  WbM tbm}  >^  iMcir  lon^av f^am  fltiraMaatr' 
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with  Baeqphalos,  if  occasion  serve  either  of  con- 
flict or  of  ooiif|uest. 

Htph,  Occasion  cannot  vmnt,  if  vr'Ai  do  not 
Behold  all  Perna  swelling  in  the  pride  of  their 
own  power,  the  Scythrnns  careless  what  coura^ 
or  fortune  can  do:  the  Egyptians  dreaming  m 
the  soothsayings  of  their  augurs,  and  gaping 
over  the  smoke  of  their  beasts  intrails.  All  these, 
Alexander,  are  to  be  subdued,  if  that  world  be 
noc  slipped  oat  of  your  head  which  you  have 
aworn  to  conquer  with  that  hand. 

Aie»*  I  confess  the  labour's  fit  for  Alexander, 
and  yet  recreation  necessary  among  so  many  as- 
8aalts»  hloodj  wounds,  intolerable  (roubles;  give 
■DO  leave  a  little,  if  not  to  sit,  yet  to  breathe. 
And  doubt  not  but  Alexander  can,  when  he  will, 
thrdw  affections  as  far  from  him,  ns  he  can  cow^ 
ardise.  But  behold  Diogenes  talking  with  one  at 
his  tub. 

Cry.  One  penny,  Diogenes,  I  am  a  Cynick. 

Dkfg,  He  made  thee  a  beggar,  that  first  gate 
diee  any  thing. 

Cry.  Why,  if  thon  wilt  give  nothing,  nobody 
will  give  thee. 

IHog.  I  want  nothing,  till  the  springs  dry,  and 
die  earth  perish. 

Cr^.  I  gather  for  the  gods. 

Diog,  And  I  care  not  for  those  gods,  whi^ 
want  money. 

Cry,  Thoo  art  a  right  Cynick,  that  wilt  give 
■othing. 

Diog.  Thoa  art  not,  (hat  wilt  beg  any  thing. 

Cry.  Alexander,  king  Alexander,  give  a  poor 
Cjnick  a  groat. 

Akx.  It  is  not  for  a  king  to  give  a  groat. 

Cry.  Then  give  me  a  talent. 

AUx.  It  is  not  for  a  beggar  to  ask  a  talent. 
Away. — Apeiles ! 

ApeL  Here. 

Alex.  Now,  gentlewoman,  doth  not  your  beau- 
ty put  the  paimer  to  his  trump  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  my  lord,  seeing  so  disordered  a 
coontenanoe,  lie  feareth  he  shall  shadow  a  de- 
formed coanterfcit. 

Alex.  Would  he  could  colour  the  life  with  die 
feature.  And  me  thinketh,  Apeiles,  were  yon  as 
canning  as  report  saith  you  are,  you  may  paint 
flswers  as  well  «iitb  sweet  smells  as  fresh  colours, 
observing  in  your  mixture  such  things  as  should 
draw  near  to  their  savours. 

AfeL  Your  majesty  must  know,  it  is  no  less 


hard  to  paint  savours  than  vUtnes;  colours  can 
neither  speak  nor  think. 

Alex.  Where  do  you  first  begin,  wnen  you 
draw  any  picture  ? 

JpeL  The  proportion  of  the  face  in  as  just 
compass  as  I  can. 

Aiex.  I  would  begin  with  the  eye,  as  a  ligh:  to 
all  the  rest 

ApeL  If  you  will  paint  as  you  are  a  kint:,  your 
majesty  may  begin  where  you  please ;  but  «s  you 
would  be  a  painter,  you  must  begin  with  the 
face. 

Alex.  Aurelius  would  in  one  hour  colour  fout 
faces. 

ApeL  I  marvel  in  half  an  hour  he  did  not  fbur. 

AUx.  Why,  is  it  so  easy } 

ApeL  No,  but  he  doth  it  so  homely. 

Alex*  When- will  you  finish  Campaspe? 

ApeL  Never  finish:  for  always  in  absolute 
beauty  there  is  somewhat  above  art. 

Alex.  Why  should  not  I  *♦  be  as  cunnirig  as 
Apeiles? 

ApeL  God  shield  you  should  have  cause  to  be 
so  cunnine  as  Apeiles  ? 

Akx.  Me  thinketh  four  colours  nre  sutf.cicnt 
to  shadow  any  countenance,  and  so  it  was  in  the 
time  of  Phydias.  ' 

ApeL  Then  had  men  fewer  fancies,  and  women 
not  so  many  favours.  For,  now  if  tie  hair  of  her 
eye-brows  bo  black,  yet  must  the  hair  of  her  head 
l>e  yellow :  the  attire  of  her  bead  must  be  different 
from  tlie  habit  of  her  body,  else  would  ihe  picturii 
seem  like  the  blazon  of  ancient  armory,  not  lik^ 
the  sweet  delight  of  new-found  amiableness.  For 
as  in  garden  knots,  diversity  of  odqufs  make  i| 
more  sweet  savour,  or  as  in  tnusick  divers  strings 
cause  a  more  delicate  consort;  so  in  painti^ig, 
the  more  colours  the  better  counterfeit,  obscr-i 
ving  black  for  a  ground,  and  the  rest  for  grace, 

Alex.  Lend  me  thy  pencil,  Apeiles ;  I  will  painl| 
and  thou  sha't  judge, 

JpeL  V.ere.  ' 

aUx.  The  coal  breaks, 

ApeL  You  lean  too  hard. 

A^ex,  Now  it  blacks  not, 

ApeL  You  lean  too  soft, 

Alex,  This  is  awry. 

AprL  Your  eye  goeth  not  with  ypur  hand. 

Alex.  Now  it  is  worse. 

ApeL  Your  hand  goeth  not  with  your  mind. 

AUx.  Nay,  if  all  be  too  hard  or  iof^  so  many 


^B€  at  arnning  n  ApelUtf -^Tht  word  cwififii^,  at  the  time  this  pUy  was  written,  bad  not  acquU- 
rad  it!  present  bad  signification.  It  was  generally,  as  here,  used  syoooynoDsly  with  ikil/uL  So,  io  Lyiy's 
EpistU  Dettteaiorh  io  Eupkuei  and  hU  Englmd,  1592 :  «<  80  that  whereas  I  had  thooght  to  sbewe  ihe 
**  amiUMg  of  a  ckynirgian  by  mine  anatomie  with  a  knife,  I  must  plaie  the  tallonr  on  the  kboppe  board 
*«  withapaire^sheeres"  .     .  7 

Again;  Io  his  EplstU  io  ihe  Ladies :  *<  It  was  objected  unto  ber  by  a  Udie  more  captious  than  cmh. 
**  ming,  that  in  her  worke  there  wanted  some  colours.*'  , 

And  In  the  same  sense  it  b  frequently  uied  throughout  the  Ez^ish  traoslaUon  of  the  Blblo,        ' 
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rules  and  regards,  that  one's  hand,  one's  eye,  one's 
miiid,  must  all  draw  toj^cther,  I  had  rather  be  set- 
ting of  a  battle,  than  blotting  of  a  board.  But 
how  have  I  done  liere  ? 

ApeL  Like  a  king. 

Alex,  I  think  so:  but  nothing  more  unlike  a 

fainter.  Well,  Apelles,  Campaspe  is  iinibhcd  as 
wish,  dismiss  her,  and  bring  presently  her  coun- 
terfeit after  me. 

ApeL  1  will. 

Alex,  Now,  Ilephcstion,  *'  doth  not  this  mat- 
ter cutton  as  I  would  ?  Campaspe  looketh  plea- 
santly; liberty  will  cncrease  her  beauty,  and  my 
love  bhall  advance  lier  honour. 

Hep.  **  I  will  not  contrary  your  majesty ;  for 
time  must  wear  out  that  love  hath  wrought,  and 
reason  wean  what  appetite  nursed. 

Alex,  How  stately  she  passeth  by,  yet  how  so- 
berly !  a  sweet  consent  in  her  countenance,  with 
a  chaste  disdain  !  desire  mingled  with  coyness ! 
and  i  cannot  tell  liow  to  term  it,  a  curst  yielding 
modesty ! 

Hep.  Let  her  pass. 

Alex,  So  she  shall  for  the  fairest  on  the  earth. 

[Exeunl. 

SCENE  V. 

PsYLLUs,  Manes,  Apelles. 

Pt^l.  I  shall  be  hanged  for  tarrying  so  long. 

Manes.  I  pray  God,  my  mabier  be  not  flown 
before  I  come. 

Fsyl.  Away,  Manes,  my  master  dotH  come. 

ApeL  Where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 

P«y/.  No  where  but  here. 

ApeL  Who  was  here  sithence  my  coming? 

Piy/.  No  body. 

ApeL  Ungracious  wag,  I  perceive  you  have 
been  a  loitering;  was  Alexander  nobody? 

FsyL  He  was  a  king,  1  meant  no  mean  body. 


ApeL  I  wilt  cudgel  your  body  for  it,  and  then 
will  I  say  it  was  no  body,  because  it  was  no  ho- 
nest body.  Away,  in.  [Exit  Psyli.us.]  Unfor- 
tunate Apelles,  and  tlierefore  unfortunate  be- 
cause Apelles  !  Hast  thou  by  drawing  ber  beau-> 
ty  brougnt  to  pass,  that  thou  canst  scarce  draw 
thine  own  breath  ?  And  by  so  much  the  more  hast 
thou  increased  thy  care,  by  how  much  the  more  thou 
hast  shewed  thy  running  ?  was  it  not  sufficient  to 
behold  the  fire  and  warm  thee,  but  with  Satyrua 
thou  must  kiss  the  fire  and  bum  thee  ?  O  Cant- 
paspe,  Campaspe,  art  roust  yield  to  nature,  rea- 
son to  appetite,  wisdom  to  afiectiou!  Could 
Pygmalion  entreat  by  prayer  to  have  his  ivory 
turned  into  flesh ;  and  cannot  Apelles  obtain 
by  plaints  to  have  the  picture  of  his  love  chaiiged 
to  life  ?  Is  painting  so  far  inferior  to  carving  ? 
or  dost  thou,  Venus,  more  delight  to  be  hewed 
with  chissels,  than  shadowed  with  colours?  What 
Pygmalion,  or  *^  what  Pyrgoieles,  or  what  Lysip- 
pas,  is  he,  that  ever  made  tliy  face  so  fair,  or 
spread  thy  fame  so  far  as  I ;  unless,  Venus,  iq 
thb  thou  enviest  mine  art,  that  in  colouring  mj 
sweet  Campaspe,  1  have  left  no  place  by  cutming 
to  make  thee  so  amiable?  But,  alas !  she  is  the 
paramour  to  a  prince;  Alexander,  the  monarch  of 
the  earth,  bath  both  ber  body  and  aflectinn.  For 
what  is  it  that  kings  cannot  obtain  by  prayen, 
threats,  and  promises  ?  Will  not  she  think  it  bet- 
ter to  sit  under  a  clotli  of  estate  like  a  queen,  than 
in  a  poor  shop  like  a  housewife  ?  and  esteem  it 
sweeter  to  be  the  concubine  of  the  lord  of  the 
world,  than  spouse  to  a  painter  in  Athens  ?  Yes, 
yes,  Apelles,  thou  may*st  swim  against  the  stream 
with  the  crab,  and  feed  against  the  wind  with  the 
deer,  and  peck  against  the  steel  with  the  cocks- 
trice:  Stars  are  to  be  look'd  at,  not  rettch'd  at; 
princes  to  be  yielded  unto,  not  contended  with ; 
Campaspe  to  be  honoured,  not  obtain'd;  to  be 
i  painted,  not  possessed  of  thee.  O  fair  face !  O  un- 
nappy  hand  !  and  why  didst  thou  draw  it  so  fair 


^'  Doth  not  this  matter  cotton  a»  I  would  t-^The  Hlonary  to  the  Prai»e  of  Vorkthire  Alt^  1697,  ex- 
plains the  phrase  Naught  eottoru  toeell,  to  be  Nothing  goes  right,  Alexander  therefore  means^  dotk  no^ 
this  matter  go  as  J  would?    So,  in  Mons,  Thomas^  by  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  8 : 

«  Still  mistress  Dorothy  ?  this  geer  wiU  eoUon.** 

Again,  in  Middletoo's  Inner  Temple  Masque^  1619 : 

"  To  shew  you  good,  bad,  and  indiflferent  dayes, 

*'  And  all  have  their  ioscriptionB,  here's  cock  a  boop, 

*<  This  the  gure  cottons^  and  this  faint  heart." 

*«  /  will  not  contrary  your  majesty ;— 1  will  not  cmUradUst  yoor  migesty.  So,  in  the  FeMe  of  Ferdimmda 
Jeronimi,  Gascoigne's  Works,  1587,  p.  tlS  :  **  The  Lady  Fraoncet  did  not  seeme  to  contrary  bim,  bet 
"  rather  smiled,  &c." 

^7  nhat  Pyrgoteles,  &c — **  Idem  hie  imperator  f  Alexander]  edixit,  oe  qufci  iptam  alios,  ^pmm 
<<  Apelles  pingeret :  qnam  I'yrgoteles,  sculpseret :  qnam  LysippiiS|  ex  ssre  dHCeret:  qo«  artcs  plofibn 
"  Inclaruerc  exemplii."    PUnli  NaL  Hist.  lib.  viL  c  Jt. 
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m  iace?  O  beftodfal  coantemuice !  the  express 
iiAage  of  Venus,  but  somewhat  fresher:  the  only 
pAttern  of  that  eternity  which  Jupiter  dretming 
asleep,  couid  not  conceive  again  wakinf(.  Blush, 
Venus,  for  1  am  ashamed  to  end  thee.  Now  must 
I  paiot  things  impossible  for  mine  art,  but  agree- 
able with  my  affiNstions :  deep  and  hoiiow  sighs, 
«ad  and  melancholy  thoughts,  woonds  and  slaugh- 
ters of  conceits,  a  life  posting  to  death,  a  death 
galloping  from  We,  a  wavering  constancy,  an  un- 
settled resolution,  and  what  not,  Apelles?  and 
wtMU  but  Apelles?  but  as  they  that  are  shaken 
with  a  fever  are  lo  be  warmed  with  clothes,  not 
^roana,  and  as  he  that  inelteth  in  a  consumption 
»  to  be  recured  by  ^^cullises,  not  conceits;  so  the 
feeding  canker  of  ray  care,  the  never-dying  worm 
of  ray  heart,  is  to  be  killed  by  counsel,  not  cries; 
by  applying  remedies,  not  by  replying  of  reasons. 
And  sith  in  cases  desperate  there  must  be  used 
medidaes  that  are  extreme,  I  will  hazard  that 
little  life  that  is  left,  to  restore  the  greater  part 
<hat  is  lost;  and  this  shall  be  my  first  practice; 


for  wit  must  work  where  author!^  is  not  As 
soon  as  Alexander  hath  viewed  this  portraiture, 
£  will,  by  device,  give  it  a  blemish,  that  by  that 
means  she  may  come  agiiin  to  my  shop,  and  then 
as  good  it  were  to  utter  my  love,  and  die  with  de- 
nial, as  conceal  it,  and  live  in  despair. 

Song  by  Apelles.*^ 

Cupid  and  mjf  Campoipe  plajfed 

At  cardffor  fuMies,  Cupid  paid  ; 

He  itakes  his  quiver^  bow^  and  arromt ; 

Hit  mothers  da/vesy  and  team  qftparrows; 

Lates  them  too ;  then  down  he  throws 

The  coral  of  his  Up,  the  rose 

Grasping  on*s  cheek,  (but  none  knows  how,) 

With  thete^  the  cryttal  of  hih  brow^ 

And  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin  ; 

All  these  did  my  Campaspe  win. 

At  last  he  set  her  both  his  etfes^ 

She  won,  and  Cupid  blind  did  rise, 

O  love  /  has  she  done  this  to  thee  f 

What  shall,  alas  /  become  ofmef 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L 


SOLIHUS^  PSTLLUS,  GraKICHUS,  VLlUMS, 
Dl0O£N£8,  P0PUJ.U8. 

80L  This  is  the  place,  the  day,  the  time,  that 
Diogenes  hath  appointed  to  fly. 

Pstfl,  I  will  not  lose  the  flight  of  so  fair  a  fowl 
as  Dmgenes  is,  though  my  master  cudgel  my  no- 
bodj,  as  he  threateoed. 

Gra,  What,  Psyilus  will  the  beast  wag  bis 
irings  to-day  ^ 

PsyL  We  shall  hoar,  for  here  cometh  Manes — 
Manes,  will  it  be  ? 

Manes.  Be !  he  were  best  be  as  cunning  as  a 
bee,  or  else  shortly  be  will  not  be  at  all. 

Gra.  How  is  he  furnished  to  fly,  hath  be  fea- 
thers? 

Manes,  Thou  art  An  ass ;  capons,  geese,  and 
owls,  have  feathers.  He  hath  found  Dedalus' 
old  waxen  wings,  aud  bath  been  piecing  them 
this  montli,  he  is  so  broad  in  tlie  shoulders :  O 
you  shall  see  him  cut  the  air  even  like  a  tortoise. 

SoL  Methinks  so  wise  a  man  should  not  be  so 
mad,  hb  body  must  needs  be  too  heavy. 


Manes,  Why,  he  hath  eaten  nothing  this  86^ 
ven-night  but  cork  and  feathers. 

PtyL  Touch  biro,  Manes. 

Manes.  He  is  so  light  that  he  can  scarce  keep 
hiw  from  flying  at  midnight, 

Fopuius  intrat. 

Manes,  See,  they  begin  to  flock,  and  behold 
my  master  bustles  himself  to  fljr. 

Dio,  Ye  wicked  and  bewitched  Athenians^ 
whose  bodies  make  the  earth  to  groan,  and  whose 
breaths  infect  the  air  with  stench,  come  ye  to 
see  Diogenes  fly }  Diogenes  cometh  to  see  you 
siuk :  you  call  me  dog,  so  I  am,  for  I  long  to 
gnaw  the  bones  in  your  skins.  Ye  term  me  an 
hater  of  men ;  no,  I  am  a  hater  of  your  man- 
ners. Your  lives  dissolute,  not  feanng  death, 
will  prove  your  deaths  desperate,  not  hoping  for 
life.  What  do  you  else  m  Athens  but  sleep  iu 
the  day,  and  surfeit  in  the  night?  Back-gods  in 
the  morning  with  pride,  in  the  evening  belly-gods 
with  gluttony.  You  flatter  kings,  and  call  them 
gods;  speak  truth  of  yourselves,  and  confess  you 
are  devils.  From  the  bee  you  have  taken  not 
the  honey,  but  the  wax  to  make  your  religion, 


^  CmUises^Cuttises  were  compositiom  calculated  to  restore  wom^oat  coostitotions,  and  invigorate  fee- 
ble ones.  They  were  of  the  same  kind  as  jHlies. — See  Marston's  Fomie,  A.  8.  i«.  1.  Massinger^s  ttond- 
flMBi,  A.  4.  S.  4.  The  Picture,  A.  1.  S.  2,  The  Emperor  of  the  East,  A.  I.  8. ){.  <  and  in  most  of  the  plays 
•f  the  times. 

^  Thb  elegant  little  Boonet  is  restored  from  Blount^s  edition.  It  Is  also  printed  in  the  third  volume  of 
Dr  Percy *8  Reliques  of  Ancient  Pwftry,  p.  83.  A  translation  of  It  into  French,  by  an  unknown  band,  is 
Ukewiae  pabUshed  In  the  same  volame,  p.  348. 
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framinglt  to  the  time,  not  to  the  troth.  Your 
nithy  lust  you  cover  under  n  courtly  colour  of 
love :  mjaries  abroad  under  the  title  of  policies 
at  home ;  and  sacred  noalice  oreepelh  under  the 
name  of  public  justice.  You  have  caused  Alex- 
•  ander  to  dry  up  springs,  and  plant  vines;  to  sow 
rocket,  and  weed  endive;  to  shear  sheep,  and 
shrine  foxes.  All  conscience  is  seared  '®  at  A- 
thens.  Swenriox  -cometh  of  a  hot  metal,  lying 
of  a  quick  wit,  flattery  of  a  flowing  tongue,  un- 
deceot  talk,  of  a  merry  disposition ;  all  thmgs  are 
lawful  at  Athens.  £ither  you  think  there  are  no 
gods,  or  I  must  think  ye  are  no  men.  You  build 
as  though  you  shoukl  live  for  ever,  aad  surfeit  as 
though  you  should  die  to-moirow.  None  teach- 
eth  true  philosophy  but  Aristotle,  because  be  was 
the  king  of  scbooUnasters.  O  tiraee!  O  men ! 
O  corruption  in  manners !  Remember  that  green 
grass  must  turn  to  dry  hay.  When  you  sleep, 
you  are  not  sure  to  i^ke;  and  when  you  rise, 
not  certah)  to  lie  down.  Look  ye  never  so  high, 
your  heads  must  Jie  level  with  your  feet  Thus 
nave  I  flown  over  your  Ji^ordered  lives,  and  if 
you  will  not  amend  your  man.*^Fs,  I  will  study 
to  fly  farther  from  you,  that  I  maj  be  nearer  to 
honesty. 

SoL  Thou  ravest,  Diogenes,  for  thy  life  ii  dif- 
ferent from  thy  words.  Did  not  I  see  thee  com? 
out  of  a  hrothel-house  ?  was  it  not  a  shame ! 

Did,  It  was  no  shame  to  go  out,  but  a  shame 
to  eo  in. 

Gra.  It  were  a  good  deed,  Manes,  to  beHt  thy 
master. 

Mane$.  You  were  as  good  eat  my  master. 

One  of  the  Peopk,  Hast  thou  made  us  all  fools, 
and  wilt  thou  not  fly  ? 

Dio,  I  tell  thee,  unless  thou  be  honest,  I  will 

Fco,  Do*:,  doij,  take  a  bone. 

.  Bio.  Thy  father  need  fear  no  dogs,  but  dogs 
thy  fatlier. 

Peo.  We  will  tell  Alexander,  tliat  thou  repro- 
vest  him  lichind  his  back. 

Diih  And  I  will  tell  him,  that  you  flatter  him 
before  his  face. 

Vto.  We  will  oaose  all  the  boys  in  the  street 
10  hiss  at  thee. 


Dio.  Isdeed  I  ^iok  die  Atheoins  have  tbeir 
children  ready  for  any  vice,  because  they  be 
Atbeniam. 

Manet.  Why,  master,  mean  yoo  not  tofly  ? 

Dio,  No,  Manes,  not  without  wings. 

Mmte$,  Every  body  will  aoooont  ybu  a  liar. 

Dio.  No  I  warrant  yoo ;  fur  I  will  always  say, 
the  Athenians  are  mischieveos. 

P^  I  care  not,  it  was  sport  enough  for  dm 
to  see  these  old  boddlee''  hit  home. 

Gra,  Nor  I. 

PfgL  Come,  let  us  flo,  and  hereafter  when  I 
mean  to  rail  upon  any  body  openly,  it  shall  be  gi» 
ven  out  I  will  fly.  [Eimmi* 

SCENE  n. 

Campasp£,  Afellcs. 

Cam.  \9ola,'\  Campaspe,  it  is  ban)  to  Jodge 
whether  thy  choice  be  more  unwise,  or  thy  cfoaiictt 
unfortunate.  Dost  tho«r  prefer— but  stay,  utter 
not  that  in  words,  which  maketh  thine  ears  to 
glow  with  thoughts.  Tush,  better  thy  tongue 
wag,  than  thy  heart  break.  Hath  a  paister  crept 
forther  into  thy  mind  than  a  prince?  ApelleSr 
than  Alexander?  ^* fond  wench !  the  baseneaa of 
thy  mmd  bewrays  thd  meanitiBis  of  thy  birth.  Bbt 
i^las,  aflection  is  a  fire,  which  kindledi  as  well  in 
th^  bramble,  as  in  the  oak,  and  catcfieth  hold 
where  it  ^rs^  lighteth,  not  where  it  may  best  burn* 
Larks  that  .^uont  alof^  in  the  air,  build  their 
nests  below  in  ^  earth;  and  women  that  cast 
their  eyes  upon  kings;  inay  P»«ce  their  hearts  upon 
vassal^  A  needle  will  Ncome  thy  fiogero  better 
than  a  lute,  and  a  distaff  i^  6}^  ?«■  ^  »»»«* 
than  a  sceptre.  Ants  live  safcT^  «•"  ^^  "p? 
gotten  wings;  and  juniper  is  not  blo.'!^  •!»»  till  it 
hath  Rotten  an  high  top.  The  mean  ^'f**'* 
without  care  as  long  as  it  continucth  with.*** 
pride.  But  here  cometh  Apellcs,  in  whom  I 
would  there  were  the  like  aflection. 

£ii/er  Apeixes. 
ApeL  Gentlewoman,  the  misfortune  Ibad  with 
yonr  picture  will  put  you  to  some  pMm  tQ  flt 
again  to  be  painted. 


3^  Seared— All  Ike  editions  read  sealed^  except  the  last  by  Mr  Dodsley.  I  have  retained  his  alteration  f 
although  teaUd  iMy  probably  be  right,  being  a  term  ia  falconry,  signifying  blinded. 

^'  Old  Atidtfler—This  contemptuous  term  is  fre<|uently  used  by  our  ancient  writers,  and  b  always  appli- 
ed  to  old  people,  who  are  either  covetous  or  sul^ect  to  any  other  vice  peculiar  to  oH  age. 

As  m  tMffhuet^  1581,  p.  7  :  "  But  as  to  the  stomacke  qoatted  with  demties,  all  delicates'seeme  qucasle, 
and  as  be  that  surfetteth  with  wine,  oseth  afterwards  to  allay  wkh  water ;  so  these  olde  huddUa  having 
overcharged  their  gorges  with  fancie,  accompt  all  honest  recreation  mere  follye,**  &c. 

Ibid.  p.  54:  '*  This  old  miser  asking  of  Aristippus  what  be  wonTde  take  to  teach  and  bring  np  bis 
Sonne,  he  answered  a  thoosande  xroates :  a  thousand  groates  God  shield,  answered  this  olde  kuddU^  I  can 
have  two  servants  of  that  price  T— -See  also  Tom,  Tylfir  and  hu  Wift^  I66f ,  p.  4. 

3*  FonrfwcncA— It  is  observed  by  Mr  Steeveos  (Notes  to  Shakespeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  6l9.)  that  wenck  otU 
gioally  signified  a  yoong  wonaa.  .The  truth  of  this  observation  will  appear  from  maAy  Instances  in  the 
roiuse  of  ibcsc  volumes.    The  vord,  io  the  common  acceptation  of  it,  Is  hardly  yet  i" 
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Cam,  It  is  tmaJl  |raint  for  me  to  sit  stUl,  but 
u&oM  for  yoii  to  draw  sdU. 

JfeL  Noy  madam,  to  paint  Venos  was  a  plea- 
we;  hat  to  ahsidow  tbe  tweet  faco  of  Cam- 
pMpe,  it  is  a  heaven. 

Cam.  If  joor  tongue  were  made  of  tbe  same 
kA  citat  your  heart  is,  your  words  would  be  as 
^r  tiioug^ts  are ;  but  such  a  common  thing  it 
n  MMogst  joo  to  commend,  ttiat  oftentimes  fur 
inlitoB  sake  yon  cali  them  beautiful  whom  you 
bow  black. 

J^  What  ni%bt  men  do  to  be  believed  ? 

Caw.  Whet  their  tongues  on  their  hearts. 

ApeL  So  they  do»  and  speak  as  they  tiiink. 

Can.  I  would  they  did. 

ApeL  I  would  they  did  not 

€^.  Why,  would  you  have  them  dissemble  ? 

ApeL  Not  in  love,  but  their  love.  But  will 
yon  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  a  question  without 
ofieacef 

Cssi.  So  that  you  will  answer  me  anotlier 
wicboQt  excuse. 

ApeL  Whom  do  you  love  best  in  the  world  ? 

Cm.  He  that  made  me  last  in  the  world. 

Apd.  That  was  a  god. 

Cm.  I  had  thought  it  had  been  a  man :  but 
vkoBi  do  you  honour  most,  Apelles  ? 

ApeL  Ibe  thing  that  is  Hkest  you,  Campaspe. 

Cm.  My  picture  ? 

ApeL  I  dare  not  venture  upon  your  person. 
But  ceoie,  let  us  go  in ;  for  Aleiander  will  think 
>t  k»g  dli  we  recum.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Clttds,  Pakmemo. 
C^.  We  bear  nothing  of  our  embassage ;  a  co- 


lour  belike  to  blear  our  eyes,  or  tickle  our  ears, 
or  inflame  our  hearts.  But  what  doth  Alexander 
in  tlie  mean  season,  but  use  for  tantara,  sol,  fa, 
la ;  for  his  hard  couch,  down  beds;  for  his  hand'* 
ful  of  water,  his  standing  cup  of  wine  ? 

Par.  Clytus,  I  misiike  this  new  delicacy  and 
pleasing  peace;  for  what  else  do  we  see  tiow 
than  a  kind  of  softness  in  every  man's  mind? 
Bees  to  make  their  hives  in  soldiers  helmets,  our 
steeds  are  furnished  with  foot^loths  of  gold  in- 
stead of  saddles  of  steel :  More  time  is  required 
to  scower  the  rust  off  oar  weapons,  than  there 
was  wont  to  be  in  subduing  the  countries  of  our 
enemies.  Sithence  Alexander  fell  from  his  hard 
armour  to  his  soft  robes,  behold  the  face  of  his 
court;  youths  that  were  wont  to  carry  devices 
of  victory  in  their  shields,  engrave  now  posies  of 
love  in  their  rings ;  they  that  were  accustomed  on 
trotting  horses  to  charge  the  enemy  with  a  launce, 
now  in  easy  coaches  ride  up  and  down  to  court 
ladies;  instead  of  sword  and  taijget  to  hazard 
their  lives,  use  pen  and  paper  to  paint  their  loves : 
Yea,  such  a  fear  and  faintness  is  grown  in  court, 
that  they  wisli  rather  to  hear  the  blowing  of  a 
horn  to  hunt,  than  tlie  sound  of  a  trumpet  to 
fight.  O  Philip,  wert  thou  alive  to  see  this  alter- 
ation, thy  men  turned  to  women,  thy  soldiers  to 
lovers,  ^  gloves  worn  in  velvet  caps,  instead  of 
plumes  in  graven  helmets,  thou  wouldst  either  die 
among  them  for  sorrow,  or  confound  them  for 
anger. 

Cfy.  Cease,  Parmenio,  lest  in  speaking  wlmt 
becometh  thee  not,  thou  feel  what  ^^likcih  thee 
not ;  truth  is  never  without  a  scratched  face, 
whose  tongue,  although  it  cannot  be  cut  out^  yet 
must  it  be  tied  up. 

Par.  It  grieveth  me  not  a  Uttle  for  Uepbea- 


^'  Obve*  worn  in  veloet  cftpt^  instead  of  plumes  in  graven  helmet* — It  is  observed  by  Mr  Steeveos  (Notes 
«B  Shakespeare,  \o\*  IX.  p.  467.)  that  it  wob  "  anciently  the  custom  to  wear  gloves  in  the  hat  on  thrre 
tlsUoct  occasiooB,  viz.  as  the  favour  of  a  mistress,  tbe  roenorial  of  a  frieod,  and  as  a  mark  to  be  cbal- 
loiSed  ^  an  enemy.  Prince  Henry  boasts  that  be  will  p(uck  a  giooefrom  the  commonest  creature,  and  ^jc 
*(iskishelBiei;''  and  Tacca  says  to  Sir  Quintiliun,  in  Deckers  Satiromastrix  :  *'  Thou  sbalt  wear  her 
f<Mifaitby  wonhiptklM,  Uke  to  a  leather  brooch  i*'  and  Pandora,  iu  L>lys  IVoman  in  the  Moon^ 
IWi  >•• 

•*  He  that  first  presents  me  with  his  head. 
Shall  wear  ny  ghve  in  favour  of  the  deed." 

"  Portia,  in  her  assumed  character,  asks  Bassanlo  for  bis  gloves^  which  she  says  she  will  wear  for  his 
'■fct*'  bad  King  Henry  V.  gives  the  pretended  glove  of  Alen^on  to  Floelleo,  which  afterwards  occasions 
tke^oarrel  with  the  hnglish  soldier." 

Agaia,  in  Hall's  CAroaic/e,  j650,  Henry  IV.  fol.  12;  «  One  part  had  their  plumes  at  whyt,  another 
n^  tbcm  at  redde,  and  the  thyrde  had  them  of  several  colours.  One  ware  on  bis  bead>piece  his  ladies 
*l^e,  and  another  bare  on  hys  helipe  the  glove  of  his  dearlynge." 

And  The  BtOtk  ofjgincourt,  by  Drayton,  Vol.  I.  p.  16  :— 

**  The  nobler  youth,  the  common  rank  above. 
On  their  courvetting  coursers  mounted  fair. 
One  wore  bis  mistress  garter,  one  her  glove  i 
And  he  a  lock  of  his  dear  lady*8  hair  i 
And  be  her  coSours  whom  be  most  did  love. 
There  was  not  one  but  did  some  favour  wear." 


^  Liksih  f  AM^Flcasetb  ihtt^ 
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tion,  who  thireteth  for  honour,  not  ease;  but 
bucb  is  his  fortane  and  nearness  in  friendship  to 
Alexander,  that  he  roust  lay  a  pillow  under  his 
head,  when  he  would  put  a  tar^t  in  his  hand. 

But  let  us  draw  in,  to  see  how  well  it  becomes 
them  to  ^'  tread  the  measures  in  a  dance,  that 
were  wont  to  set  the  order  for  a  march. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Apelles,  Campaspe. 

ApeL  I  have  now,  Campaspe,  almost  made  an 
end. 

Cam.  You  told  me,  Apelles,  you  would  never 
end. 

ApeL  Never  end  my  love ;  for  it  shall  be  eter- 
nal. 

Cam.  That  is,  neither  to  have  beginning  nor 
ending. 

ApeL  You  are  disposed  to  mistake,  I  hope  you 
do  not  mistrust. 

Cam,  What  will  you  say,  if  Alexander  perceive 
your  love  ? 

ApeL  I  v^  ill  say,  it  is  no  treason  to  love. 

Cam,  But  how,  if  he  will  not  sufier  thee  to  see 
my  person. 

ApeL  Then  will  I  gaze  continually  on  thy  pic- 
ture. 

Cam.  That  will  not  feed  thy  heart 

ApeL  Yet  shall  it  fill  mine  eye;  besides  the 
^eet  thoughts,  the  sure  hopes,  thy  protested 
faith,  will  cause  me  to  embrace  thy  shadow  con- 
tinually in  mine  arms,  of  the  which  by  strong 
imagination  I  will  make  a  substance. 

Vam.  Well,  I  must  be  gone  :  but  this  assure 
yourself,  that  I  had  rather  be  in  thy  shop  grind- 
ing colours,  than  in  Alexander's  court,  following 
higher  fortunes.  [Exit  Apelles. 


Cam,  [alone.]  Foolish  wench,  what  hast  tboa 
done  ?  that,  alas !  whiob  cannot  be  undone,  and 
therefore  I  fear  me  undone.  But  content  is 
such  a  life,  I  care  not  for  abundance.  O  ApelUsa, 
thy  love  cometh  from  the  heart,  but  Alexander's 
from  the  mouth.  The  love  of  kings  is  like  the 
blowing  of  winds,  which  whistle  sometimes  gea- 
tly  among  the  leaves,  and  straightways  turn  the 
trees  up  by  the  roots ;  or  fire,  which  warmeth 
atar  oi  and  bumeth  near  hand ;  or  the  sea, 
which  makes  men  hoise  their  sails  in  a  flattering 
calm,  and  to  cot  their  masts  in  a  rofugh  storm. 
They  place  affection  by  times,  by  policy,  by  ap- 
pointment ;  ?f  they  frown,  who  daretf  call  tbem 
unconstant?  if  bewray  secrets,  who  will  term 
them  untrue  ?  if  fall  to  other  loves,  who  trembles 
not,  if  he  call  them  unfaithful  f  In  kings  there 
can  be  no  love,  but  to  queens :  for  as  near  must 
they  meet  in  majesty,  as  they  do  in  affection.  It 
is  rec[uisite  to  stand  aloof  from  king's  love,  Jove, 
and  lightning.  [Exit, 

SCENE  V. 

Apelles,  Page. 

ApeL  Now,  Apelles,  gather  thy  wits  together : 
Campaspe  is  no  less  wise  than  fair,  thyself  most 
be  no  less  cunning  than  faithful.  It  is  no  small 
matter  to  be  rival  with  Alexander. 

Page.  Apelles,  you  must  come  away  *quickly 
with  tbe  picture ;  the  king  thinketh  that  now  yo« 
have  painted  it,  you  play  with  it. 

ApeL  U  I  would  play  with  pictures,  I  have 
enough  at  home. 

Page.  None  perhaps  you  like  so  well. 

ApeL  It  may  be  I  have  painted  none  so  well 

Page*  I  have  known  many  fairer  faces. 

Apel,  And  I  many  better  boys.  [Exeunt. 


^^  Tread  the  meaturet  in  a  dance — The  measores  were  dances  solemn  and  slow.  They  were  perfiMiaed 
at  court,  and  at  public  entertaimnents  of  the  societies  of  law  and  equity  at  tkef  r  halb  on  particular  occa- 
sions. It  was  formerly  not  deemed  incooBlstent  with  propriety,  even  for  the  gravest  characters,  to  Joie  in 
them ;  and  accordingly  at  the  revela  which  were  celebrated  at  the  Inns  of  Court,  it  has  not  been  nikiisoal 
for  the  first  characters  in  the  law  to  become  performers  in  treading  the  meamree, — See  Dugdale's  Originet 
Jwidiciaies,    Sir  John  Davics,  in  his  poem  called  Orchestra^  16^,  describes  them  in  this  manner,  S.  65 : 

<'  But  after  these  as  men  more  civil  grew, 

He  did  more  grave  and  solemn  measures  frames 
With  such  fair  order  and  proportion  true, 

A  nd  correspondence  every  w  ay  the  same. 

That  no  fault-finding  eye  did  ever  blame. 

For  ev*ry  eye  was  moved  at  the  sight. 

With  sober  wondering,  and  with  sweet  delight.*' 
Not  those  young  students  of  the  heavenly  book. 

Atlas  the  great,  I'rometheus  the  wise. 
Which  on  the  stars  did  all  their  lifetime  look. 

Could  ever  find  such  measure  in  the  skies. 

So  full  of  change  and  rare  varieties ; 

Yet  all  the  feet  whereon  these  measures  go^ 
Arc  only  spondees^  solemny  grave,  and  stow. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I. 

DiOGBNES  Stltius,  Perim,  Milo,  Tryco, 
Mames. 

S^L  I  have  broaght  my  sons,  Diogenes,  to  be 
tao&it  of  thee. 

Uio.  What  can  thy  sons  do  ? 

S^L  You  shall  see  their  qualities :  dance,  sir^ 
nh  rrA^ft  Perim  danceth.]  How  like  yoa  this  ? 
(toth  he  well  ? 

Dio.  The  better,  the  worser. 

5y/.  The  musick  very  srood. 

Dio  The  musicians  very  bad,  who  only  study 
to  have  their  strings  in  tune,  never  framing  their 
manners  to  order. 

Syl.  Now  shall  you  see  the  other — tumble,  sir- 
rah. [MiLO  tumble th.]  How  like  you  this?  why 
do  you  laugh  ? 

bio.  To  see  a  wag  that  was  born  to  break  his 
neck  by  destiny,  to  practise  it  by  art. 

ML  This  dog  will  bite  me,  I  will  not  be  with 
bim. 

Dio.  Fear  not,  boy,  dogs  eat  no  thistles. 

Per,  1  marvel  what  dog  thou  art,  if  thou  be  a 
dog. 

Dio.  \Vhen  I  am  hungry,  a  fDastiff;  and  when 
my  belly  is  full,  a  spaniel. 


SyL  Dost  thou  believe  that  there  are  any  god8» 
that  thou  art  so  dogged  ? 

Dio.  I  must  needs  believe  there  are  gods ;  for 
I  think  thee  an  enemy  to  them. 

SvL  Why  so? 

Jbio,  Because  thou  hast  taught  one  of  thy  sons 
to  rule  his  legs,  and  not  to  follow  learning ;  the 
other  to  bend  his  body  every  way,  and  his  mind  , 
no  way. 

Per,  Thou  doest  nothing  but  snarl,  and  bark 
like  a  dog. 

Dio.  It  is  the  next  way  to  drive  away  a  thief. 

Si^L  Now  shall  you  hear  the  third,  who  sings 
like  a  nightingale. 

Dio,  I  care  not ;  for  I  have  heard  a  nightin- 
gale sin^  herself. 

SyL  Sing,  sirrab.  [Tryco  singetJu 

S0NG.5« 

What  bird  so  ungSy  yet  so  does  wail  ? 
O  'tis  the  ravished  nightingale. 
J^gJ^gJ^J^^  '^"'t  *he  cries. 
And  still  her  woes  at  midnight  rise. 
Brave  prick  song  !  who  is*t  now  we  hear  f 
^'  None  but  the  lark  so  shrill  and  clear; 
How  at  heaven's  gates  she  claps  her^  wings. 
The  mom  not  waking  till  she  sings. 


M  SiR^^-This  soog,  as  the  two  former,  is  omitted  in  all  the  qoarto  editioai.  It  is  here  restored  from 
Bloiofs  editioB,  where  it  first  appeared. 

37  Sone  but  the  larky  &c-^Milton  seems  to  have  had  this  passage  in  his  mind,  when  he,  wrote  the  fol* 
lowing  lines  hi  bis  V Allegro : — 

*'  To  bear  the  lark  begin  his  flight. 
And  singing  startle  the  dull  night. 
From  his  watch  tower  in  the  skies, 
TiU  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise." 

Aad  a  late  elegant  writer,  Mr  F.  Coventry,  appears  also  to  have  been  indited  to  our  anthor,  in  the. 
lift  i»f  the  following  lines— 

**  When  mom  retoms  with  doubtfbl  light. 

And  Pbebe  pales  her  lamp  of  night ; 

Still  let  me  wander  forth  anew, 

And  print  my  footsteps  on  the  dew ; 

What  time  the  swain  with  mddy  cheek. 

Prepares  to  yoke  hh  oxen  meek,  ^ 

And  early  drest  in  neat  array, 

The  milk-maid  chanting  shrill  her  lay, 

Comes  abroad  with  miUnng  pail ; 

And  the  sound  of  distant  flail. 

Gives  the  ear  a  roagh  good-morrowi 

And  the  lark  from  out  the  fhrrow, 

Soart  upright  on  matin  winga. 

And  at  the  gate  of  heaven  Suge»* 

Pcnhnrst^  a  Foem.    Dodsley's  CoUdction  tfPoms,  Tot  ly. 
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Hark,  hark,  wiih  what  a  pretty  throaty 
Poor  Robin  Redbreast  tunes  his  note  ; 
Hark  how  the  jolty  cuckoos  sing^ 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  spring. 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  spring, 

SyL  Lo,  Diogencsy  I  am  sure  thoa  canst  not  do 
80  much. 

Dlo,  But  there  is  never  a  ihrufh  but  can. 

»S>/.  What  hast  thou  tanj;ht  Manes  thy  man  ? 

Jbio,  To  be  as  unlike,  as  may  be,  thy  sons. 

Manes,  lie  hath  taught  me  to  fast,  lye  hard, 
nnd  run  awny. 

Syl  How  sayest  thou,  Perim,  wilt  thou  be  with 
bim? 

Fer,  Ay,  so  he  will  teach  roe  first  to  run  away. 

Bio,  Thou  needcst  not  be  taught,  thy  legs  are 
so  nimble. 

Syl  How  sayest  thou,  Milo,  will  thou  be  with 
him^ 

Dio.  Nay,  bold  your  peace,  he  shall  not. 

Syl  Why? 

Jbio,  There  is  not  room  enough  for  him  and 
me  to  tumltle  both  in  one  tub.' 

Syl  Well,  Diogenes,  I  perceive  my  sons  brook 
not  thy  manners. 

Dio.  I  thought  no  less,  when  they  knew  my 
virtues. 

Syl  Farewell,  Diogenes,  thon  needcst  not  have 
scraped  roots,  if  thou  wouldst  have  followed 
Alexander. 

Dio.  Nor  thou  have  followed  Alexander,  if 
ibou  hadst  scraped  roots.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Apel  alone.  T  fear  me,  Apellcs,  that  thine  eyes 
have  blabbed  tliat  which  thy  tougne  durst  not. 
What  little  regard  hadst  thou,  whilst  Alexander 
viewed  the  coonterfeit  of  Campaspe !  thou  sloodst 


gazing  on  her  countenance.  If  he  espy  or  bat 
siisprct,  thou  roust  needs  twice  perish,  with  bis 
hntc,  and  thine  own  love.  Jhy  pale  looks,  when 
he  blushed,  thy  sad  countenance,  when  he  smiled, 
th^  sighs,  when  he  questioned,  may  breed  in  him 
a  jealousy,  perchanee  a  frenzy.  O  love,  1  never 
before  knew  what  thou  wert,  and  now  hast  thoa 
made  me  that  1  know  not  what  myself  am !  only 
this  I  know,  that  I  roust  endure  intolerable  pas- 
sions, fur  unknown  pleasures.  Dispute  not  the 
cause,  wretch,  but  vield  to  it :  for  better  it  is  to 
melt  with  desire,  than  wrestle  with  love.  Cast 
thyself  on  thy  careful  bed,  be  content  to  live  un- 
known, and  die  unfound.  O  Campaspe,  1  hare 
painted  thee  in  my  heart !  painted  r  nay,  oontrt- 
ry  to  mine  art,  imprinted,  and  that  in  such  deep 
characters,  that  nothing  can  rase  it  out,  unless  i  t 
rub  my  heart  out.  [Exit. 

SCENE  nr. 

MiLECTUS,  PhRTGIUS,  LaIS,  DfOGEMES. 

Mil  It  shall  go  hard,  but  this  peace  shall  bring 
us  some  pleasure. 

Fhry.  Down  nith  arms,  and  up  withlega^  this 
is  a  w<irld  for  the  nonce. '' 

Lais.  Sweet  youths,  if  you  knew  what  it  were 
to  save  your  sweet  blood,  you  would  not  so  fool- 
is|)ly  go  about  to  spend  it.  What  delight  caU  there 
be  in  gashing,  to  make  foul  scars  in  fair  faces,  and 
crooked  maims  in  strait  legs?  as  though  men  be- 
ing horn  goodly  by  nature,  would  of  purpose  be- 
come demrroed  by  folly;  and  all  forsooth  form 
new-found  term,  called  valiant,  a  word  which 
breedeth  more  quarrels  than  the  sense  can  com- 
mendation. 

Mil  It  is  true,  Lais,  a  feadierbed  bath  no 
fellow ;  good  drink  makes  good  blood ;  and  shall 
pelting  words  spill  it? 


'»  This  is  a  world  for  the  nonce—**  That  Is,"  says  Mr  Tyrwhitt,  in  his  Notef  on  Chancer,  Vol.  IV. 
807 — '*  As  I  conceive /or  the  occasion.  This  phrase,  which  was  very  frequently,  though  not  always  very 
jirecisely,  used  by  our  old  writers,  I  suppose  to  have  been  originally  a  corruption  of  corrupt  Latlo. 
i'Yom  pro-fiimr,  I  suppose  came /or  the  nuncy  and  so  for  the  nonu ;  just  as  from  ad^nunc  came  anon,  1  be 
Spanish,  entonces  has  been  formed  in  the  taoBe  manner  from  in  tunc. 

To  confirm  this  explanation,  the  following  examples  may  be  produced : 

Krasmos's  Praise  of  Folie^  1549,  8ig.  K  2  :—**  This  man  moumetb,  and  lorde,  what  folics  saieth  be,  ai4 
dooeth  he,  h^rynge  also  some  platers  (as  it  were)  to  wepe  and  howle  fur  the  nones.** 

J  hid.  Sig.  L  i : — **  liche  of  wbome,  in  babyling  maye  compare  with  ten  women  chosen /ra*  the  nonet.** 

Gascoipie's  Suppotee,  1.587,  A.  3.  S.  Si-—**  Step  to  him  all  at  once  {  take  bim ;  and  with  a  corA  that  I 
have  lay'd  on  the  table /or  the  nonce,  bind  him  band  and  foot.** 

Ben  Jooson's  Volpone,  A.  2.  8.  &  :  **  lJere*8  a  medicine /or  the  nones,** 

Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,  1599  :  **  Norwich  at  her  m^esty*s  coming  in  progress  thither,  presented  ber  with 
a  shew  of  knitters,  on  a  hi|(h  stage  placed  for  the  nonce.** 

The  Wonderful  Yemre,  16U2I,  by  Tbo.  Dekker :  **  Ob  lamentable  !  never  did  the  olde  baskiade  trage- 
dy beginne  till  now  :  for  the  wives  of  those  husbands,  with  whom  she  had  played  at  fast  and  iooee,  came 
with  their  naylcs  sharpened  for  the  nonce^  like  cattes,  and  tongues  forkedly  cut  like  the  stings  of  ad- 
ders, &c.** 

Gascoigne's  Works,  1587,  p.  272 1^**  In  the  ende  she  tooke  out  a  bpoke  (which  she  had  brought  /sr 
fAe  n^mce)  and  bound  bim  by  othe  to  accomplish  it.*' 
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Thy,  I  meui  to  eiyoy  the  worM,  and  to  drew 
oot  mj  life  at  the  wirednwer's,  not  to  cartail  it 
off  at  the  cutler^s. 

Idut,  You  may  talk  of  war,  speak  bi^  conquer 
worlds  with  mat  words;  but  stay  at  home,  where 
instead  of  atarros  you  shall  have  dances;  for  hot 
battles  with  £ercc  men,  g^tle  skirmishes  with 
hot  women*  These  pewter  coats  can  never  fit  so 
well  as  satdn  doublets.  BeUeve  ma,  you  cannot 
conceive  the  pleasure  of  peaces  unless  you  des- 
pise the  rudeness  of  war. 
^  MiL  It  is  su.  But  see  Diogenes  prymg  over 
hb  tub !— Diogenes,  what  sayest  thou  to  such  a 
morsel? 

Dio.  I  saTy  I  would  spit  it  out  of  my  mouth, 
becanse  it  snould  not  poison  my  stomach. 

Tkry,  Thou  speakest  as  thou  art,  it  is  no  meat 
for  do^ 

Dio.  I  am  a  dog,  and  philosophy  rates  me  from 
carrion. 

LaU,  Uncivil  wretch,  whose  manners  are  an* 
swereble  to  thy  calling  f  the  time  was  thou  would- 
est  have  bad  my  company,  had  it  not  been,  as  thou 
laidsty  too  dear. 

Dw,  I  remember  there  was  a  thing,  that  I  re- 
pented me  of,  and  now  thou  hast  told  it :  indeed 
It  was  too  dear  of  nothing  and  thou  dear  to  no- 
body. 

ims,.  Down,  villain,  or  I  will  have  thy  head 
broken. 

Ifil.  Will  yon  conch? 

Fhry^  Avaunt,  cor.  Cene^  aweet  Lais»  let  us 
to  some  plaoe,  and  possess  peace.    But  first 
OS  sing;  there  is  more  pleasure  in  toning  of  a 
iKNce,  tbvi  in  a  volley  of  sfiot.'' 

Md,  Now  let  us  make  haste,  lest  Alexander 
find  as  here.  ^^3t€unt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Alexavdeb,  HEPHtsrrov,  Page,  Dioceves, 

A^ELLES,  CAMPiaPB. 

Akx.  Me  tfainketh,  Hephestion,  yon  are  more 
neiancholy  than  yon  were  accustomed;  but  I 
peroetve  it  is  all  for  Alexander. '  Ton  can  neither 
brook  tins  peace,  nor  my  pleasure :  be  of  good 
cbear;  thongh  I  wink,  1  sleep  not. ' 


£ 


Eeph.  Melancholy  I  am  not,  lior  well  content  t 
for  I  know  not  how,  there  b  such  a  rust  crept  in- 
to tny  bonef  with  this  loi^  ease,  that  I  fear  I  shall 
not  scower  it  out  with  infinite  labours. 

AUx,  Yes,  yes,  if  all  the  travels  of  con(|oering 
the  world  willset  either  thy  body  or  mine  in  tune, 
we  will  undertake  them;  But  what  think  you  of 
Apelles?  did  ye  ever  see  any. so  perplexed?  he 
neither  answered  directly  to  any  question,  nor 
looked  stedfastly  upon  any  thing.  I  hold  my  life 
the  painter  is  in  love. 

Heph.  It  may  be ;  for  commonly  we  see  it  in- 
cident in  aruficers  to  be  enamoured  of  their  own 
works,  as  Archidamus  of  his  wooden  dove,  Pyg* 
malion  of  his  ivory  image,  Arachne  of  his  wooden 
swan ;  especially  painters,^  who  playing  with  their 
Qwn  conceits,  now  coveting  to  draw  a  glancing 
eye,  then  a  rdUin^,  now  a  winking,  still  mending 
it,  never  ending  it,  till  they  be  caught  with  it| 
and  then  (poor  souls)  the^  kiss  the  colours  with 
their  lips,  with  which  before  they  were  loth  to 
taint  their  finsers. 

Ales.  I  wiu  find  it  out  Page,  go  speedily  for 
Apelles,  will  him  to  come  hither,  and  when  yon 
see  us  earnestly  in  talk,  suddenly  cry  out,  Apet« 
les*s  shop  is  on  fire. 

Page.  It  shall  be  done. 

Alex.  Forget  not  your  lessoti. 

HepK  I  marvel  what  your  device  shall  be. 

Atir,  The  event  shall  prove. 

Heph,  I  pity  the  poor  painter,  if  he  be  in  love. 

AUx.  Pity  him  not,  I  pray  thee;  that  severe 
gravity  set  awde,  what  do  ^ou  think  of  love  ? 

Heph.  As  the  Macedonians  do  of  ibeir  herb 
beet,  which  lookine  yellow  in  the  ground,  and 
black  in  the  hand,  think  it  better  seen  than  touch- 
ed. 

Alex,  But  what  do  you  imagine  it  to  be  ? 

Heph.  A  word  by  superstition  thoueht  a  god, 
by  use  turned  to  an  humour,  by  self-wiU  made  a 
flattering  madness. 

Alex.  Yon  are  too  hard-hearted  to  think  so  of 
love.  Let  os  go  to  Diogenes. — Diogenes,  thou 
mayest  think  it  somewhat,  that  Alexander  co^ 
meth  to  thee  again  io  soon. 

Dta  If  you  come  to  learn,  you  could  not  come 
I  soon  enough ;  if  to  laugh,  you  be  come  too  sooik 


**  Than  in  a  volkg  o/Oof^The  writen  of  the  sixteeDth  and  seventeenth  centurlM,  paid  very  little  mi* 
tentioo  to  the  manners  and  eostoms  either  of  the  tliscs  or  the  eeontry  in  which  the  scenes  of  their  dra- 
nas  were  bud.  They  freqaently  introdaee  aaasioM  to  fiiets  and  ctroanstaBcin  In  one  age  and  coantry  pe- 
calUr  only  to  another,  aad  perpetnally  violate  every  rala  of  chrooalofy.  Beaaaont  and  fletcbar  iatro^ 
dace  one  of  the  tacccaon  of  Alexander  with  a  niitol,  aad  Shahespeare  Is  ever  at  war  with  propriety  and 
probabUH 7*  Ben  Jomon  seems  the  only  poet  of  the  tisMs  to  whom  the  charge  of  uniting  dteimifair  nan- 
aers  aad  discordant  periods  b  not  to  be  laid.  I^ter  writen  have  been  more  careM  of  fhlliag  Into  these 
BiiNalLes  $  bet  inproveaieBCs  in  these  particalars  by  the  directoia  of  oar  theatres  have  not  iMpt  pace  with 
•then  which  Imve  been. with  propriety  adopted.  It  may  ht  said,  that  these  gentlemen  have  rather  in- 
creased ihe  naaiber  of  their  anthers'  errors,  aad  made  them  gnllty  of  anacbrooisnis,  where  their  Writings 
do  not  ghre  the  least  coontenaoce  for  then.  Absurd  as  it  mo«t  appear  to  every  iotelllceot  spectator,  and 
hmedlhle  to  every  inftmned  reader,  yet  it  b  certainly  true,  that  Uamiet  has  l>een  lately  represented  with 
all  the  decorations  of  a  modero  order,  that  of  the  i-Jephaat  |  aad  it  b  reported  a  late  actor  was  with  dlf^ 
iealty  prevailed  apon  to  forbear  anniog  Macbeth  with  a  case  of  pistob  at  hb  girdle, 

VOL.  !•  U 


Digitized  by 


Google 


154 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE. 


[Lyit* 


Hcph,  It  would  better  become  tbee  to  be  more 
courteous,  and  frame  thyself  to  please. 

Dio.  And  you  better  to  be  icss,  if  you  durst 
displease. 

Alex.  What  dost  thou  think  of  the  time  we 
have  here? 

Dio.  That  we  have  little,  and  lose  much. 

Alejc,  If  one  be  sick,  what  wouldst  thou  have 
him  do  ? 

Dh.  Be  sure  that  he  make  not  his  physician 
his  heir. 

Alex.  If  thou  mightest  have  thy  will,  how  much 
ground  would  content  thee  ? 

Dio.  As  much  as  you  in  the  end  most  be  con- 
tented withal. 

Alex.  What,  a  world  ? 

Dio.  No,  the  length  of  my  body. 

Alex.  Ilephestion,  shall  I  be  a  little  pleasant 
with  him } 

Heph,  You  may ;  but  he  will  be  very  perverse 
with  vou. 

Alex.  ^  It  skilletb  not,  I  cannot  be  angry  with 
him.  Diogenes,  I  pray  thee,  what  dost  thou  think 
of  love  ? 

Dio.  A  little  worser  than  I  can  of  hate. 

Alex.  And  why? 

Dio.  Because  it  is  better  to  hate  the  things 
which  make  to  love,  than  to  love  the  things  which 
give  occasion  of  hate. 

Alex.  Why,  be  not  women  the  best  creatures 
in  the  world? 

Dio.  Next  men  and  bees. 

Alex.  What  dost  thou  dislike  phiefly  in  a  wo- 
man? 
*  Dio.  One  thing. 

Alex.  What? 

Dio.  That  she  is  a  woman. 

Alex,  In  mine  opinion  thou  wcrt  never  bom  of 
a  woman,  that  thou  thinkest  so  hardly  of  women. 
But  now  Cometh  Apelles,  who  I  am  sure  is  as  far 
from  thy  thoughts,'  as  thon  art  from  his  cunning. 
Diogenes,  t  will  have  thy  cabin  removed  nearer  to 
my  .court,  because  I  will  be  a  philosopher* 

Dio.  And  when  you  have  done  so,  I  pray  you 
remove  your  court  farther  from  my  cabin,  because 
I  will  not  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  Apellis. 

Aiex.  But  here  cometh  Apelles.  Apelles,  what 
piece  of  work  have  you  now  in  hand  ? 

ApeL  None  in  hand,  if  it  like  your  majesty; 
but  I  am  devisfnic  a  platform  in  my  head. 

Alex.  I  think  your  hand  put  it  into  your  head. 


Is  it  nothing  about  Venus  ? 

Ape/.  No,  but  something,  ^  above  Venus. 

Pa^e.  Apelles !  Apelles !  look  about  jou,  yoot 
shop  IS  on  hre. 

ApeL  Ay  me !  if  the  picture  of  Campaspe  l>c 
burnt,  I  am  undone. 

Mex.  Stay,  Apelles,  no  haste,  it  is  yolir  heart 
is  on  fire,  not  your  shop ;  and  ^f  Campaspe  hang 
there,  1  would  she  were  burnt.  But  have  you  the 
picture  of  Campaspe  ?  belike  ytm  love  her  well, 
that  you  care  not  though  all  be  lost,  so  she  be 
safe. 

ApeL  Not  love  ber :  but  your  majesty  knows 
that  painters  In  their  Uat  works  ace  said  to  eicel 
themselves ;  and  in  this  I  have  so  much  pleased 
myself,  that  the  shadow  as  much  delighteth  me, 
being  an  artificer,  as  the*  substance  doth  others 
that  are  amorous. 

A/ex.  You  lay  your  colours  grossly ;  though  I 
could  not  paint  in  your  shop,  I  can  spv  into  your 
excuse.  Be  not  ashamed,  Apelles,  it  is  a  gentle- 
man's sport  to  he  in  love.  Call  hither  Campaspe*. 
Mcthinks  I  might  have  been  made  privy  to  your 
affection ;  though  my  counsel  had  not  been  ne> 
ccssary,  yet  my  countenance  might  have  been 
thought  requisite.  But  Apelles,  forsooth,  loved 
under  liand,  yea  and  under  Alexander's  nose,  and 
— but  I  say  no  more. 

ApeL  Apelles  loveth  not  so ;  but  he  Hveth  to 
do  as  Alexander  will. 

Enter  Campaspe. 

Alex.  Campaspe,  here  is  news;  Apelles  is  in 
love  with  you. 

Cum.  It  pleaseth  your  majesty  to  say  so. 

Alex.  Hephestion,  I  will  try  her  too, — Cam- 
paspe, for  the  good  qualities  I  know  in  Apelles, 
and  the  virtue  I  see  in  you,  I  am  determined  you 
shall  enjoy  one  another.  liow  say  you,  Campaspe, 
would  you  say  ay  ?  . 

Cam.  Your  handmaid  must  obey,  if  you  com- 
mand. 

Alex.  Think  you  not,  Hephestion,  that  she  would 
fain  be  commanded  ? 

Hepk  I  am  no  thought-catcher,  but  I  guess 
unhappily. 

Alex.  I  will  not  enforce  marriage,  where  I 
cannot  compel  love. 

Cam.  But  your  majesty  may  move  a  questioo, 
where  jou  be  willing  to  have  a  match. 

Alex.  Believe  me,  Hephestion,  these  parties  are 
agreed ;  they  would  have  me  both  priest  and  wit- 
ness.'—Apelles,  take  Campaspe.    Why  move  ye 


*®  Jt  sl'ilUth  iiof,  i.  c.  U  matters  not ;  it  is  of  no  importance;  So,  Id  Lyly's  Eftphue$  and  his  EngUmd^ 
1582,  p  82 :— «*  Whether  it  be  an  inchauutcd  leafc,  a  vearse  of  Pythia,  a  figure  of  AmpbiOn,  a  charac- 
ter of  Aschanes,  an  image  of  Venus,  or  a  brauoch  of  Sybilla,  it  skiUeth  not." 

'     Again,  p.  86  :— "  saying  that  it  skiUeth  not,  how  long  thbgs  were  a  doing,  but  how  well  tliey  were 
done.*' 

^'  ^6«ve— Former  edHions  read  about. 
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not?— Campaspe,  take  Apelles.  Will  it  not  be? 
If  you  be  ashamed  one  of  the  other,  by  my  con- 
sent you  shall  never  come  together.  But  dissem- 
ble not,  Campaspe,  do  you  love  Apelles? 

Cam.  Pardon,  my  lord,  I  love  Apelles. 

Alex,  Apelles,  it  were  a  shame  for  you,  being 
loved  so  opienly  of  so  fair  a  viri^in^  to  say  the  con- 
traiy.    Do  yon  love  Corapaspe  ? 

ApeL  Only  Campaspe. 

Alex.  Two  loving  wornis,  Hephestion !  I  per- 
ceive Alexander  cantiot  subdue  the  affecfions  of 
men,  though  he  conquer  their  countries.  Love 
falleth  like  a  dew,  as  well  upon  the  low  grass,  as 
upon  cfa«  high  cedar.  Sparks  have  their  heat, 
ants  dufeir  gSl,  flies  their  spleen.— Well,  enjoy 
one  alKfther;  I  f^ve  her  thee  frankly,  Apelles. 
Thou  shalt  see  that  Alexander  maketh  but  a  toy 
of  love,  and  leadeth  afiection  in  fetters ;  using 
fancy  as  a  fool  to  make  him  sporty  or  a  minstrel 
to  ouike  him  merry.  It  is  not  the  amorous  glance 
of  an  eye  can  settle  an  idle  thought  in  the  heart ; 
no,  no,  it  is  children*s  game,  a  life  for  sempfters 
and  scholars :  the  one,  pricking  in  clouts,  have  no- 
thing else  to  think  on ;  the  other,  picking  fancies 


out  of  books,  have  little  else  to  marvel  at.  Go, 
Apelles,  take  with  you  your'Campaspe ;  Alexan- 
der is  cloyed  with  looking  on  ihat^  which  thou  won- 
(lerest  at. 

ApeL  Thanks  to  your  majesty  oA  bended  knee : 
you  have  honoured  Apelles. 

Cam*  Thanks  with  bowed  heart;  yon  have  blest 
Campaspe.  [Exeunt. 

Alex*  Pa<!e,  go  warn  Chytus  and  Parmeaio,  and 
the  other  lords,  to  bo  in  readiness ;  let  the  trum- 
pet sound,  strike  up  the  drum,  and  I  will  present 
iy  into  Persia.— «Haw  now,  Hephestion,  is  Ales* 
ander  able  to  resist  love  as  he  list  ? 

H^>h.  The  conqotfrin^  of  Thebes  vras  not  so 
honourable  as  the  subduing  of  these  thoughts.    . 

Akx,  It  were  a  shame  Alexander  shmild  de« 
sire,  to  command  the  world,  if  he  could  not  com- 
maud  himself.  But  come,  let  us  go,  I  will  try 
whether  I  can  better  bear  my  hand  with  my 
heart,  than  I  could  with  mine  eye.  And,  good 
Hephestion,  when  all  the  world  is  won,  and 
evefy  country  is  thine  and  mine,  either  find  mo 
out  another  to  subdue,  or  on  my  word  I  will  fall 
in  love.  [Exeunt. 


THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  BLACKFRIERS. 


Where  the  rainbow  toocheth  the  tree,  no  ca- 
lerpfflcrs  will  hang  on  the  leaves;  wbero  the 
glow-worm  creepeth  in  the  night,  no  adder  will 
go  in  the  day :  We  hope,  in  the  ears  where  our 
travails  be  lodged,  no  carping  shall  harbour  in 
those  tongues.  Our  exercises  must  be  as  your 
judgpient  is,  resembling  water,  which  is  always 
of  the  same  colour  into  what  it  runneth.  In  the 
Trojan  horse  lay  couched  soldiers,  with  children ; 
and  in  heaps  of  many  words  we  fear  divers  unfit, 


among  some  allowable.  But  as  Demosthenes, 
with  ofxeu  breathing  up  the  bill,  amended  hrs 
stammering;  so  we  hope,  with  sundry  labours ^^ 
against  the  hair,  to  correct  our  studies.  If  the 
tree  be  blasted  that  blossoms,  the  fault  is  in  the 
wind,  and  not  in  the  root;  and  if  our  pastimes  be 
misliked,  that  have  been  allowed,  you  must  im* 
pute  it  to  the  malice  of  others,  and  not  our  en» 
deavour.— -An j  so  we  rest  in  good  case,  if  you 
rest  well  content. 


♦*  Against  the  Aolr— Thb  phrase  occurs  in  the  Jlferry  Witks  of  VTitubor,  A. «.  S.  9. ;  and  Mr  Stecvem 
observes,  that  It  is  ^  proverbial,  and  is  taken  fh>m  stroking  the  hair  of  animals  a  contrary  way  to  that 
ifl  which  ft  grows.    We  now  say  agaiost  the  grain.'* 

So,  in  Dekker*s  Satinmastrix :  '*  Go,  let  hun  lift  up  baldness  to  the  sky  |  and  thoa  shalt  see  'tuiU 
tarn  Minever's  heart  quite  agtamt  the  hair." 

Middleton  «  Mtufor  of  Quimborough,  A.  S.  8. 2 : 

'*  Books  In  women's  bands  are  as  much  agaimi 
The  hair  methinks,  as  to  see  men  wear  stooacberk" 
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THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  COURT. 


We  ca&not  tdl  whetber  we  are  falleo  mdooc 
Diomedes*8  birds  or  his  horses ;  die  one  recei?ed 
•ome  men  with  sweet  notes,  the  other  bit  all  men 
with  sharp  teeth.  Bot  as  Homer's  gods  oonvejad 
them  into  clouds,  whom  they  would  ha?e  tept 
from  curses;  and  as  Venus,  lest  Adonis  should 
be  pridked  with  the  stings  of  adders,  covered  his 
face  with  the  wings  of  swans;  so  we  hope,  being 
shielded  with  your  bi|^ness^s  countenance,  we 
shall,  though  we  hear  me  ne^ng,  yet  not  Csel 
the  kicking,^  of  those  jades;  and  recetve,  thoqgh 
fio  praise,  (which  we  cannot  desenre,)  yet  a  par* 
(|on,  which  in  all  humility  wo  desiie.    At  jret  we 


cannot  tell  what  washpokltBrmourlaboarB,ir«Wy 
or  bullion ;  only  it  balongeth  to  yonr  majesty  to 
make  them  fit  either  for  the  fom  or  the  mmt; 
current  by  the  stamp,  or  coanteiteit  bj  the  aoriL 
For  as  nothing  is  to  be  called  white,  unless  it  had 
been  named  white  by  the  first  creator,  so  caa 
there  be  notlung  tbouj^ht  good  in  the  opinioQ  of 
others,  unless  it  be  chnstened  good  by  the  judge- 
ment of  yourself.  For  oonehres  agaio^  we  are 
like  these  tofohes,  wai^  of  which,  being  in  your 
bighnesB^s  hands^  vou  may  make  doves  or  vulture^ 
roses^  or  nettle^  laurel  far  a  gpurland,  or  elder  for 


EDITIONS, 

(1.)  ^  A  moste  eioellent  Comedie  of  Alexander,  Campaspe,  and  Di 
Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  nig^t,  by  her  Minesdes  children,  and 
printed  at  London,  for  Thomas  Cadman,  1584, 4tor 


ayed  beefbne  dw 
1  of  Paules.  luf 


(3.)  *^  Campaspe,  played  beefbre  the  Queene*s  Majestic  on  New^^eares-day  at  nigjit,  by  her  Ma- 
jeiiies  cjiildren,  and  the  diildren  of  Paules.  Imprinted  at  Londoo,  for  Thomas  Cadman,  1584^  4to.* 

(5.)  ^^  Campaspe,  played  beefore  the  Queene's  Miyestie  on  twelfe-day  at  niglht,  by  her  BCajesties 
children,  and  the  children  of  Paules;  Imprinted  at  London,  by  Tliomas  Okwin,  for  William  Brooose, 
1591, 410." 

(4.)  *"  Campaspe,  phiywl  befbra  the  Queene's  Majestie  on  tweUb-diqr  at  night,  by  ber  Muesties 
chikiren,  and  (he  <Uldreo  of  Paules.    LondoD,  printed  by  William  Stimsby,  lor  Edward    ' 
tfi3«,  l«ino,» 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EDWARD   II. 


CUBiiTOvaiA  Ma&low,  a  wtiter  of  omnderMi  emntmet  tn  kU  timtf  wm^  aee^tdmg  H Oldm^^ 
ham  m  tht firmer  fart  of  the  mgn  ^Edward  the  Suetkf  «im(  received  hit  eductdiem  at  Cmmiru^fe, 
Tkeplmu  ef  hii  htth  k  unknomny  ei  tire  the  eiramttence$  ef  hiiperaUe,  endthe  reamm  which  tn^ 
tkued  Mm  tofmt  the  dettmtttumfir  wfhieh,  hy  the  neture  cfkie  ewnoi^iaii,  he  memed  to  he  wteniML 
J^er  lemeing  the  univenitUy  he  appeared  upon  the  etage  with  ap^auu  «i  a»  ttetet^  and  then  een^ 
• ^^  drmSetic  writer  tmih  no  mcetuiderMe  degree  ef  rtp^Umtkan,    Hit  character  ae  a  man  doeg 


mot  appear  m  a  fiwarable  kght^  He  it  repreeetUed-  hy  an  anthar,*  footed  ts  Weo^  Athena, 
p.  SS8»  at  *  giving  too  large  a  twing  to  hit  own  wit,  am  emferimg  hit  hat  to  have  the  fell  reim, 
ly  whidt  meaae  he  fill  to  that  mUrage  and  extremity  at  Jodelk^  a  f^reneh  tragical  po^  did,  {bang 
an  epkure  and  atheitt,)  that  he  demed  God  and  hit  Son  Chrittf  and  not  onfy  in  word  bUuphemed 
the  iMmityf  but  akoy  at  wat  credibly  nperiedf  wrote  dtoert  iiicemrme  againtt  it^  a0irmmg  our  Sa- 
viour to  be  a  dtcdvery  and  Motet  to  be  a  conjuror;  the  Holy  Bible  akoto  oaritam  Only  voin  and  idle 
ttorietf  and  all  religion  bitt  a  device  cfptUcy!*  ^  A  late  writer  ^  it  wiUing  to  Miete,  that  the  whole 
efMmtlatft  offhue  woe  dtaing  to  rcaton  on  wtattert  ef  relipon  ;  than  which  nothing  could  be  a 
greater  crime,  in  the  opinion  of  thote  who  did  not  dare  to  think  for  themeehet.  But  the  opinion  of 
thie  gentleman  will  htne  lett  weight,  when  the  violence  qf  hitpr^udicet  againtt  every  land  ef  religi^ 
out  cttabHthment  are  contidered.  Marlow  wat  meet  probably  a  dm^pated,  abandoned  man  ;  and  the 
dreumttancet  of  hit  death,  at  related  by  Wood,  tufficiently  prove  it ;  **  Being  deeply  in  lave  with  # 
certain  woman,  he  had  for  hit  rival  a  bawdy  terving-^nan^  one  rather  Jit  to  be  a  pmp,  than  an  inge» 
mout  amoretto,  at  Marlow  conceived  hhntegf  to  be.  Whereupon  Marlow,  taking  it  to  be  a  high  af" 
frvKt,  ruthed  in  upon,  to  ttab  him  with  hit  dagger  ;  but  the  terving^man,  being  very  fuiek,  m  avoids 
od  the  ttroke,  that  withal  catching  hold  ef  Sutiiot^t  writt,  he  ttMed  hit  oem  dagger  iiUo  hit  otcn 
head,  in  tuch  tort,  that  notwithttanding  all  the  meant  of  turgerythat  could  be  wrought,  he  thottly 
efter  died  ^hit  wound  before  the  year  1503.'' 

At  a  wrtter,  MarUmft  character  ttandt  m  a  mauk  fairer  Ught,  Lan^aime '  obtervet,  that  he  woe 
accounted  an  excellent  poet  by  Jonton  ;  ^  and  Heytoood,  hit  fellow-^tetor,  ttikt  him  the  bett  ifpoett^ 
Meret'^  namet  him  with  Sidney,  Spenter,  Shaketpeare,  Dantel,  if c.  for  having  mightify  enriMcd  and 
gorgooutfy  invetted  in  rare  omamentt,  dnd  re^lendent  habiUmentt,  the  EngUth  tongue,  Carew  * 
the  Comtth  antiquary,  placet  him  along  with  Shakemeare,  where  he  tern,  *^  Would  you  read  CatuUut, 
take  Shaketpeare  and  Marloa^t  fraffmentt/'  Nath,^  tpeaking  of  Hero  and  Leander,  teyt,  *^  Of 
whom  divine  Mutant  tung,  and  a  dinner  mute  than  he.  Kit  MartowJ'  The  author  tfThe  fktaniQ 
from  PenMSfat  '^  characteritet  him  thut  t 

''  Mariowe  wm  hftppy  te  hb  iMBkiaM  tmne, 

Alai  f  imlMppy  in  tab  life  and  end  t 

Pity  it  b  that  wit  so  lU  Bboold  dwell, 

Yfii  lent  from  heav'n,  bat  vicci  sent  from  heU,** 


'  MS.  Additions  to  Langbaioe.  ^  Beard's  Theatre  of  God*8  Jodgmenti. 

'  Among  the  papera  of  Lord  Keeper  Packeriof,  in  the  British  Museom,  are  some  which  gire  ^n  ac- 

wot  of  liarlow^s  principles  and  tenets.  ♦  Berkenhoafs  Hbtoria  Literaria,  VoL  I.  p.  JJ68. 

^  P.  S4S.  6  Verses  to  the  memory  of  Shakespeare, 

^  Second  Pkrt  of  Wifs  Commonwealth,  p.  280,  *  Excellencies  of  the  Jii^lbh  Toncno.  p.  is. 

»  Lenten 8tnir,4to.l5W, p. 4«.  »  1606,  A.  1.  S, «•  *' 
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Drayton  "  in  these  terms : 

*<  Next  Marlow,  bathed  io  the  Thespian  ipriogi. 
Had  in  him  those  brave  sublunary  things, 
That  your  first  poets  had ;  his  raptorei  were 
All  air  and  fire,  which  made  his  verses  clear : 
For  that  fine  madness  still  be  did  retain, 
IVbich  rightly  should  possess  a  poet*8  brain." 

And  George  Peek,  in  The  Honour  of  the  Garter,  4/o.  1593,  or  99,  mentions  km  in  tki$  manner  : 

— ^  "  Unhappy  in  thy  end, 
Marlow,  the  muses  darling  for  thy  verse, 
Fit  to  write  passions  for  the  souls  below. 
If  any  wretched  souls  in  passions  speak.*' 

His  Dramatic  Works  are  as  follow  : 

1.  I'he  jyagedie  of  Dido,  queene  qfCartkofe.    Flayed  by  the  children  qfher  Mtgesiies  ch^ppeU 
Written  by  Christopher  Marlowe  and  Thomas  Sfash,  gent.  1594,  4#o. 
S.  2'he  troublesome  Raigne  and  lamentable  Death  rfEdwarde  the  Second^  Sfc^ 

3.  Tamberlaine  the  Greate,  Who,  from  the  state  of  a  Shepherd  in  SeythiOy  by  Ms  rmt  assd  won" 
derfnl  Conquests,  hecame  a  most  puiuant  and  wd^ktie  Manor ^c,  1605, 4^0.  tst  Part,  K  L. 

4.  Tamberlaine  the  Greate,  With  his  smpetssionatefurxe,for  the  death  of  his  Lady  and  Lnejmire 
JSenoorate :  his  Jorme  (f  exhortation  and  disc^^iine  to  Ids  three  sonnes,  and  the  manner  of  his  emma 
death.    The  second  Part,  4to.  1606, /4^a  B.  L. 

.    5.  The  Massacre  of  Paris,  with  the  Death  of  the  Duke  of  Guise.  A  Tragedy  pUafd  by  the  Bight 
Honourable  the  Lord  AdmiraFs  Setnoants.  Bvo.  N.  D. 
,   6.  ThefomousTrogedy  of  the  rich  Jew  of  Malta, 

7.  The  Tragicail  Histone  of  the  Life  and  Death  of  Doctor  Fastekts,  with  nein  additions,  laSl, 
Ato.  B.  L.  1663,  4to.  £.  L. 

8.  LusVs  Dominion  ;  or,  the  Lascivious  Queen,    A  Tragedy^  Iftmo,  1661. 
Besides  these,  he  was  the  Author  of 

1.  Hero  and  Leander,  translated  from  Museus,  with  the  Jirst  Book  of  Lucau,  4to.  1600.  T%k 
translation,  or  at  least  Marhw*s  part  of  it,  must  have  been  mtblished  More  1599,  being  mentioned  by 
several  wpriters  earlier  than  that  year.  It  was  entered  at  Statumer*s  Hall,  in  159S  and  1597 ;  and 
*^  Henry  Pe towels  Second  Part  ty^it  appear^  iin  1598.-    MaHamU  part  was  left  uf^nishedf  and  woe 


"  CMsareofPo«t8,p.  ISSi* 

^^  This  author  exceeds  all  the  pantgyriUs  of  Markw  in  the  exttavagaace  of  hii  cvkigian.    The  foi* 
lowiitf  lives  ure  taken  from  hit  poem  :— 


Agaie» 


'*  Marlow  adrair'd,  whose  honey  flowing  valne. 
No  £oglish  writer  can  as  yet  attaine. 
Whose  name  in  Farae*s  f  mmortali  treasorie. 
Truth  shall  record  to  endles  memorie. 
Mario  late  mortall,  now  framed  all  divine. 
What  soule  more  happy,  than  that  soule  of  thine  2 
Live  still  in  heaven  thv  soule,  thy  fame  on  earth 
(Thou  dead)  of  Mario  s  hero  findes  a  dearth.*' 


<<  What  mortal!  spo&e  wHh  Marlefw  might  contend. 

That  could  against  refMon  force  him  atoope  or  bend  I 

Wboke  silver  charming  toong  mov^d  such  delight, 

That  men  would  shun  their  sleepe  in  stiU  dark  nagbt> 

To  meditate  up«m  bis  goulden  lynes. 

Hi)  rare  conce}  ts  and  sweete  according  rimes. 

But  Mario  stiH  admired  Marlo*s  gon. 

To  live  with  beantie  in  Elyzium, 

Inimortal  beantie  who  desires  to  heare, 

Uis  sacred  poesies  sweete  in  every  eare  : 

Marlow  most  firame  to  Orpheus  melodie, 

Himnes  all  divine  to  make  heaven  harmonie^ 

ITiere  ever  live  the  priuce  of  poetrle^ 

Live  vrith  t^e  )ivin^  In  etemitie." 
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tmfkUd  hy  Ck&pmank    AUhmigh  the  Vint  Book  of  Lucan  i$  tmntioned  in  the  tUh-pagty  mot  a 
Sae  ^tkot  author  it  to  be  found  wUh  Marlow*s  Work. 

1  Certome  of  OouC9  Eiegiei;  by  C.  Marlow^  12mo.  at  Middleburgh^  no  date.  Afterward  pub' 
Med,  with  addUionif  under  the  title  of  Ail  Oviift  Elegies,  Three  Books  $byC.M.  at  Middleburgh^ 

Mr  Steevens  eayt,  (first  volume  of  Shakeepeare,  p,  94,)  that,  in  the  forty-first  of  Queen  Elizobeth, 
these  translatiouM  from  Ovid  were  commanded  by  the  Archbuhop  if  Canterbury  and  the  Bishop  of 
Lmdon  to  be  burnt  at  Stationer^s  HaiL 

He  sBos  disp  the  author  of  that  beautiful  Sonnet,  quoted  in  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,  A.  3. 
8.  t  eailed  Hvb  Pkssiooate  Shep^rd  to  his  Love ;  to  which  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  wrote  a  Reply.  Both 
thess  pieces  are  printed  in  Dr  rercy^s  Rcliqaes  of  Ancieot  Poetry,  VoL  L  p.  318. 
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Enttr  Gavsston,  reading  a  letter  that  was 
brought  him  from  the  King, 

Gtv.  My  father  is  deceaid :  come,  Oaveston, 
And  share  the  kingdom  with  thy  dearest  friend. 
Ak  I  words  tbRMDake  me  surfeit  with  delight ! 
Whtt  grcRter  bliss  can  hap  to  Gaveston, 
Than  live  aod  be  the  favourite  of  a  king ! 
Sweet  priooe,  I  come ;  these,  these  thy  amorous 

lines 
Miglit  have  enforced  me  to  have  swum  from 

France, 
And,  like  Leander,  gasped  upon  the  sand, 
3odioa  wooldst  smik^  and  take  me  in  thioe  arms. 
The  ngbt  of  London  to  my  ezil'd  eyes, 


Is  as  Elysium  to  a  new-come  soul ; 
Not  that  I  lore  the  city,  or  the  men,       • 
But  that  it  harbours  him  I  hold  so  dear, 
The  king,  upon  whose  bosom  let  me  lie^ 
And  with  the  world  be  still  at  enmity. 
What  need  the  artick  people  love  star-light. 
To  whom  the  sun  shines  botli  by  day  and  night? 
Farewell  base  stooping  to  the  lordly  peers; 
My  knee  shall  bow  to  none  but  to  the  king. 
As  for  the  multitude,  they  are  but  sparks^ 
Raked  up  in  embers  of  their  poverty, 
Tanti :  I'll  fan  first  on  the  wind. 
That  glanotth  at  my  lips,  and  flietfa  away. 
Bat  how  now,  what  are  these? 
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EiUer  ihne  Poor  Mea. 

Foormen^Sach  as  deni«  Tonr  Woninp^  aerfioe. 

Gov.  Whati»nst  thdu  (b  ? 

1  Poor.  I  can  ride. 

Oav.  Batlhavenolione-^AIf^atmtlfaoiif 

S  PcMT.  A  traveller. 

Gov.  Let  me  see — thou  wouldst  do  "well 
T6  wait  at  mjr  trencher^  aiid  tell  me  lie^  at  diife- 

ner-tiaK; 
And  as  I  like  your  discoursii^  Fll  htfve  yOo.-^ 
And  what  art  thou? 

8  Poor.  A  soldier^  diat  hath  served  against 
the  Scot 

Gov.   Why  there  are  hospitals  for  suefa  as 
you; 
I  have  no  war,  and  therefore,  sir,  be  cone. 

SoL  Farewell,  and  perish  b j  a  solmr's  band, 
That  would'st  reward  them  with  an  hospital ! 

Gov.  Ay,  ay,  these  words  of  his  move  me  as 
much. 
As  if  a  goose  should  play  the  ]forcupine. 
And  dart  her  pjume^  thinbng  lo  pierce  my 

breast. 
But  yet  it  ts  no  pain  to  apeak  men  fair; 
111  flatter  these^ and  makjB tliem live bhope. 

*  lAdde. 

You  know  that  I  came  lately  out  of  Fiteoct, 
And  yet  I  hare  not  viewed  my  lord  the  king; 
If  I  sp^ed  wel^  ni  entertain  yoa  all.    - 

Omna.  We  thank  your  worship. 

Oao»  I  have  somte  btiuBesB.     Leave  me  to 
myself. 

Ornna.  We  will  wait  here  about  the  court 
,  [Exeunt. 

Oav.  Do: — these  are  not  men  for  me ; 
I  must  have  wanton  poets,  pleasant  wits, 
Musicians,  that  with  touching  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  king  which  way  I  please : 
'^  Musick  and  poetry  ate  his  delight;         « 
Therefore  111  have  Italian  masks  by  night. 
Sweet  speeches,  comedies,  and  pleasing  shows; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  a^tiad, 
like  Sylvan  nymphs  my  pages  shall  be  dad ; 
My  men,  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the  lawns. 
Shall  with  their  goat-feet  dande  the  antick  hay. 
Sometimes  a  loyefy  boy  in  Pian's  jbape,  - 
With  hair  that  gilds  tlib  water  'as  ft  glides, 
Crownits  of  pearl  about  his  naked  arms, 
And  in  his  sportful  hands  an  olive-tree, 
To  hide  those  parts  which  men  delight  to  see,       ] 


BM 1  bafiie  'hiiB  w  s  ipria; ;  juA  ibete  baiMjv 
'^One,  like  Aotaoa  peeping  througb  the  fi^wftp 
Shall  %  the  jmgry  goddess  be  4raiMteroed, 
And  ronning  in  the  Kktness  of  aa  bait. 
By  yelping  hounds  pull*d  down,  dudl  seem  ta  <1m^ 
Such  things  as  tese  bait  f  lease  bis  alajestj. 
My  lord  base  oomes;  the  king  and  tbe  ooblast 
From  the  parliament.    FU  stand  aside. 

Enter  the  Kinffp  X^akcast^r,  MoarxMCfi  Meniar, 
Mo&TiMBR  ^mor,  Edmund  Earl  ^  Kjuiy, 
Gut  JEeri^' Warwick,  4rc 

£A».  Lancaster. 

Jmo.  My  lord. 

Gov*  Tmit  earl  of  Lancaster  do  I  abhor.  \AnSt0 

Edfo.  Will  you  not  grant  me  this?  In  spite  of 
them' 
1*11  have  my  will;  and  4ibese  two  Mordmers, 
That  cross  me  thus,  shall  know  I  am  displeased. 

MoH.  sen.  If  yoa  le^e  us,  my  lord,  hate  Oave-  ' 


Gtoi.  Hiat  viUaia,  Mortimer,  111  be  his  death. 

Mort.jnM.  Mine  undo  here,  this  earl,  and  I 
myself 
Were  swoni  unta  your  fistheat  at  bis  death. 
That  he  should  neer  return. into  the  realme : 
Aad  knoar^  nw  iotd^  ere  I  will  break  my  oath. 
This  aword  of  mine,  thai  should  offend. your  fbea^ 
Shall  sleapwiihta  tfaa  scabbard  at  thy  aeed. 
And  undameath  thy  baunera  march  who  w^ 
For  Mortimer  ^wiU  bang  his  armour  up. 
Ga«.  Mortdieu^f  [^sm^4 

Edtfi*  Weil,  Mortimer,  Fll  make  thee  rue  thesa 


Beseems  it  thee  to  oonlradict  thy  king? 
Frown'st  thou  thereat,  aspiring  Lancaster  ?, 
The  sword  shall  plain  the  furrows  of  thy  browai. 
And  hew  these  knees  that  now  are  grown  so  stiff. 
I  will  have  Gaveston ;  and  you  shall  know 
What  danger  'tis  to  stand  against  your  kin^. 

Gav.  Well  done,  Ned.  [Aside;. 

Xan*  My  lord,  why  do  you  thus  iaoease  youa 
peers, 
That  naturally  would  love  and  honour  you» 
But  for  that  base  and  obscure  Gaveston  } 
Four  earldoms  have  I,  besides  Lancaster ; 
Derby,  Salisburv,  Lincoln,  "Leicester : 
These  will  I  sell,  to  give  my  soldiers  pay. 
Ere  Gaveston  shall  stay  within  the  r^m ; 
Therefore,  if  he  be  come,  expel  him  straijght. 


'3  Mmrie  onipoftry^  dcc-r-How  exactly  the  author,  as  the  learned  Dr  ffufd  observes,  has  painted  the 
bomoar  of  the  tlitieii,  which  ^teemed  masks  and  ibows  as  the  highest  iadolp^nee  that  could  be  pravMrd 
for  a  luzurioas  and  happy  monarch,  we  may  see  from  the  entertainment  provided,  not  mdny  years  aflfcr^ 
for  the  teception  of  King  Jamn  at  Akhrop,  In  Northamptoashlre  $  trhe^e  tMs  very  desigaof  Sjfa— 
Nympht^  Sattfrty  and  ActeWt  was  execaled  ab  a  masque  by  JScn.  Jonsmi.— ^oral  aud  dPolittcal  i^ialogara. 
Vol.  I.  p.  194., 

^^  (huUk*  Jeieony  &c.--See  Qrim  the  CoUer  of  Crojfden. 
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Mfim.  ^ajnopf  and  ^arls^  your  pridfs  hf^  m^de 
me  mute; 
Ikt  now  ril  speak,  and  to  the  proof,  I  hope. 
I  do  remember,  in  my  father's  days, 
I/wd  Piercy  of  the  North,  betiu;  highly  poored, 
^Fed  lyCooheiy  in  presence  pftHe  ^in^; 
For  whkji,  had  not  bis  highness  l^oved  bun  well. 
He  should  l^ve  isOAt  his  head ;  but  with  his  look 
The  undaunted  spirit  of  Piercy  was  appeased, 
And  Bfoubery  and  he  were  reconciled. 
Yet  dare  you  brave  the  king  unto  his  face : — 
Brother,  revenge  itj  and  let  these  their  bends 
Pr»5:h  upon  poles,  for  trespass  of  their  tongpes* 

ir«r.O,  our  heads! 

JBdW.  Ay^  yours ;  and  therefore  I  would  wish 
yon^rant — 

War.  Bridie  thy  anger,  gentle  Mortimer. 

Jfor.  juH,  I  cannot,  nor  t  will  not;  I  must 
speak. 
Cousin,  our  hands  I  hope  shall  fence  our  licads, 
Anid*  strike  off  bis  that  makes  you  threaten  us. 
Come,  unde,  let  us  leave  the  brainsick  king. 
And  henceforth  parley  with  our  naked  swords. 

Afor.  scM.  Wiltshire  hath  mien  enough  to  save 
our  beads. 

War.  All  Warwickshire  will  loy.e  hini  for  my 
sake. 

LoH,  And,  northward,  G^vesto^  hath  Qiany 
friends. 
Adieu,  my  lord,  and  either  .change  your  mind. 
Or  look  to  see  the  throne,  where  you  should  sit, 
To  float  in  blood;  and  at  Ujy  wanton  head, 
The'^  glozing  bead  of  thy  base  roinibu  thrown. 

[tLeeunt  Nobies. 

Edw.  I  cannot  brook  these  haughty  menaces; 
And  1  a  king,  a^d  mu^t  be  ,over-rd*d  ?—> 
Brother,  dbplay  my  ensigns  in  the  field; 


^1  ■«  bandy  with  ^  barons  and  the  earls, 
Aud  either  die  or  live  with  G'aveston. 

Gave.  I  can  no  longer  keep  me  from  my  lord. 

Edw.  What,  Gaveston !  welcome— Kiss  not  my . 
baud ; 
Embrace  «^  Gav^stumt  as  I  do  thee. 
Why  should'st  thou  ka^ol  ?    . 
Know'st  thou  not  who  I  mn? 
Thy  friend,  thyself  another  Gaveston ! 
Not  Hilas  was  more  mourned  for  Hercules, 
Than  thou  hast  been  of  me  since  thy  exile. 

Oave.  And  since  I  went  from  hence»  no  spul 
in  hell 
Hath  felt  more  torment  than  poor  Gaveston. 

Edw.  I  know  it— Brother,  weloom^  home  my 
friend. 
Now  let  the  treacherous  Mortimers  conspire, 
And  that  high-minded  earl  of  Lancaster: 
I  have  my  wislv  in  that  X  joy  thy  sight; 
And  sooner  shall  the  sea  o*erwhelm  my  land, 
Than  bear  the  ship  that  shall  transport  thee  hence. 
I  here  create  thee  lord  high  diamberlain, 
Chief  secretary  to  the  state  apd  me, 
Eari  of  Cornwall,  king  and  lord  of  IVjEan. 

Gave.  My  lord,  l^sp  titles  far  i^xceied  my 
worth. 

Kent.  Brother,  the  lea^t  of  these  may  well 
suffice 
For  one  of  greater  birth  than  pa^as^Hu 

Edw.  Cease,  brother;  for  I  cannot  brook  thesa 
words.— 
Thy  woftb,  sweet  friepd,  is  far  abpye  my  pfta. 
Therefore,  to  equal  it,  receive  my  heart ;  ' 
'^  If  for  these  digmties  thou  be  <euvi^ 
ril  givo  ihee  more ;  for  but  ^o  honc^ur  thee. 
Is  Edward  pleased  with  kia^  refpment.'^ 
Fear'st  (hou  thy  person?  thou  $haithavea^uard 


**  GIoz<iif— Flattering.    See  Note  29  to  JUxmdgr  and  Campespe^  p.  1 1 U 

**  Btmd§ — Oppose  with  all  my  force,  totia  viribus  $e  opponercy  says  Skinner,  voce  handy, 

■7  If  for  tkeat  dignities  tkou  be  envied— That  is,  hated;  in  this  sense  the  word  is  fre^^uently  used. 

Green*s  Tkievea  fidling  out : — **  The  saayd  replyed.  Shot  s^  q^ake  not  of  envy  to  hfm,  but  of  meere  love 

she  teste  aoto  hUn.** 
lily's  EmpkueB^  p.  47 : — ^  Although  I  have  bene  bolde  to  invay  against  oiany,  yet  am  I  not  so  brutish 

<0  swie  then  aU/* 
SeaJi^iifOP's  Jlfoil  ifgnJte,^  2.  3. 5:— 


'And,Iamjo8dypay*d, 


That  might  have  made  my  pi^t  of  hb  service  1 
Bat  by  mistaking  have  dra^n.hn  Ms  e^nry. 
And  done  the  worst  defeat  upon  myself.** 

Seealso  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  on  the  Jferckamt  of  Fenieey  A«  4.  S.  ] 


"  fOngt§  regimmt    'Kingly  4, 
Mnpkmee  mtdkit  BmgUmd,  p.  ill  i-^r^Jw  regiment  Hud  ijgif^  ha?e  .4^ad«4>  W^  H^^il^  AMFjAad  that 
is  by  pariiapci^  Afi"" 

'  ,  Jntanif  and  CUopatra^  A.  3.  S.  6  ;^ 

«  And  gives  his  potent  regimmt  to  a  tmll.** 

.  See  Mr  dteeveos^s  Note  on  the  last  passage^ 
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Want'st  thou  gold  ?  go  to  my  treasury. 
Would'st  tfiou  be  loved  and  feared  ?  receive  my 

sea], 
Save  or  condemn,  and  in  oar  name  crimmaDd 
What  8o  tliy  mind  affects,  or  fancy  likes. 

Oave.  It  shall  stiffice  me  to  enjoy  your  love, 
\Vhich  whiles  I  have,  I  think  myself  as  great 
As  Cssar  riding  in  the  Roman  street, 
With  captive  kings  at  his  trium pliant  car. 

inter  the  BUkop  o/*Cove»trt. 

£dw.  Whither  goes  my  lord  of  Coventnr  so 

fast?  ^  ^ 

Bixh.  To  celebrate  your  father's  exequies. 
But  is  that  wicked  Gaveston  returned  f 
Edw,  Ay,  priest,  and  lives  to  be  revenged  Ota 
thee. 
That  wert  the  only  cause  of  his  e»ile. 

Gave,  Tis  true;  and  but  for  reverence  of  these 
robes, 
Thoo  should'st  not  plod  one  foot  beyond  tbts 
place. 
BUh,  I  did  no  more  than  T  was  bound  to  do; 
And,  Gaveston,  unless  thou  be  reclaimed, 
As  then  I  did  incense  the  parliament, 
So  will  I  now,  and  thou  shalt  back  to  France. 
Gave.  Saving  your  reverence,  you  miist  pardon 

me. 
Edw,  Tlirow  off  his  gulden  mitre,  rend  his 
stole. 
And  in  the  channel  christen  him  aneit. 

Kent,  Ah,  brother,  lay  not  valiant  bands  on 
hiui. 
For  he'll  complain  unto  the  see  of  Rome. 

Gave.  Let  liim  complain  unto  the  see  ef  hell, 
I'll  lie  revenged  on  him  for  my  exile. 

Edw.  No,  spare  his  life,  but  seize  upon  his 
goods ; 
Be  thou  lord  bishop,  and  receive  his  rents. 
And  make  him  serve  thee  as  thy  chaplain : 
1  give  him  thee— here,  use  him  as  thou  wilt. 
Gave,  He  shall  to  prison,  and  there  die  in  bolts. 
Edw.  Ay,  to  the  Tower,  the  Fleet,  or  where  thou 

wilt. 
Jiish.  For  this  offence,  be  thou  accurtt  of  God. 
Edw.  Who's  there  ?  Convey  this  priest  to  the 

Tower. 
BUL  Do,  do. 
'    Edw  But  in  the  mean  time,  Gaveston,  away, 
And  take  possession  of  his  house  and  goods. 
Come,  follow  me,  and  thou  shalt  have  my  guard 
To  see  it  done,  and  bring  thee  safe  again. 

Gave.  What  should  a  priest  do  with  so  fair  a 
house  ? 
A  prison  may  best  beseem  his  holiness. 

^  ^  [Exeunt. 

Enter  both  the  Mortimers,  Warwick,  and 
Lancaster. 


War.  Tis  true !  tlie  bishop  is  in  the  Tower, 
And  goods  and  body  giveu  to  Graveston. 

Lan.  What!   will  they  tyrannize  qpoa  the 
church? 
Ah,  wicked  king !  accursed  Gaveston ! 
This  ground,  which  is  corrupted  with  their  stepfl^ 
Shall  be  their  timeless  sepnlchre,  or  mine. 

Mor.jvn.  Well,  let  that  peevish  Frendiman 
guard  him  sure ; 
Unless  his  breast  be  sword-proof,  he  shall  die. 
Mor.  sen.  llow  now  !  why  droops  the  «arl  of 

Lancaster? 
Mor.jun.  Wherefore  il  Guy  of  Warwick  db- 

coiitent  ? 
Lan.  That  villain  Gaveston  is  made  an  eari. 
Mor.  ten.  An  earl ! 

War,  Ay,  and  besides,  lord  chamherkua  of 
the  realm, 
And  secretary  too,  and  lord  of  Man. 

Mor.  sen.  We  may  not,  nor  we  will  not  attflfer 

this. 
Mor.jun.  Why  post  we  not  from  beoce  to 

levy  tnen  ? 
Lou.  My  lord  of  ComwaD  now,  at  e^nr  word ! 
And  Iwppy  is  the  man  whom  he  voachaaies, 
''  Fot  vadmg  of  his  bonnet,  one  good  look. 
Thus,  arm  in  arm,  the  king  and  lie  doth  march : 
Nay  more,  the  guard  upon  his  lordship  waits  ; 
And  all  the  court  begins  to  flatter  him. 

War.  Thus  leanmg  on  the  shoulder  of  the  king. 

He  nods,  and  scorns,  and  smiles  at  those  that  past; 

Mor.  sen.  Doth  no  man  take  exceptioas  at  the 

slave  ? 
Lan.  All  stomach  him,  but  none  dare  apeak  a 

word. 
Mor.  jun.  Ah,  that  bewrays  cheir  btfseneUy 
Lancaster. 
Were  all  the  earls  and  barons  of  ray  mind. 
We'll  hale  him  from  the  bosom  of  the  kio^ 
And  at  the  oourt-gate  hang  the  peasant  up ; 
Who,  swoln  with  venom  of  ambitions  prioe^ 
Will  be  the  ruin  of  the  realm  and  as. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  ^f  Camtcrm7RT. 

War»  Here  comes  my  lord  of  Canterbury** 

grace. 
Lan.  His  countenance  bewrays  he  is  dispfeated. 
Arch.  Tint  were  hb  sacred  garmeou  rent  and 
torn. 
Then  laid  thef  violent  hands  upon  him ;  next 
Himself  imprisoned,  and  his  goods  assebed : 
This  certify  the  pope ;— away,  take  horse. 

Lan.  My  \ori,  will  you  take  arms  against  the 

kmg  ? 
Arch.  What  need  I?  Ood  hkftself  is  «p  m 
arms. 
When  Tiolenoe  is  offered  to  the  charoh. 


»9  ^gr  mailing  of  his  bonnet,  See  Jfotc  to  The  Pkmsr  of  Wakijietd. 
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^llhr.jun,  Tbeo,  win  yoa  join' with  us,  that  be 
liispeeny 
To  faaoiah  or  k^shoad  that  Gateston  ? 
Arck,  What  eke,  mj  lords?  for  it  concecns  me 
Dear; 
Tht  liahoprie  of  Coventry  is  his. 

Enter  the  Qiteev. 

Mor,juM.  MadaiD,  whither  walks  your  ma- 
jesty so  fast? 
QMea.  Unto  the  forest,  f^entle  Mortimer^ 
To  live  in  grief  and  baleful  discontent ; 
For  now  my  lord  the  king  regards  me  not, 
fiot  doats  opon  the  love  of  Gaveston. 
^e  chips  his  cheeks,  and  hangs  about  his  neck, 
Sanies  jn  his  face,  and  whispers  in  his  ears; 
And  whtn  I  oooMB  he  frowns,  as  who  should 
.       .    My» 

,uo  whither  thoa  wilt,  sedng  I  have  Gaveston. 
JUor.  sea.  Is  it  not  strange,  that  he  is  thpsa  be- 
witched } 
Mar.jiuu  Madam,  retorn  unto  the  court  again : 
That  sly  inveigling  Frenchman  weMl  exile, 
Or  lose  oar  Itve^  a  and  yet  ere  that  day  come, 
The  king  shall  lose  his  crown;  for  we  have  power,, 
Ani  cbura^  too,  to  be  revenged  at  fulL 
Arf^  Bat  yet  lift  not  your  8\yords  iigaipst  the 

king. 
Len,  No ;  but  we'll  lift  Gavestoo  from  hence. 
Wiur,  And  war  most  be  the  means,  or  he*tl 

stay  still. 
QueoL  Then  let  hii^.«tay ;  for  rather  than  my 
lord 
Shall  be  oppressed  with  civil  mutinies, 
I  will  endure  a  melancholy  life, 
And  let  him  frolic  with  his  miulon. 
Jink,  My  lordf,  to  ease  all  this,  but  hear  me 
speak. 
We  and  the  rest,  that  are  his  counsellors, 
Will  meet,  and  with  a  general  consent 
Confirm  hb  banishment  with  our  hands  and  seals. 
Isa.  Wh^t  we  confirm,  the  king  will  frustrate. 
Ifor. jipi.  Then  may  we  lawfully  revolt  from 

him. 
YTor.  ^t  say,  iny  lord,  where  shall  tb|s  meet* 

.  lag  be? 
Arch,  At  the  new  Temple. 

Arch.  And^  in  the  nn^ntin)ft»  Ili  mtreat  yon 

To  cross  to  Lambeth,  and  there  stay  with  me. 
loa.  Come  then,  let%  away^ 
Mor.jun,  Madam,  farewell ! 
-  i^a.  Farewell,  sweet  Mortimer ;  and,  for 

my  sake, 
Forbear  to  levy  arms  against  tW  l^ing. 
Mor^jun,  Aye,  if  words  ^ill  serve;  if  not,  I 

[Expunt. 


Enier  Gavestov,  and  the  Earl  of  Kevt, 

Qave,  Edmund,  the  mighty  prince  of  Lan- 
ajster^ 


That  bath  more  earldoms  than  an  ass  can  bear, 
And  both  the  Mortimers,  two  goodly  men, 
With  Guy  of  Warwick,  that  redoubted  knight, 
Arc  gone  towards  Lambeth — there  let  fhera  re- 
main. [^Exeunt, 

Enter  Nobles. 
Ian,  Here  is  tke  form  of  Gaveston's  exile.: 
May  it  please  your  lordship  to  subscribe  yoiir 
name* 
Arch.  Give  me  the  paper, 
J.ao.  ^uick,  quick,  my  lord ; 
I  lopg  to  write  my  name. 

War.  But  I  long  more  to  see  him  banished 

hence. 
Mor.jun.  The  name  of  Mortimer  shall  fright 
the  kipe, 
Unlesa  he  be  dedined  from  that  base  peasant. 

Enter  the  King  and  Gaveston. 
£(£v..What !  are  you  moved  that  Gaveston  sits 
here? 
It  is  our  pleasure,  we  will  have  it  so. 
Lan.  Your  grace  doth  well  to  place  him  by 
your  side. 
For  no  where  else  the  new  earl  is  so  safe. 

Mor.  sen.  What  man  of  noble  birth  con  brook 
this  sight  I 
Quam  male  convcniunt ! 
See  what  a  scornful  look  the  peasant  casts ! 
Pcfa.  Can  kingly  lions  fawn  on  creeping  ants? 
,War.  Ignoble  vassal  I  that,  like  Phaeton, 
Asbircst  unto  the  guidance  of  the  sun. 
Mor.junj  Their  downfall  is  at  hand,  their  foiN 
pes  down : 
We  will  not  thus  be  faced  and  over-peered. 
Edw.  Lay  hands  on  that  traitor  Mortimer ! 
Mar.  un.  Lay  hands  on  that  traitor^Gaveston  ! 
Kent.  Is  this  the  duly  that  yon  owe'your  king  ? 
War.  We  know  qur  duties^-rlet  him  know  his 

peers. 
Edw.  Whither  will  you  bear  him  ?  Stay,  or  ye 

shall  die. 
Mgr*  «ei}.  We  ^re  no  traitors,  therefore  threatr 

en  not. 
Oave.  No  •  threaten  pot,  qiy  lord,  but  pay  them 
home! 
\Yere  I  a  king--r 
Mar.jun.  Thou  villain !  wherefore  talk*8t  thoq 
of  a  king, 
That  hardly  art  a  gentleman  by  birth? 

Edw^  Were  he  a  peasant,  being  my  minion, 
ni  make  the  proudest  of  you  stoop  to  him. 

Xofi.  My  lord,  you  may  not  Urns  disparage  us.-» 
Away,  I  say,  with  hateful  Gaveston. 

Mor.  ten.  And  with  the  earl  of  Kent,  tbat  At- 

yours  hiip. 
Edw.  Nay,  then  lay  violent  h^d^  upon  yooir 
king. 
Here,  Mortimer,  sit  thou  \n  Edward's  throne  i 
Warwick  and  Lancaster,  wear  you  my  crown  ; 
Was  ever  king  thus  over-ruled  as  I  ? 
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Imtl  iJtmi  then  Id  nde  m  better;  waA  the 
redm. 

ilfor.  jim.  What  we  Iwre  done, 
Oi»  heart-blood  shall  mftintftin. 

^or.  Think  jun  that  we  am  brook  thie  up- 
start pride?    . 

Edw.  Anger  and  witithAd  fury  stops  ro;|r  speech.* 

Arch,  Ytin  wtie  yon  moved  I  be  pauent,  my 

And  see  what  we»  year  connsellors,  have  done. 

Mor.jun-  My  lords,  now  let  us  aH  be  resolate. 
And  either  have  our  wilhk  or  lose  oiir  lites.   • 

J5rf»,  Meet  you  for  thi$?  proud  ov^indaring 
peers!  * 

'  Erp  my  sweet  Gaveston  shall  part  fVom  me, 
lljis  isle  shall  ^  fleet  upon  the  oceari, 
And  wander  to  the  unfrequented  Inde ! 

Arch.  Yon  know  tfatit  1  am  legate  to  the  pope; 
On  your  allegianca  to  the  see  of  Rome,r 
^dubscrihe,  as  we  have  dciiie,  to  his  exile. 

Mor.juh,  Curse  hiiij,  IF  he  reftxs^ ;  aiid  "then 
may  we 
Depose  him;  and  elect  adbtH^r  km^.  * 

Edw,  Ay,  there  it  goes,  hbt  ytet  I  urtll  not  yiteld : 
Corse  me,  depose  me,  do  the  worst  yon  can ! 

Lan.  Then  Hnger  not,  my  btid^  hot  do  it 
stndgfat. 

Arch.  Remember  how  the  bishop  was  abased ! 
Either  banish  him  that  was  the  cause  thereof, 
Or  I  will  presently  discharge  these  lords 
^Of  doty  and  allegiance  doe  to  thee. 

Edw,  It  boots  me  not  to  threat— I  must  speak 
ftwr: 
The  legate  of  the^pe  will  he  obeyed.--[^AV/c. 
My  lord,  you  shall  be  chancellor  of  thfe  realm; 
Thou,  Lancaster,  high  admiral  of  oiit  fle^: 
Young  Morthnrr  and  his  uncle  shall  be  earls; 
And  you,  lord  Warwick,  prestclent  of  the  North  \ 
And  thou  of  VV^Ies.    If  this  content  ^ou  not, 
Make  several  kingdoms  of  this  mmmrchy. 
And  share  it  ecfoally  amongst  yon  all^ 
'So  I  may  Imve  some  nook  or  corner  lef^ 
•  To  frolic  with  my  dearest  Gaveston. 

Arch,  Notliihg  shall  alteir  ns— ^we  are  resolved 

Lan,  Come,  come,  subscribe. 

Mor,  juH.  Why  should  ybu  lore  him, 
Whom  the  world  hates  so?  < 

Edw,  Because  he  h>vet  me  tnoVe  thbn  all  die 
world. 
Ah  !  none  but  rude  and  satagi^-mindied  men,     . 
Would  seek  the  rtiiii  of  my  Gicrvestoii; 
You,  that  be  noble  bom,  should  pity  him. 

Wat.  Yon,  that  arc 'pdncely  bom,  shouiW  shal^e 
,  him  off; 

For  shame,  sabscribe !  and  let  the  loon  'depart 

JH or.  ten.  Urge  h'im,  my  lbrd> 

Arch,  Are  yon  content  to  banish  hioi  the  ■ 
reafanf    , 


Edm.  I  ^ee  I  nMBO*^  $iid  thaiWlire  ttb  othftent. 
Instead  of  ink^  111  write  it  withw  tiiars. 
Mot.jmm,  The  king  h  lbv«<aick&r  lus  o^im. 
Edw,  Tis  done^and  now,  Mcarsed  hand !  fiail 

off!  * 

Lan.  Give  it  me— m  have  it  pubtished  in  t&e 

streets. 
JUor.  Jim.  1*11  see  him  presently  diopatcbfi 

aivay^ 
^rcA.  Now  is  my  heart  at  eAse» 
War.  And  so  is  mine.  ■    * 

Fern.  Tbia  arill  be  gOod  news  to  tbfe  cootoioo 

aort.     • 
Mar.  ten.  Be  it  or  no,  he  ihall  n«t  BhMr  here. 
[£i«imr  Nobles. 
EM.  Hbt^  Ihsfr  th«y  ran  to  bHaish  hni  I  lote ! 
They  would  not  itir;  were  it  to  tib  ine  good. 
Why  should  a  king  be  subject  to  a  priest? 
Pr6ud  Ronie !  that  hatdk^st  AUdi  imbeH^I-grooai^ 
For  these  thy  superttitiotts  tapcr-likbis. 
Wherewith  thy  Antichristian  c^uroked- blasc^ 
III  fire  thy  crazed  building  and  enforce 
Thy  papal  towers  to  kiss  the  lowly  glroan^  ! 
Widi  slaughtered  priests  may  Tyber*s  diannei 

swell, 
And  banks  rise  higlier  with  their  sepulchres  I 
As  for  the  peera,  that  back  the  cltoigy  tbiia^ 
If  I  be  king,  not  one  of  them  shall  live. 

.  EMierGkfsytWK, 

Gave.  Mt  lord,  I  hear  it  whispered  every-wheiey 
That  I  am  banished,  and  most  fly  the  land. 

Edw.  lis  true,  sweet  Gaveston— Oh !  were  it, 
were  it  false ! 
The  legate  of  the  pope  will  have  it  so. 
And  tm>u  most  hence,  or  I  shall  be  deposed. 
But  I  will  reign  to  be  revenged  of  them ; 
And  therefore,  sweet  friend,  uke  it  pliticntlye 
Live  Inhere  thou  wilt.  111  send  thee  gold  enough; 
And  long,  thou  shalt  not  stay,  or,  if  thon  ^'st, 
ril  come  to  thee;  my  love  ihall  ne*ier  decline. 

Gave,  Is  all  my  hope  turned  to  this  hell  Of  grief?. 

Edw.  Uend  not  my  hevttt  with  thy  tbb  piercing 
words :  ' 

Thou  from  this  land,  I  from  mydblf  ambaniflbed. 

Gave.  To  go  from  hence  grieves  not  poor  Gave-: 
ston; 
But  to  forsdce  yon,,  in  whcMe  gracioo*  looklk 
The  blessedness  of  Gaveston  reinains; 
For  no  where  else  seeks  he  felicity. 

Eiw.  And  only  this  torments  my  wretdied  aa*^ 
That,  whether  I  will  dr  no,  thou  must  depart. 
Be  governor  of  Irehmd  in  my  stead. 
And  there  abide  till  fortune  call  thee  hon^. 
Here  take  my  picture,  and  let  me  wear  thiae. 
O,  might  I  keep  thee  here,  as  I  do  this, 
Happy  Were  I  ?  but  dow  most  miserable ! 

Gove.  ^lis  iomething  to  be  pitied  ^f  a  kin^ 


^"^  Fleei.^Fleei  b  the  old  word  for  Jhai  .See  Notes  by  Mr  Steereas.  Mr  Toilet,  and  Mr  tyrwhitL  e« 
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Bdm.Thm  iWt  not  thrttw   ITi  liide  thcfe, 
(j««f.  I  iliiai  be  found,  and  then  'twitt  f^e 


JBdm^  Kind  words,  and  mutnal  Ul^  makes  cmr 
griefgreater; 
Therefore,  with  dumb  ^mhraiceinetit,  let  us  part^ — 
8latvGa?e8tota^Iteniielle«i^diee.tbii8^  . 
Uave.  For  e?erj  look,  my  bve  drops  down  a 
teart 
Seeing  I  must  go^  do  not  renew  mj  sorrow* 

Edw.  The  time  is  little  tbift  thou  hast  (a  suj, 
And  therefore  give  me  leave  to  look  ray  Ml : 
Bot  come,  s*iBet;friend^  111  licar  tbee  oo  diy  wi^.; 
'  Gave,  The  peers  will  frown. 
Bdvi  I  pan  aol  for  cbeir  aager;— Come^letTt  go  r 

0  that  we  might  as  well  return  as  go! 

JS^/cr  Edmund  an4  Queen  Isabeu 
Qaeeii.  Whither  goOs  m^  lord  ^ 
Edw.  Fawn  not  on  me,  Fi^ettch  stmmpet!  get 

theegone.   .  . 

QadM;  On  whom  bnt  on  my  hosband  skonAd  t 

Cave,  On  Mortimer!    with  a^iooi,  migentle 
tfoeen~^ 

1  say  BO  more— iodge  you  liie  rest^  my  JonL 
QKeen,  In  saying  this,  thon  wiong'st  me,  GqtO' 

ston: 
is*t  not  enough  that  tboo  cormpt'st  my  loM, 
AndartabsSrdtohtsaftctiQn*,  . 
pot  thou  most  call  mine  honour  thus  in  question  ? 

Gaeve^  I  mean  not  so;  yoor  grace  must  pardoQ 
me, 

Edw.  Thou  art  too  fomtliar  with  that  Mortimer, 
And  by  thy  means  is  Oaveston  exiled ; 
But  I  woiod  wish  thee  reconcile  the  lords. 
Or  tlioii.khalt  ne^n*  be  recoBietled  to  me. 

Qi^en.  YoOr  highness  knows  it  lies  not  in  my 


Biw.  Aarajr then!  touch ne not^Cone^ Gave* 

ston. 
Qgeeh.  Viffcdn !  *m  fiboo  that  roh'st  roe  of  iny 

lofd.         . 
Gove.  Ufadatit !  "ds  yoio  i^t  robs  maof  my  lord. 
Edw.  9pekk  not  «hto  ter;  let  her  droop  and 

pme. 
Q^een.  Wher^  nylord^haTe  I  deseAred  thes^ 


WkneSiB  the  ttars  that  Isafaetk  sbe^ 
.Witness  this  hear^  that,  aghiug  for  thee,  breaki^ 
H0#  0tt  m?  loi^  is  to  poor  kabei 
JSdb.  And  witness  hamren  how  dear  thou  art  to 
'*el  »  • 

There  we^;  for  till  my  Gareston  be.  repealed, 
Assure  ^ieff  dioli  dolmVt  nel  in  ay  sight . 

[£Mim#£BWA]iD  ond  Gavesvok. 
Qaa^  O  misMMsfttiddisiMsaed  queen ! 
Would,  whten  I  left  sweet  fVance,  and  was  em- 
Wed^ 
Unit  dnarmingCiiy^e^  walking  on  the  warn, 
Had  dwoged  my  shape,  or  at  the  macriage-day 
llie  coip^B^lMfdlJM  fatt\£yf  liOis^ 


Or  with  those  anm.4Mt  lariaad  aboil  by  tSKik^ 
I  had  been  stifled,  aud  not  liTed  to  see 
The  king  my  lofd  thus  ID  abandon  me ! 
Like  frantic  Juno  wiU  I  fill  the  eatth      •   - 
With  ghastlj  marmur  of  my  sighs  and  cries; 
For  nerer  doated  Jore  on  Ganymede 
So  macfa  as  he  on  cursed  Gaveston. 
But  that  Will  mace  eaasperate  hiswrathi 
I  must  intreat  him,  I  must  spedt  1dm  fair, 
And  ha  a  aDeaas  cooall  boBM  Gavestod : 
And  yet  hell  ever  doaton  Gavwtont 
And  so  am  I  for.e? er  miserable,  i^ 

Enter  the  l^ohtMS. 

L(m*  ImIi  whet*  (baaister  of  *th«  kin|  of 
Fnutee 
Sits  wringing^f  her  hands,  and  beats  her  breast ) 

War.  The  king,  I  fear,  hath  iU-traated  her. 

Pern.  lUrdisthahearCtfaatii^aressuchakaint. 

Mor.pm.  I. know  'tis  long  of  Gareston  sbe^ 
weeps... 

Ifor.  sen.  Why,  he  is  gone. 

3ior.>ii., Madam,  how  fareO  \ 

Qiutn.  Ah!  Mortitneri  now! 
ham  forth, 
And  hacQAfoapeih  that  he  Joves  lAenot. 

Mar,jun.  Cry  quittance,  madam,  then,  akid 
WveAothuB.     . 

Qftmk  No,iathef  will  I  die  «^ho«sandrdeathS; 
And  yet  I  love  in  vain-«he11  ne'er  lofie  me. 

Liu  Fear  ye  not,  madMi:  now  his  minion's 
gone^ 
His  wanton  humour  will  be  quickly  led. 

Queen.  Oh  never,  Lancaster!  I  am  enjoined 
To  sue  unto  you  all  for  bis  repeal ;  . 
This  wills  my  lord,  and  this  must  1  perform, 
Or  else  be  temished  froafr  hisfaii^hness'  presence. 

Xcn.  For  his  repeal,  madai*  1  hO  comes  not 
.  back. 
Unless  the  sea/ctet  umhis  slnprnrkiecked  body. 

War.  And  bo  behold  so  sw«etai^t  as  that, 
There's  none  here  bat  would  xnn  iua  horse  to  death. 

Mar.jnn.  But,  madaaa,  would  yon  hare  ts  cali 
.    himhoasal'  /     ■     ^ 

Queen,  Aj,  Mottimeti  for^  till  he  be  rastok'd. 
The  angry  kmg  hath  banished  me  the  conrti . 
And  therefore,  as  thou  lov'at^uid  tender*st  M^ 
Be  thon  my  adroeate  mrto  these  peers. 

Jlfor.>fi.  What!  wooM  yea  have  me  plead  foe 

'   ..      Gavestoa?      ... 

Hbr.  eem^  Plead  for  him  he  tbat  wilLI  am  re- 
solved.   

Xafi»  And  so  aai  I,  my  lord  ^  ctisBuade  the  qadicn^ 

Queen,  O  Lancaster!  let  Imp  dissuade  the  khig^ 
For  'tis  inainsbmy  will  he ahoold  retam. 

TTar.  Tliep  spedt  not  for  him,  let  the  peasimt  SQ, 

Qwem.Tm  rarmiFself  I  speak, and  not  forhmu 

Peia.  No  speaking  will  prevail^  and  therefore 


Mar.jun.  Fair  queen,,  forbear  to  angle  for  the 


r,jun 
&h. 


Whicby  being  caught^  st^es  bias  that  takes  i| 
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J  mtn  that  vHe  torpedo,  Oaveslnn, 
That  DOW,  I  hope,  floats  on  the  Irish  seas, 

Qufen*  Sweet  Mortimer,  m  down  t^  nte  a  ^hile, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  reasons  •f  such  weight, 
As  ihoti  wilt  soon  sabscribe^to  hi»re|>eal. 

Mor.jun.    It  is  impossiMe;  bat  speak  yoor 
mind. 

Queen.  Then  tba*;  bat  none  shall  hear  it  but 
oofielves. 

Lan.  My  tonds^  albeit  the  meen  win  Blort&iBA', 
V^ill  yoa  be  rcaolttte,  and  hwd  frith  mef 

Mor,4en,  Aiotl* against mf  nephew. 

Peat.  Fear  not,  the  <]aeeu's  words  cMHot  alter 
him. 

War.tfV'}  do  hat  mark  how  earnest^  she  pleads. 

Lan,  And  see  bow  cotdl^rbis  looks  make  denial. 

Wmr,  Sim  smiles;  now  *for  my  life  his  mind  is 

Lan,  I'll  rather  lose  his  friendship  1,  than  grant 

Mor.jtm^  WeU,  of  necessity  it  mast  be  so. — 
MjT  lords,  that  I  abhor  base  GanMton, 
I  hope  your  honours  make  no  question; 
And  therefore,  though  I  plead  for  his  repeal, 
Tis  not  for  his  sake^ but  for  oar  avail: 
Nav,  for  the  realms  behoof,  und  for  the  kinu*s. 

tjtn.  Fie,  Mortimer,  dishommr  not  thyself ; 
Can  this  be  tnie,.^tv»as  f;ood  to  banish  hini  ? 
And  is  this  true,  to  call  him  home  at^'m? 
Soch  reasem  niake  white  Mack,  and  dark  ni^it  day. 

JdoT'jwt,  My  k)rd  of  Lancaster,  mark  \^  re- 
spect 

Xofi.  In  no  respect  can  contraries  be  true. 

Queen.  Yet,  good  my  lord,  hear  what  he  can 
»»edge. 

War,  All  tiMt  he  speaks  is  nethiag,  we  are  re- 
solfed. 

lior.jmn.  Do  you  not  wish  tbat  Gareston  were 
.aead^ 

Pern.  I  would  he  were. 

Mot.jun.  Why  then,'  any  lord,  give  me  b«t  leave 
togpeak> 

Jfor.seA.  But,  nephew,  do  not  pky  thesophbter. 

Mor.jun.  Thss  which  I  urge  isof  a  burning  zeal, 
To  mend  the  king,  and  do  oar  country  good. 
Know  you  not  Goveston  hath  store  of  gold, 
Which  may  in  Irehmd  purchase  him  such  friends, 
As  he  will  front  the  mightiest  of  us  alt } 
And  wbMvof  be  shaU-  live  and  be  beloved, 
ms  h^rd  fos  OS  to  work  bis  overthrow. 

War,  Mark  you  but  that,  my  lord  of  Lancaster. 

Mor,jun,  But  were  he  here  detested  as  he  ir, 
How  easiljf  might  some  base  slave  be  suborned, 
To  creet  his  lordship  with  a  poynard. 
And  none  so  much  as  blame  tiie  murderer. 
But  rather  praise  him  for  that  brave  attempt^ 
And  in  the  chronicle  enrol  hb  name. 
For  purmng  of  the  realm  of  such  a  plague? 

Pent  lie  saith  true. 

Lan,  Ay,  but  how  chance  this  was  not  done  be- 
fore? 

Mor.jun.  Bemuse,  my  lords^  it  was  not  thought 
upoot 
Nay;  mor?;  when  he  shall  know  it  lio  in  m 


To  banish  him,  and  then  to  Call  him  home ; 
'INvill  make  him  vail  the  top-flag  of  hb  pride, 
Atod  fear  to  offiand  the  meanest  nobleman. 

Mor,  Men,  But  how  if  he  do  not,  nephew  ? 

Mor.jun,  Then  may  we  with  some  cokmr  rise 
in  arms : 
R>r,  howsoever  we  have  borne  it  out, 
^is  treason  to  be  up  against  the  king; 
So  shall  we  have  the  people  on  our  side,^ 
Which  for  his  fatber^s  sake  lean  to  the  king. 
But  cannot  brpok  a  nigbt-frrowo  jnushrumm 
Such  a  ime  as  my  lord  of  Cornwal  is. 
Should  bear  us  down  of  the  nobility. 
And  when  the  commons  and  die  nobles  joii), 
Tb  not  the  king  can  buckler  Gaveston, 
Well  pull  him  from  the  strongest  hold  be  hath. 
M^r  lords,  if  to  perform  this  I  be  slack, 
Think  me  as  base  a  jn'oom  as  Gaveston. 

Laa,  On  tbat  condition,  Lancaster  wiH  gnmt 

War,  And  so  will  Pembroke  and  I. 

Her.  leA.  And  I. 

Mor.jun,  In  this  I  count  me  highly  gradfiec^ 
And  Mortimer  iHrill  rest  at  your  command. 

Queen,  And  when  this  favour  Isabel  forgets. 
Then  let  her  live  abandoned  and  forlorn. 
But  see  in  happy  time,  my  lord  the  king. 
Having  brought  the  Earl  of  Cornwal  on  his  wa^^ 
Is  new  returned.  Thb  news  will  glad  hun  much; 
Yet  not  so  much  as  me ;  1  love  him  more 
Than  he  can  Gaveston.    Would  be  loved  nte 
But  half  bo  much !  then  were  I  treble  bie«se4> 

Enter  King  Edward,  mourning, 

Ed»,  lie's  gone,  and  for  hb  absence  thus  I 
mourn. 
Did  never  sorrow  go  so  near  my  |ieart. 
As  do^  the  want  of  noy  svieet  Qaveston ! 
And  cuidd  my  crown's  revenne  bring  him  bacl^ 
I  wduld  freely  give  it  to  his  enemies, 
And  think  I  gained,  having  bought  so  dearafriend. 

Queen,  liark!  how  he  harps  upon  his  minion. 

Edw,  My  heart  is  as  an  anvil  unto  sorrow. 
Which  beats  opou  it  like  the  Cyclops  hampiers. 
And  with  the  noise  turns  up  my  giody  brain. 
And  makes  me  frantSc  for  my  Gaveston. 
Ah  I  had  some  bloodless  fury  rose  from  hell. 
And  with  my  kingly  sceptre  struck  me  dead, 
When  I*  was  forced  to  leav^  my  Gaveston  \ 

Lan,  Diablo,  what  passions  call  you  these? 

Queen,  My  gracious  lord,  I  come  to  br^ig  y«a 
news. 

Edw.  That  you  have  parlyed  with  your  Mor^- 
mer  f 

Queen,  That  Gaveston,  my  lord»  shall  be  re- 
peal'd. 

Edw,  Kepealed  1  the  mtws  b  too  sweet  to  ^ 
true! 

Queen,  But  viill  yoM  love  me,  if  yoo  fimi  it  so?. 

Edw,  If  it  be  so,  what  will  not  Edward  d^l* 

Qiieen.  For  Gaveston,  but  not  for  Isabel. 

Edw,   For   thee,  fair  queen;   if  tboo  lov*s^ 
Gaveston, 
1 V  lumg  a  golfteo  topgue  ^^iKnit  tbjr  ne^k;^ 
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Seeiflg  tboa  hast  pleaded  with  so  good  socoess. 
mm.  No  other  jewels  hang  ahout  my  nedc 
Tko  these,  roy  lord:   nor  let  me  have  more 

wealth 
Thso  I  may  fetch  from  this  rich  treasure^ — 

0  how  a  kiss  revives  poor  Isabel ! 

Ed».  Once  more  receive  mj  hand;  and  let 
this  be 
A  lecond  marriage  'twixt  thyself  and  me. 

QveM.  And  may  it  prove  more  happy  thati  the 
first! 
Mj  isentle  lord,  bespeak  these  nobles  fair, 
Thtt  wait  attendance  for  a  gracious  1ook| 
And  on  their  knees  salute  your  Maiesty. 

Eiw.  Cooragecms  Lancaster,  embrace  thy  kmgi 
And  «s  gross  vapours  perish  by  the  sun, 
Eten  so  let  hatred  with  thy  sovereign's  smile ! 
lire  thou  with  me  as  my  companion* 

Ion.  This  salutation  overjoys  my  heart. 

Edw,  Warwick  shall  be  my  chiefest  counsettor : 
These  silver  hairs  will  more  adorn  ray  court. 
Than  gaudy  silks,  or  rich  embroidery. 
Chide  cne,  sweet  Warwick,  if  I  go  astray. 

Ifar.  Slay  me,  my  lord,  when  I  oflfeod  your 
grace. 

Edm.  In  sotenm  triuroplis,  and  in  public  shows, 
Pembroke  shall  bear  the  swerd  before  the  king. 

Pern,  And  with  this  sword  Pembroke  will  fight 
for  you. 

2da,  But  wherefore  walks  young  Mortimer 
aside? 
Be  thou  commander  of  our  royal  fleet; 
Or,  if  that  lofty  office  ^  like  thee  not, 

1  nmke  thee  here  lord  marshal  of  the  realm. 
Mor.jun,  My  lord,  TU  marshall  so  your  ene- 
mies. 

As  England  shall  be  quiet,  and  you  safe. 

Edx.  And  as  for  yuu,  lord  Mortimer  of  Chirke, 
^^fhtMe  great  achievements  in  our  foreign  war 
Dnerre  no  common  place,  nor  mean  reward ; 
Be  jou  the  general  of  the  levied  troops. 
That  now  are  read^  to  assail  the  Scots. 

Mor,  lea.  In  this  your  grace  h^th  highly  hon- 
oured me, 
for  with  my  nature  war  doth  best  agree. 

Queen.  Now  ia  the  king  of  England  rich  and 
strong. 
Iltf ing  the  love  of  bis  renowned  peerss 


Edw.  Ay,  Isabel,  ne*er  was  my  heart  so  lif^t 
Clerk  of  the  croWn,  direct  odr  warrant  forth. 
For  GaVe^n  to  Irelartd:  Bteumoot,  flyy 
As  fast  as  Iris,  or  Jove*s  Mercury  1 

Beau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  gracms  lord^ 

Edw.  Lord  Mortittier,  w«  leave  youP  t6  your 
charge. 
Now  let  us  in  and  fenst  it  royaUy^ 
Against  our  friend  the  Eari  of  Contwai  cones : 
We*il  hare  a  general  tilt  and"  toumem^rtt;      « 
And  then  liis  marriage  shall  be  solemaixtd. 
For  wot  you  not  that  I  have  made  him  sure 
Unto  ^^ur  cousin,  the  Eari  of  Gloa*4ter^8  heii  ? 

L((n.  Such  news  we  hear,  my  lord. 

Edw.  That  day,  if  not  for  him,  yet  for  my  sake, 
Who  in'  th6  triamph  will  be  ohafttenger. 
Spare  for  no  cost,  we  wiU  re<fttile  your  lova. 

War.  In  this,  or  aught,  your  higbaoiaabaU  com« 
mand  us* 

Edw.  Thanks^  Keatle  Warwick  i  come,  let's  in 
and  revel.  [Exeunt 

Manent  Mortimers. 

Mar.  Kii.  Nephew,  I  ttiust  to  Scotland  y  thotf 
sca/st  bene. 
Leave  now  to  oppose  thyself  agaiittt  the  kio^ 
Thou  see'st  by  nature  be  is  mild  and  oilm  t 
And,  seeing  his  mind  so  doats  on  Gaveston, 
Let  him  without  contfolment  have  his  will. 
The  mii^btiest  kings  have  bad  their  minions  3 
Great  Alexander  ToVed  Hephestion; 
The  conquering  **  Ileroules  for  his  Hilas  wept  v 
And  for  Patroclus  stem  Achilles  drooped. 
And  not  kmgs  only,  but  the  wisest  mco ; 
The  lUman  Tally  loved  Octavius; 
Grave  Socrates,  wild  Alcibiadcs. 
Then  let  his  gcncOt  whose  youth  is  flexible,     . 
And  promiseth  as  much  as  we  can  wisK 
Freely  enjoy  that  vain  ligbtrheaded  eari;' 
For  nper  years  will  wean  him  from  suck  teysk 

ilf or.  jun.  Uncle,  his  wanton  humour  griovea 
not  we ; 
But  this  I  soorn,  that  one  so  basely  bom 
Should  by  his  sovereign's  favour  grow  so  port^ 
And  riot  with  the  treasure  of  the  irealnw 
While  soldiers  mutiny  for  want  of^pay,  ; 

He  wears  a  lord's  revenue  en  his  bacle,  x 

And,  Midat  like,  ^^  be  jeta  k  in  tha  eoart, 


^tOnihee  noi^-^See  the  Note  to  Cornelia,  p.  244. 

^  Urrrulm    AU  the  editions  read  Hector.    S.  P. 

•*  UejetM  ii  in  the  court — Tajet  it  to  strut  about,  or  walk  in  a  supercilious,  affected,  or  haughty  manner. 

8s  la  Greene's  Quip  for  an  upstart  Courtier,  &c.  159^  :— *'  To  see  In  that  place  such  a  strange  beadlesae 
^^niktjettiMgemp  and  downe  like  the  usher  of  a  fense-schoole  about  to  play  his  prise.'* 

^bid— *<  Wat  he  not  called  to  be  dictator  from  the  plough,  and  after  many  victories,  what,  did  he  Jet  up ' 
ad  4awa  the  court,  la  eosUy  garments  and  velvet  breeches  V 

Mrckyaid's  CAo^^o^e,  I59i,  p.  )»d: 

**  Some  in  their  ruffe  would  Jet  about  the  hall."  ,. 

Dfckkar'i  Ba^-euoi  of  London,  B.  2  :— ^  How  villaUiy  jW/m  ia  silks,  and  like  a  god  adordel*' 
Dcrkkar*s  Bet-wum'i  Jiight-walkesy  H.  4,^**  Thej  jetted  ap  and  dnww  like  f  road  tragAdiaes/* 
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With  Imse  out1«ttdi4i  ^  cqlUons  at  lus  b«els » 
Whose  proud  ftfttila^ic  liyenes  make  such  ^howy 
JU  if  that  Proteui^  ff4  of  shap^  ajipeared. 
I  have  not  sceii  fi  ilapper  jack  so  brisk; 
He  wears  a  short  {(atian  koode<)-ploak, 
Larked  with  pearl,  ]aod>  in  his  Tuscan  cap, 
A  jewel  of  more  value  than  the  crown. 
While  others  walk  below,  the  king  and  he, 
From  out  a  window,  laugh  at  such  as  we, 
And  flout  our  trdn,  and  jet  at  our  attire. 
Uncle,  'tis  this  that  makes  me  impatient 

Mor.  ten.  But,  aephew,  now  you  see  the  king  is 
dianged. 

Mor.  jun.  Then  so  am  I,  and  lire  to  do  him 
senriee; 
But  whilst  1  have  a  swordf  a  ban*},  a  heart, 
I  will  net  yield  to  juiy  eueh  upstart. 
Yott  know  mj  mind :  come,  unde,  let's  aw^y. 

^^  lExeunt. 

Enter  Spekcer  and  Baldock, 

Bttl  Spencer,  seeing  that  our  lord  the  earl  of 
Glou'ster's  dead, 
Which  of  the  noblef  c)pft  thou  mean  tp  serve  f 

Spen.  Not  Mortimer,  nor  any  of  bis  side; ' 
Because  the  king  and  be  i|fp  isnemj^s. 
Baldock,  iaatu  this  gf  ine ;  a  factious  lord 
Shall  hardly  do  himself  good,  much  less  us ; 
But  he  that  hath  the  fayour  of  t^  |&ing 
May  with  one  Wonl  ^dpaoce  us  ^bile  we  Ijye: 
The  liberal  earl  of  Comiwal  19  the  man. 
Go  ifhose  good  fortune  Spei|eer*s  hope  depep^t. 

BaL  What !  mean  you  ^en  to  be  his  roflqwer  ? 

Spen.  Nov  his  Qompaniof};  fo^  he  Loves  me  ifell, 
And  would  hav^onoe  poe^fed  me  to  the  kin^. 

BaL  But  he  is  banisfaaa,  there's  small  hope  of  hui^. 
&»«fi.Ay,for  awhile:  bivt,Sal(M(,mark  tbeend, 
A  friend  of  mine  told  me  in  9ecresy, 
That  he*s  mipealedt  afid  sent  for  bajck  agaip; 
And  even  now  a  post  cajpe  £ropp  the  court 
With  ktters  to  our  Im^  iiiopi  Ihe  king  j 
And  as  she  read  she  smiled,  which  makJof  me  think 
It  i»  about  her  lover  Gav^Qn. 

BaL  nr»  hke  enoogh ;  for  mce  he  was  exiled. 
She  neither  walks  abroad,  ouor  f^QVn^  in  sfght. 
Sut  I  had  thooght  the  matt^  h^d  beep  bf o^  pfl^ 
And  that  hii  Innishinen^  had  cihiiag^d  h^f  luini^. 

I^lfen.  Oar  bdy'e firs^  j^  h not.  w^yept^i 
liy  life  for  thine,  she  will  have  Gaveston. 

BaL  Then  hope  I  by  her  means  to  be  preferred, 
Having  read  unto  her  since  the  was  a  oiild. 

Spen.  Then,  Baldodc,  you  must  cast  the  scholar 
off. 
And  learn  to  court  it  like  a  gentleman. 


Ti$  npi «  Ua^  cia^  a94  a  Iltd^  bi|0^, 

A  ?ely^t-cap  d  <4oa^  faced  betrnie  wil^  seiig^ 

And  sMIifig  tq  a  im^y  j||I  the  day, 

Or  holding  of  a  napkin  m  your  han^. 

Or  saying  a  lopg  grfoe  4^  a  table's  ei|d, 

*'  Or  making  lofr  legs  to  a  nohlemap^  ' 

Or  looking  downward  with  your  eyc^lic(§  clpie^ 

And  spying,  **  Truly,  an't  may  plea^yo^r  honour,'^ 

Can  get  yoq  ^x^j  favour  with  great  nieo : 

Yoe  Piuft  he  proud,  bold,  pleasant*  resolute^ 

And  now  and  then  stab,  as  occasion  serves. 

BaL  Speiicer,  thou  kpow^t  I  hat^  sudi  formal 
toys. 
And  use  them  but  pf  inere  bypoqisy. 
Miqe  old  lopd,  whilp  he  liyen,  frun  so  precise. 
That  he  would  tak^  eiception^  at  foy  bttttoii& 
Ami,  bemg  like  pina'  h^iliU,  l^aqie  me  (or  tlMs  big- 

nees; 
Which  inade  me  curate-like  in  iqine  attire^ 
Though  insvardly  liceutiqus  enough, 
And  ^pjt  for  apy  kind  of  villaipiy. 
^  I  am  none  of  these  cpynmop  p^dant^  ^ 
That  cannot  speak  without  propttrea  ^uo^ 

JSpey.  But  pqe  pf  those  thajt  s^th,  ^uat^4pffU' 
dem, 
4nd  hath  a  spepial  pfi  to  fprm  ^,  verfk 

BaL  Leave  off  th^j£sti|[)g,  bene  mjla4ycofii£s. 

JElnfrr  the  Ladt. 

ffitfy.  The  grief  for  \im  exile  yf^  not  so  mqcb, 
As  is  the  joy  of  his  returning  tiome. 
Tliis  letter  c^me  froip  my  sweet  Gavestoa; 
What  need*st  thou,  love,  thus  to  excuse  tfag^aelf  ? 
I  know  thou  oould*st  not  come  and  visit  me : 

[Beads, 
I  will  not  long  he  from  thee  though  I  die. 
This  argues  the  entire  love  of  my  lor(| :   [fi^ufs. 
When  f forsake  thtey  death  seize  on  my  hearL 
But  sti^y  thee  here  where  Gaveston  shall  sleep.-- 
Now  to  the  letter  pf  my  lord  tl)ie  king. 
He  wills  me  to  repair  unto  the  court. 
And  meet  oiy  Qavc^on :  Tvtiy  do  I  stay^ 
Seeipg  thi^,t  lip  talks  thu^  of  n^y  piarriaze-day  I 
Who's  there,  Baldock? 
See  iliat  my  coach  t^  ^"eady,  I  must  hei^pe. 

BaL  ft  ^all  he  done,  fiaid^m.  '  [SsU. 

Lady,  And  meet  me  at  the  rark-pail  presently*^ — 
Spencer,  stjy  ypu  91^  J^ttif  mp  company, 
For  I  have  joyful  news  to  tell  thee  of; 
My  lord  of  Cornwall  is  a  coming  over. 
And  will  be  at  the  court  as  eoMi  as  we. 

Spen,  I  knew  the  king  would  have  him  home 
again. 

Lady,  If  all  things  /^^sort  ont,as  IhgpelJb^  wfl^ 


**  Cu/ll4>fi«-^See  Note  87  to  Gammer  Gartom's  NeaUe, 

^'  Or  making  low  lega-^Sce  Note  90  to  The  Panon't  Wedding.  % 

^  I  am  nmit  of  these  common  pedants,  I — Dr  Farmer  obserTCS,  that  this  daplicaiion  of  tbeprooom  was 
formerly  very  comnon.  See  several  instances  of  it  by  him,  Mr  Steevens,  aad  Mr  Maleae,  in  note  to  ie« 
ctmd  Fart  of  King  Henry  i  V.  A. «.  ».  4. 

^7  Sort  o«<— SicceM,  or  take  effeoti    S»rfhr  aficf.    ICptgnsfi, 
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Tbr  9ertbe,  i^pfooer,  iMl  be  thvnght  apon. 
Speru  I  humbly  thank  your  ladysbifk 
Lady.  CoiBe,  Wd  Iba  w«jr ;  C  long  till  X  am 
there.  [JUenH/. 

TEB,    Mortimer,    Warwick,    'F^^brOke, 
Kent,  Aiten<hnf^, 

£dwr  The  wind  is  good,  T  wonder  w^ybe  stays; 
I  fear  me  be  is  wrecked  upon  the  sea. 

Cfnun,  Look,  I/incaster,  how  passiooate  he  is, 
And  still  his  mind  rofis  on  his  mtniou ! 

Lan.  My  lord. 

Edm.  How  now!  fibat  news?  is  Gareston ai^ 
nred? 

Mor.jun.  Nothing  but  Gaveston !  what  means 
yom*  grace? 
Yoa  have  matters  of  more  weij»ht  to  think  upon ; 
The  king  of  France  sets  foot  in  Normandy. 

Edw,  A  trifle !  witiX  expel  him  when  we  please: 
Bat  tell  me,  Moitkntr^  what's  thy  deviqe. 
Against'  che  stalely  tifumph  we  decreed  ? 

Mor.jun.  A  hoaaoJy  pae^  wy  ^lord,  not  WQCth 
the  t^UiiuL. 

Edw,  Pray  thee  let  me  knmv  it. 

Mor.jum.  B^t  wHwg  ^oa  an^  to  demm^  itm 

it  is : 
A  lo%  loedaT'tree  fair  Qourishiug, 
On  whose  top-branches  kingly  eagles  perch, 
Aidby  tbsiWk  a  iMilsfr  ereeps  me  up. 
And  gets  iiato  tha  higb«at.b9«icn  of  all  '• 
The  motto,  ^ue  tundeim, 

Xdm.  And  fvbat  i8:your%  my  lord  of  t^ncaster  ? 

Lbo^  lAy  lord,  mine's  more  obscure  than  Mor- 
tuner's. 
Pliny  repert9,4bef9  ia  a  ''  %kff  fish, 
WIncfa  all  tbe  other  fishes  deadly  hat^ 
Aadtben^ibfe  beii^  pursued,  it  takes  the  air : 
No  sooner  is  it  up,  bat  there's  a  fowl 
That  seizA^tts  ^is^»b,«ay  lord,  I  bear^ 
The  motto  this :  lJndi^€  mors  e$tf 

£tf«. -Fvoad  Mortiioer !  ung^tle  Lancaster ! 
Is  this  the  io^eyou  b«ar  your  sovereign) 
is  this  Che  fruit  your  reconcilement  hears? 
Can  yoa  in  words  mak^  shovvof  amity. 
And  in  your  shields  dWplaf  your  rancorous  minds? 
What  oaH  jo»  Mtift  bui  privjuQe  libelling, 
Against  the  earl  of  Comwai  and  my  brother  ? 

QMeen.  SwMt  HvsbaiKi}  |ie  content,  they  all 

Ifiivejmu 
Edw.  Tliey  love  me  oot^  (bat  bate  my  Gaveston. 
I; in  that  oadar,  #hakf2  me  not  too  much ; 
And  you  the  eagles ;  soar  ye  ne'er  so  high, 
I  have  the  gresses  ^'  that  will  pull  you  down, 
And  ASlque  tmn4£m  shall  that  canker  cry 
Unto  the  proudest  peer  of  Britainy. 
13100^  thoa  coroparest  him  to  a  flying  fish, 


And  thceat'oest  dealb  whether  he  rise  or  fall, 
'Tis  not  the  hugest  monster  of  the  sea. 
Nor  foulfifit  hardy,  that  s)mll  swallow '^im* 

Mor,  juih  It  in  his  absence  thus  be  favours;^^ 
Wra,    .  * 

What  wi^  he  do  when  as  he  shall  be  present  ? 
Xoau'tbat  shall  we  see;  look  where  his  lord- 
ship comes. 

Enter  GavESToy. 

Edw.  My  'Gaveston  !  weleome  to  Tmmooth ! 
wela>me  to  thy  friend  I 
Thy  absence  ihade  me  droop,  and  pine  away  ; 
For  as  the  lovers  of  fair  Danae^ 
When  she  was  lockt  up  in  a  brazen  tower, 
Desired  her  more,  ana  waxt  outra^ous. 
So  did  it  fare  with  me  :  and  now  thy  sight 
Is  sweeter  far,  than  was  thy  parting  hence 
Bitter  and  irksorbe  to  my  sobbing  heart. 

Gccv,  Sweet  lord  and  king,  your  speech  pre- 
ventctb  mine. 
Yet  have  I  words  left  to  ebcpress  my  joy : 
The  shepherd,  nipt  with  bitmg  winter's  rage, 
Frolicks  not  more  to  see  the  painted  spring. 
Than  t  do  to  behold  y6uf  majesty. 

Edw.  Will  none  of  you  salute  my  Gaveston  ? 
Xan*  Salute  him?  yes;— welcome,  lord  chaia- 

beHafn. 
Mor.jun.  Welcome  is  the  good  earl  of  Corn- 

wal. 
"ti/ar.  Welcome,  lord  Governor  of  tha  Isle  <tf 

Man. 
Tern.  Welcome,  master  secretary. 
Edm.  Brother,  do  you  hear  them? 
Edw.  Still  win  these  earls  and  barons  use  me 

thus  ? 
'Gav.  My  lord,  I  cannot  brook  theae  iiyuries. 
Qtuen.  Ah !  nte,  '^oot  soal !  when  these  begin 

to  jar. 
Edw.  Return  it  to  their  throats,  111  be  thy  war- 
rant 
Gtro.  Base,  leadenearls,  that  glory  in  your  birth, 
Go  sit  at  home  and  eat  ^our  tenants'  beef; 
And  come  not  here  to  scoff  at  Gaveston, 
Whose  mounting  thoughts  did  never  creep  so  low, 
As  to  bestow  a  look  on  such  as  you. 
Lan.  Yet  I  disdain  not  to  do  this  for  yon. 

[Draws, 
Edw.  Treason !  treason !  wherc's  the  traitor  ? 
Pern,  tiere !  here !  king:  convey  hence  Gave- 
ston, they'll  murder  him* 
Gat.  The  life  of  thee  sbaU  salve  tKis  foul  dis- 

'  grace. 
Mor.jun.  Villain !  thy  life,  unless  X  mi^  mine 


CtMen.  Ah  !  furious  Mortimer,  what  bast  thou 
done? 


^  ^J^i^M-^tht  K^oc€tH$.    See  Plinll  Nat.  Hist.  lib.  Ix.  19.  » 

^  Gjimbm— Or,  as  it  is  more  commooly  written,  Jessts,  which,  Lathsun  says,  *'  are  those  short  straps  of 
Ifalhcr.  which  are  ^tened  to  the  hawk  a  legges,  and  so  to  the  lease  by  Tanrels,  amleu,  or  such  like." 
VOL.  I.  Y  --  T 
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Jlfor.  No  more  than  I  would  antwer,  were  be 

slain. 
Edw.    Yes,  more   than   tboa   canst  answer, 
though  he  live ; 
Dear  shall  you  both  abide  this  riotous  deed. 
Out  of  my  presence  !  c^e  not  near  the  court ! 
Jlfor.  jun.    I'll  not  be  barred  the  *nirt  for 

Gaveston. 
LaiL  We*ll  bale  him  by  the  ears  unto  the  block. 
Edw.  Look  to  your  own  heads;  his  is  sure 

enough. 
War,  Look  to  your  own  crown,  if  you  back  him 

thus. 
Edm.  Warwick,  these  words  do  ill  beseem  thy 

years. 
Edw,  Nay,  all  of  them  con^ire  to  cross  me 
thus; 
But,  if  I  live,  I'll  tread  upon  their  beads, 
That  think  with  high  looks  thus  to  tread  me  down. 
Come,  Edmund,  let's  away  and  levy  men ; 
Tis  war  that  must  abate  these  barons'  pride. 

[Exit  the  King, 
War.  Let*s  to  our  castles,  for  the  king  is  moved. 
Mor,jun,  Moved  may  he  be^  and  perish  in  his 

wrath! 
Lan,  Cousin,  it  is  no  dealing  with  him  now. 
He  means  to  make  us  stoop  by  force  of  arms ; 
And  therefore  let  us  jointly  here  protest, 
To  prosecute  that  Gaveston  to  the  death. 

Mor.jun,  By  heaven !  the  abject  viUaio  shall 

not  litre.; 
War,  I'll  have  his  blood,  or  die  in  seeking  it. 
Pern,  The  like  oath  Pembroke  takes. 
Lan,  And  so  doth  Lancaster. 
Now  send  our  heralds  to  defy  the  king ; 
And  make  the  people  swear  to  put  him  down. 

Enter  a  PoH. 

Mor.jun,  Letters !  from  whence  ? 

Metsen,  From  Scotland,  my  lord. 

Ian,  Why,  how  now,  cousm,  how  fare  all  our 

friends  ? 
Mor,  jun.  My  uncle's  taken  prisoner  by  the 

Scots. 
Lan,  We*il  have  him  ransom'd,  man ;  be  of 

good  cheer. 
Mor,  jun.  They  rate  his  ransom  at  five  diou- 
sand  pound. 
Who  should  defray  the  money  but  the  king, 
Seeing  he  is  taken  prisoner  in  his  wars  ? 
I'll  to  the  king. 
Lan.  Do,  cousin ;  and  HI  bear  diee  company. 
War,  Mean  time,  my  lord  of  Pembroke  and 
myself 
Will  to  Newcastle  here,  and  gather  bead. 


Mor.  jun.  About  it  then,  and  we  will  foUow 

you. 
Lan.  Be  resolute  and  full  of  secrecy. 
War,  I  warrant  you. 

Mor.  jun.  Cousin,  and  if  be  will  not  ransom 
him, 
III  dinnder  such  a  peal  into  his  ears, 
As  never  subject  did  uuto  his  king. 

lan.  Content,  HI  bear  my  part— Holla !  who's  | 

there?  | 

Mor.  jun.  Ay,  marry,  such  a  guard  as  thbdoth  : 

well. 
Lan.  Lead  on  the  way. 
Ouard,  Whither  will  yoUr  lordships  ? 
Mor.  jun.  Whither  else  but  to  the  king  ? 
Guard  His  highness  is  disposed  to  be  alone. 
Lan.  Why,  so  he  may ;  but  we  will  speak  to  him. 
Guard.  You  may  not  in,  my  lord. 
Mor, jun.  May  we  not? 

Enter  EoWAao. 

Edw.  How  now !  what  noise  is  this ! 
Who  hate  we  therh ?  is't  you? 

Mor.  jun.  Nay,  stay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring 
you  news; 
Mine  uncle  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Scots. 
Edw,  Then  ransom  him. 
Lan.  Twas  in  your  wars,  you  should  ransom 

him. 
Mor.  jun.  Afid  tou  shall  ransom  him,  or  else— 
Edm.  What!  Ilt6rtimer,  you  will  not  threaten 

him? 
Edw,  Quiet  yourself;  you  shall  have  the  broad 
-^      seal. 
To  gather  for  him  throughout  the  realm. 

Lan,  Your  miuion  Gaveston  hath  taught  yna 

this. 
Mor.  jun.  My  lord,  the  family  of  the  Morti- 
mers 
Are  not  so  poor,  but,  would  they  sell  their  land, 
Could  levy  men  enough  to  anger  you. 
We  never  beg,  but  use  such  prayers  aa  these. 
Edw.  Shall  I  still  be  haunted  thus  ? 
Mor.  jun.  Nay,  now  you  are  hero  alone.  111 

speak  my  mind. 
Lan,  And  so  will  I,  and  then,  my  lord,  farewell 
Mor,  jun.  The  idle  triumphi^  masks,  laadvioos 
shews, 
And  prodigal  gifts  bestowed  on  Gaveston, 
Have  drawn  thy  treasure  dry,  and  made  thee  weak ; 
The  murmuring  commons,  overstretched,  break.  ^ 
Lan.  Look  for  rebellion,  look  to  be  deposed; 
Thy  garrisons  are  beaten  out  of  France, 
And,,  lame  and  poor,  lie  groaniug  at  the  gates. 
The  wild  Oneyle,  with  swarms  of  ^  Irish  kerns, 


^  BrMk-'AW  the  editions  read  kaih. 

3'  /rtfJL  itcnu— **  Kem  in  Irehind  is  a  kind  of  foot  soaldier  lightly  armed  with  a  dart  or  skeyn. 
BloQOt*8  Blosiary,     *•  TJte  Hmu^^'  says  Bamaby  R^cbe,  in  bis  Description  of  Irdamd^  1610,  p.  S7.  are 
•*  the  very  droMe  and  scupn  of  the  coontrey,  a  generation  of  villaines  not  worthy  to  live :  these  be 
they  that  live  by  robbing  and  spoiling  the  poore  ctfontreymao,  that  maketh  him  manj  tines  to  buy  bread 
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live  nnooDtrolM  within  tbo  ?^  English  pa]e. 
Unto  the  walls  of  York  the  Soots  make  road, 
And  unresisted  draw  away  rich  spoils. 
Mor.jun,  The  haughty  Dane  conunands  the 
narrow  seas, 
While  in  the  harbour  ride  thy  ships  unrigged. 
Lan.  What  foreign  prince  sends  thee  embassa- 
dors? 
jMbr.  Who  loves  thee  ?  but  a  ''  sort  of  flatterers. 
Xoii.  Thy  gentle  queen,  sole  sister  to  Valoys, 
Complains  that  thou  hast  left  her  all  forlorn. 
J^or.  jun.  Thy  court  is  naked,  being  bereft  of 
those, 


That  make  a  king  seem  glorious  to  Uie  worid ; 
I  mean  the  peers,  whom  thou  should'sc  dearly  love : 
Libels  are  cast  against  thee  in  the  street ; 
Ballads  and  rhiroes  made  of  thy  overthrow. 
Lan.  The  Northern  Qorderers,  seeing  their 

houses  burnt, 
Their  wives  and  children  slain,  run  np  and  down, 
Cursing  the  name  of  thee  and  Gaveston. 

Mor.jun.  When  wert  thou  in  the  field  with 

banner  spread? 
But  once:  anc)  then  thy  soldiers  marched  like 

players. 


to  give  unto  tbem,  though  be  want  for  himselfe  and  his  poore  chfldmi.  These  are  they,  that  are  ready, 
to  rao  out  with  everie  rebell ;  and  these  are  the  verie  hags  of  bell,  fit  for  nothing  bat  for  the  gallows.'' 
The  following  description  ftf  the  Icish  in  general,  and  of  the  dress  of  the  kern  in  particular,  is  extracted 
from  the  Second  Part  of  J%e  Image  of  Jrelmde,  by  John  Derricke,  4to,  B.  L.  1581  : 

I  «« This  bride  it  is  the  soile. 

The  bridegrome  is  the  karne, 
With  writh^i  glibbes  like  wicked  sprits, 

With  visage  rough  and  steame. 
With  fcalles  upon  their  ponies. 

Instead  of  civill  cappes  : 
With  speares  in  hand,  and  swprdes  by  sides^ 

To  beare  of  after  clappes : 
With  jacekettcs  long  and  lai^, 

Whicbe  shroude  simplicitie : 
'Though  spitfull  dartcs  whioh  thei  do  bearf 

Iroporte  iniquitie. 
Their  skirtes  be  verie  strange, 

Not  reaching  paste  the  thie  : 
With  pleates  on  pleates  they  pleated  are, 

As  tbicke  as  pleates  may  lye. 
Whose  sieves  hang  trailing  doune 

Almost  unto  the  shoe: 
And  with  a  mantle  commonlie, 

The  Irish  karne  doe  goe. 
Now  some  emongst  the  reste, 

Doe  use  an  other  weede : 
A  coate  I  meane  of  strange  device. 

Which  fencie  first  did  breede. 
His  skirtes  be  verie  shorte, 

With  pleates  set  thicke  about. 
And  Irbh  trouzes,**  &c. 

The  same  writer  hath  given  a  long  detail  of  the  manners  of  the  ](rlsh  kerns.  See  also  Dr  WorburtonV 
Kote  on  Macbeth^  A.  I.  S.  2. 

3*  EmgliBh  poir-^**  The  Engltih  pah"  says  Boate,  in  his  Irehnd'e  Natural  HUtory^  1657,  p.  7.  "  com^ 
prehendeth  oalle  foor  cowties,  one  whereof  is  in  Ulster,  viz.  Louth,  and  the  other  three  in  Leinster,  to 
wit,  Mcatb,  Dublin,  and  Kildare :  the  original  of  which  divbioa  is  this.  The  English  at  the  first  con- 
quest, under  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Second,  having  within  a  little  time  conquered  great  part  of  Ireland, 
4iid  afterwards.  In  the  space  of  not  very  manv  yeares,^  make  themselves  masters  of  almost  all  the  rest,  h^- 
vag  expelled  the  natives  (called  the  Wild  Irhh,  because  that  in  all  manner  of  wildness  they  may  be  com- 
pared with  the  most  barbarous  nations  of  the  earth)  into  the  desart  woods  and  mountains.  But  afterwards 
being  fidlen  at  odds  among  themselves,  and  making  several  great  warres  the  one  upon  the  other,  the  Irish 
thereby  got  the  opportonitie  to  recover  Yiow  this,  and  then  that  part  of  the  land  i  whereby,  and  through 
the  degenerating  of  a  great  many  from  time  io  time,  who,  joining  themselves  with  the  Irish,  took  upon 
then  their  wild  fashions  and  their  language,  the  English  In  length  of  time  came  to  be  so  much  weakened, 
tbat  at  last  nothing  remained  to  them  of  the  whole  kingdome  worth  the  speaking  of,  but  the  great  cities 
sad  the  forenamed  four  counties  %  to  whom  the  Mune  of  Pale  was  given,  because  that  the  authority  and 
lovenotent  of  the  kings  of  England,  and  the  English  colonies  or  plantations,  which  before  had  been, 
•pread  over  the  whole  ^nd,  now  were  Kdaeed  to  so  snail  a  compass,  and  as  It  were  UnpaUd  within  the^ 


^}  SuH^'&tt  No^  ^  to  OfmrneF  Gmia^^s  Niedle, 
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With  '^gKrUb  rob^  noianodur;  and  thyself, 
Bedaub*d  with  gold,  rode  laughing  at  the  rest, 
Kodding  and  shaking  of  thy  spangled  crest, 
Where  women's  favours  hung  like  labels  down. 

Lan,  And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  fleering 
Scots, 
To  England's  high  disgrace,  ^^  hare  made  this  jig; 
^^  Maidt  of  Engiandj  sore  may  you  moorr^f 
For  your  tsmtnomyou  have  losty  at  Bennpckt  born, 
With  a  heave  and  a  ho, 
What  weeneih  the  king  qf  England, 
So  soon  to  have  won  Scotland, 
With  a  romhelow  ? 

Mor,  Wigmore  shall  fly,  to  set  my  ancle  free. 

Lan,  And  when  'tis  gone,  onr  swords  shall  pur- 
chase more. 
If  ye  be  moved,  revenue  it  at  yon  can; 
Look  next  to  see  us  with  out  ensigns  spitead^ 

[Exeunt  Nobles, 

Eda.  My  swelling  heart  for  very  angef  breaks ! 
How  oft  have  I  been  baited  by  these  peen. 
And  dare  not  be  revenged,  for  their  power  is  great! 
Yet,  shall  the  crowing  of  these  cocketeli    . 
Aflricht  a  lion  ?  Edward,  unfold  thy  paws. 
And  let  their  lives'  blood  slake  tliy  fury's  hunger. 
If  1  be  cruel  and  grow  tyrannous, 
Now  let  them  thank  themselves,  and  rue  top  late, 

Kent.  My  lord,  I  see  your  love  to  Gav.estOQi 
Will  be  the  ruin  of  the  realm  and  you ; 
For  now  the  wrathful  nobles  threateo  wars ; 
And  therefore,  brother,  banish  him  for  ever. 


Edw.  Art  thou  an  enemy  to.  my  Gavoton  f 
Kent.  Ay,  and  it  grieves  mc  that  I  favoured  him. 
Edw,  Traitor,  be  gone  f  whine  thou  with  Mor- 
timer. 
Kent  So  will  I,  rather  than  iritfi  Qaveston. 
Edw»  Out  of  my  sight,  and  trouble  me  no  more ! 
Kent.  No  marvel  that  thou  scorn  thy  noble 

When  I,  thy  brother,  am  rejected  thus.        Ifi^^* 
Bdw.  Away !— Poor  Gaveston,  that  hast  no  mend 
but  me  !^- 
J  Do  what  they  can,  we'll  Kve  in  Tinmonth  here. 
'And,  so  I  waJk  with  him  about  the  waHs, 
What  care  I  though  the  earls  begirt  us  round  !— 
Here  cometh  she  that's  cause  of  aU  these  jars. 

Enter  the  Queen,  three  Ladies,,  Baxj>ock,  asd 

SPfiNCER. 

Queen*  My  lord,  'tis  diought  the  earls  are  op  in 

arms. 
Edw,  Ay,  and  'tis  likewise  thought  you  favour 

them. 
Queen,  Thus  do  you  still  suspect  me  without 

cause? 
Ladies,  Sweet  uncle !  speak  more  kindly  to  the 

queen. 
Gave,  My  lord,  dissemble  with  her,  apeak  her 

fair, 
Edw,  Pardon  me,  sweet !  I  forgot  myself. 
Que^u,  Your  pardon  is  quickly  got  of  Isabell. 
JScte*  The  yoauger  Mortimer  is  grown  so  brave. 


f^  GoHsA^SpIendid,  gaady.    A  word  aoi  bf  Shakespease,  Sickard  III.  A.  4.  S.  4 : 

"  a  garish  flag." 

JRomdo  and  Juliet,  A.  3.  8.  4 1 

*^  all  the  world  sh^  l>e  in, love  nHh  aight. 

And  pay  no  worship  to  iha  garish  niu." 

And  by  Milton,  II  Peiueroso,  1, 141 : 

*'  Hide  me  from,  day*!  garish  eye." 
35  ffaeg  ffi^^^  this  jig : — A  jr>,  in  Marlow^s  time,  wa«  not  a  danee  anly,  if  at  all,  but  a  ballad.    In  (b« 
Barleiaa  Collection  of  Old  Ba|Jad8>  now  in  the  possession  o^  Thomas  Peainon,  Esq.,  are  sevieral  under  tkit 
tide,  as,  '*  A  Northeme  jige,  called  Dqintte  come  thou  to  me.*'  **  ^  mfrryneKJigge^or  the  pleasmt  wooing 
letvixt  Kit  and  Pegge,"  "  The  Wut  Country  Jiggt  or  A  Trencl^mor*  GaUiard;*^  and.  several  others. 
Again,  In  The  FataU  CentraU,  by  Hemn^ings,,  ^  4.  S,  4, : 

'<  Wee*llwearyoiiri<#r, 
Haw  is  your  haUad  iM^d,** 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  IlamUty  A.  S*  &  2. 

3^  Idaidt  of  England,  6ic,—in  Fabian's  Chronicle,  p^  155.  Vol.  U-  these  .verses  aie  given  with  some 
variation.  ^*  Than  the  Scottes  eoflamed  with  pryde  in  derysyon  o£  the  £nglisbmcn,  made  tbys  ryme  is 
foloweth » 

**  Maydens  of  Eoglande  sore  may  ye  mome. 

For  your  lemmans  ye  b^ve  lost  at  fianociys  bome,^ 

Wyth  heve  a  lowe. 
What  wenetb  the  king  of  EaglaDdt 
So  soooe  to  have  wone  Scotlande, 
**  Wyth  rjMMbylowe. 

**  Thys  senile  was  after  many  dales  song  in  daunces  in  the  carols  of  the  maydens  and  myostrellfs  of 
Scotland,  to  the  reproie  and  dMaprne  of  i:pglyEh€mcn,  with  dy vers  other  frbych  I  of er  passe.** 
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Tliftt  to>  nrf  nnOt  ht  tnWBktefis  tkfn  wars. 

Gave,  w^  db  yoo  not  commit  him  to  the 
Tower? 

Mdw.  I  dare  not,  for  the  people  love  him  well. 

€^ve,  Wfly  then  well  have  nim  pririly  made 
away; 

Etkp.  Would  Lancaster  and  he  had  both  ca- 
roused 
A  bowl  of  poison  to  each  other's  health  ! 
Bot  let  them  go;  and  tell  me  what  are  these. 

1  Lacfy.  Two  of  my  futher^s  servants  whilst  he 
lived: 
Mayt  please  your  grace  to  entertain  them  nuw. 

Bdw.  Tell  me,  wtiere  wast  thou  bom  f 
What  is  thine  arms? 

BaL  My  name  is  Baldock ;  and  my  gentry 
I  fetph  6t>m  Oxford,  not  from  heraldry. 

Edm,  The  fitter  art  thou,  Baldock,  ibr  my  turn. 
Wait  on  me,  and  Fll  see  thou  shalt  not  want. 

BaL  I  humbly  thank  your  majesty. 

Edwm  Knowest  thou  him,  Gaveston  ? 

Gave,  Ay,  my  lord,  his  name  is  Spencer,  he  is 
well  allied; 
For  my  sake  let  him  wait  apon  your  grace; 
Scarce  shal)  you  find  a  man  of  more  desert. 

Edw,  Then,  Sf>encer,  wait  upon  me;  fbr  his  sak^ 
m  grace  thee  with  a  higher  stile  ere  long. 

Spen.  No  greater  titles  happen  unto  me, 
Thaq  to  be  favoured  of  your  majesty., 

Edw.  Cousin,  this  day  shall  he  your  marriage- 
f^t. 
And,  Gaveston^  think  that  I  love  thee  well, 
To  wed  thee  to  our  niece,  the  only  heir 
Unto  the  earl  of  Glo'ster  late  deceased; 

Gave,  \  know,  my  lord,  many  will  stomach  me; 
But  I  respect  neither  their  love  nor  hate. 

Edzo,  The  head-strong  barons  shall  not  Iitnit 
me; 
He  that  I  list  to  favour  shall  be  great. 
Come,  letfs  away ;  and  when  the  marriage  end^ 
Have  at  the  rebels,  and  their  'complices ! 

[Exeunt. 

X»Ur  Lakcastbr,  MoarfMEK,  WARWicHy  Pbi** 
BaoxB^  and  KtJtr, 

Kent.  My  lords,  of  love  to  this  our  native  land, 
I  come  to  join  with  you,  and  leave  the  king; 
And  in  your  quarrel  and  the  realm's  behoof 
Will  be  the  first  tliat  shall  adventure  life^ 
Laju  I  fear  roe,  you  are  sent  of  policy, 
To  undermine  us  with  a  shew  of  love. 
War,  He  is  your  brother,  therefore  have  we 
cause 
To  oast  the  wors^  and,  doubt  of  yoor  revolt 
KerU.  Mine   honour  shall  be  hostage  of  my 
truth: 
if  dMtt  will  tiot  suffice,  farewell j  my  lords. 
Mor.jun.  Stay,  Edmund ;  never  was  Pianta- 
genet       t 
False  of  his  word,  and  therefore  trust  we  thee. 
Pern.  But  what's  the  reason  you  should  leave 

him  now? 
Keni,  1  have  informed  tlie  jearl  of  Lancaster. 


Xon.  And  it  sufficeth.    Now,  my  lords,  know 
this. 
That  Gaveston  is  secretfy  arrivedi» 
And  here  in  Tmmouth  frolics  with  the  king. 
Let  us  with  these  our  fbllowevs  scale  the  wallfl^ 
And  suddenly  surprise  them  nnafwares, 

Mor,jun,  Fll  give  die  onset. 

War,  And  Fll  follow  thee. 

Mur.juru  This  tattered  ens^nof  my  ancestors, 
Wht(«  swept  the  desert  shore  of  that  dead  sea, 
Wheriof  we  got  the  name  of  Mortimer,    . 
Will  I  advance  upon  this  ca3tle*s  walls. — 
Drums,  strike  alarum,  rm'se  them  from  their  sporty 
And  ring  aloud  the  knell  of  Gaveston ! 

Lan,  None  be  so  hardy  as  to  touch  the  king  ; 
But  neither  spare  you  Gaveston  nor  his  friends. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  and  Splncer,  Queen,  Ladies, 
6ic  to  them  Gaveston. 

Edw,  O  tell  me,  8pencer^  where  is  Gaveston  f 

Spen.  I  fear  me  he  is  slain,  my  gracious  lord. 

Edw,  No,  here  he  comes ;  now  let  them  spoil 
and  kill. 
Fly,  fiy^  my  lords,  the  earls  have  got  die  hold> 
Take  shipping  and  away  to  Scarborough ; 
Spencer  and  I  will  post  away  by  land. 

Gov,  Ostay,  my  lord,  they  will  not  injure  you, 

Edw.  I  will  not  trust  them ;  Gaveston,  away ! 

Gav.  Farewell,  my  lord. 

Edw,  I.ady,  farewell. 

Lady,  Farewell,   sweet  uncle,  till  we  meet 
again. 

Edw,  Fareweli;,8weet  Gaveston ;  and  farewell^ 
niece. 

Queen.  No  ftireweH  topoorlsuben  thy  queen? 

Edw,  Yes,  yes,  for  Mordmer,  your  lever^s  sake. 
[Exeunt  omnes,  prater  iBKHZLhA* 

Queen,  Heavens  can  witness,  I  love  none  but 
you. 
From  my  embracements  thus  he  breaks  away. 
O  that  mine  arms  could  close  diis  isle  about. 
That  1  might  pull  him  to  me  where  I  would ! 
Or  that  these  tears,  that  drtssel  from  mine  eye% 
Had  power  to  mollify  his  stony  heart, 
That^  when  I  bad  him,  we  m^ht  never  part ! 

Enter  the  Barom,   AUtnuns, 

Lan,  1  wonder  how  he  'scaped 

Mor,jun,  Who's  this,  the  Queen? 

Queen*  Ay*.  Mordmer,  the  miserable  Queen, 
Whose  pining  heart  her  inward  si^hs  have  blasted. 
And  body  with  condnual  mournmg  wasted : 
These  handff  are  drcd  with  haliug  of  my  lord 
From  Gaveaton,.  from  wieked  Gaveston,  , 

And  ail  in  vain;  for^  when  I  speak  him  fair. 
His  turns  away,  and  suiiUs  upon  his  minion. ' 

Mor.jun.  Cease- to  tametf^  and  leR  us  wbereV 
the  king. 

Queen.  What  would  you  with  the  king  ?  is't  him 
you  seek  ? 

Lan,  No,  madam,  but  that  cursed  Gaveston^ 
Far  be  it  fh>m  ^  Hiottght  of  Lancasteri 
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To  offer  violence  to  his  soverctdo. 

We  would  but  rid  the  realm  ofGaveston : 

Tell  us  wher^he  remaios,  and  he  shall  die. 

Queen,  He's  ^ne  by  water  onto  Scarborough ; 
Pursue  him  ouickly,  and  he  cannot  'scape ; 
The  king  hath  left  him,  and  his  train  is  small. 

War,  ^'  Forslow  no  time,  tweet  Lancaster,  let's 
march. 

Mor,  Hq)¥  comes  it  that  the  king  and  he  are 
parted  ? 

Queen,  That  thus  your  arroj,  going  several 
ways, 
^ight  be  of  lesser  force ;  and  with  the  power 
That  he  intendeth  presently  to  raise. 
Be  easily  suppressed ;  therefore  be  gone. 

Mor,  Here  in  the  river  rides  a  Flemish  hoy ; 
Let's  all  aboard,  and  follow  him  amain. 

Lan,  The  wind  that  bears  him  hence  will  fill 
our  sails : 
Come,  come  aboard,  'tis  but  an  hour's  sailing. 

Mor,  Madam,  stay  you  within  this  castle  here. 

Queen*  No,  Mortimer,  Til  to  my  lord  the  king. 

JUor.  Nay,  ratlier  sail  with  us  to  Scarborough. 

Queen,  You  know  the  king  is  so  suspicious^ 
As,  if  he  hear  I  have  but  talked  with  you^ 
Mine  honour  will  be  called  in  question ; 
And  therefore,  gentle  Mortimer,  be  gone. 

Mor.  Madam,  I  cannot  stay  to  answer  you^ 
fiut  think  of  Mortimer  as  he  deserves. 

Queen.  So  well  hast  thou  deserved,  sweet  Mor^ 
timer, 
As  Isabell  could  live  with  thee  for  ever. 
In  vain  I  look  for  love  at  Edward's  hand. 
Whose  eyes  are  fixed  on  none  but  Gaveston; 
Yet  once  more  1*11  importune  him  with  prayer; 
If  he  be  strange,  and  not  regard  my  words, 
My  son  and  I  will  over  into  France, 
And  to  the  king  my  brother  there  complain. 
How  Gaveston  hath  robb'd  me  of  his  love : 
But  yet  I  hope  my  sorrows  will  have  end. 
And  Gaveston  this  blessed  day  be  slain.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Gaveston  pursued 

OaV'  Yet,  lusty  lords,  I  have  escaped  your 
hands, 
Youf  threats,  your  larums,  and  your  hot  pursuits; 
And,  though  divorced  from  king  Edward's  eyes. 
Yet  liveth  Pierce  of  Gaveston  unsurprised, 
Breatliiog,  in  hope  (^*  malgrado  all  your  beardsy^' 


That  muster  rebels  thus  agnnit  yoar  king) 
To  see  his  royal  sovereign  once  again. 

Enter  the  Nobies. 

War.  Upon  him,  soldiers,  take  away  his  weo^ 
pons. 

Mor.  jam.  Thou  proud  disturber  of  thy  cowl- 
try's  peace, 
Corrupter  of  thj  kii»|  cause  of  these  broils^ 
Base  flatterer,  yield  .'and-  were  it  oot  for  shamc^ 
Shame  and  dishonour  to  a  soldier^s  name, 
Upon  my  weapon's  point  here  should'st  thoa  falli 
And  welter  in  thy  gore, 

Lan.  Monster  of  men !  that,  like  the  Greekisb 
strumpet, 
Traineth  to  arms  and  bloody  wart 
So  many  valiant  knights ; 
Look  for  no  other  fortune,  wretch,  thau  death; 
King  Edward  is  not  here  to  buckler  thee. 

War.  Lancaster,  why  talk'st  thou  to  die  skived 
Go,  soldiers,  take  him  hence; 
For  by  ray  swurd  his  head  shall  off: — . 
Gaveston,  short  warning  shall  serve  thjr  turn. 
It  is  our  country's  cause. 
That  here  severely  we  will  execute 
Upon  thy  person : — hang  him  upon  a  bough. 

Goo.  My  lords  !— 

War.  Soldiers,  have  him  aw{^ ; — 
But  for  thou  wert  the  favourite  of  a  king, 
Thou  shalt  have  so  much  honour  at  our  hands. 

Gov,  1  thank  you  all  my  lords :  then  I  perceive^ 
That  heading  is  one,  and  hanging  b  the  fxdMBt^ 
And  death  is  aU. 

Enter  the  Eat/o/*  Arukdel. 

Lan.  How  now,  my  lord  of  Arundel? 

Arun.  My  lords,  king  Edwarcl  greets  you  alt 
by  me. 

War.  Arundel,  say  voiMT  message. 

Arun,  His  majesty,  bearing  that  you  had  takei^ 
Gaveston, 
Intreateth  you  by  roe,  but  that  he  may 
See  him  before  he  dies ;  for  why,  he  says^ 
And  sends  you  word,  be.  knows  that  die  hi»  sbaU; 
And,  if  YOU  gratify  his  grace  so  far. 
He  will  be  mindful  of  the  courtesy. 

War.  How  now? 

Gov,  Renowned  Edward,  how  thy  name 
Revives  poor  Gaveston  \ 


37  f\>rslow  no  f ime,  tweet  Lancaster,  lets  march — i.  e.  Lose  no  time,  do  not  delay. 

Sc'in  Ben  Jonson's  lEverp  Mm  out  of  hit  Hummar,  A.  5.  S.  8 1— <^  Mow  therefore.  If  you  can  think  upon 
any  present  means  for  his  delivery,  do  not/or«f/ow  ft." 

L>ly*i  Emphuet,  p.  58  s^^*  Let  h^rforeslow  no  occasion  that  may  bring  the  childe  to  qayetoeMe.*' 

The  Curiam  Drasoerof  the  World,  by  W. ParlLes,  1618,  p.  8t---** How  conies  it  then  that  prevcotioa 
never  comes  ?  that  men  see  this,  yet  foresee  it  not  }  that  men  know  this,  yet  foreslow  it  not.** 

^ee  also  the  Third  Part  of  King  Henry  VL  A.  8.  8. 3.  and  Mr  Stcevens  s  Note  thereon. 

3S  Malgrado—\\n\.  maugre,  in  despite  of,  Florio*s  Dictionary,  1598. 

39  Jill  your  heards^To  beard  a  person,  is  to  oppose  him  to  his  face. 
AgaUi^  p.  365 : 

**  These  baroi^  thus  to  beard  m  in  my  land."    S.  P. 
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War.  No^  it  neededi  not : 
Arandely  we  irtll  eratify  the  king 
In  other  matters,  he  must  pardon  as  in  this.— 
Sotdier8»  away  with  hinu 

G^o.  Why,  my  lord  of  Warwick, 
WUl  these  delays  beget  me  any  hopes  ? 
I  know  tty -lords,  it  is  this  life  yon  ami  at, 
Tet  grant  king  Edward  this. 
Mor.jmn.  Stmlt  thoa  appoint  what  we  shall 
grant?— 
Soldiers,  away  with  him : 
Tliiis  ws^l  sratify  the  king^ 
Well  send  his  head  by  thee,  let  him  bestow 
His  tears  on  that,  for  that  is  all  he  gets 
Of  Gaveston,  or  else  his  senseless  trunk. 

Ion.  Not  so,  my  lords,  lest  he  bestow  more  cost 
In  burying  him,  than  he  hath  ever  earned. 

Arum,  My  lords,  it  is  his  majesty's  request, 
And  on  the  booour  of  a  king  he  swears, 
Ik  vrill  but  talk  with  him,  and  send  him  back. 
War.  When,  can  you  tell?  Arundel,  no;  we 
wot. 
He  that  the  care  of  his  realm  remits, 
And  drives  his  nobles  to  these  exigents 
For  Gaveston,  will,  if  he  seize  him  once, 
Violate  any  promise  to  possess  hiok 
Jbrun,  Then,  if  you  will  not  trust  his  grace  in 
keep, 
Mj  lords,  I  will  be  pledge  for  his  return. 

Mor.jun.  It  is  honourable  in  thee  to  ofier  thb ; 
Bat  for  we  know  thou  art  a  noble  gentleman, 
We  will  not  wrong  thee  so, 
To  make  away  a  true  man  for  a  thief. 
Gov.  How  meanest  thou,  Mortimer?  this  is 

over  base. 
Mor,  Away,  base  groom,  robber  of  king's  re- 
nown, 
Qoestiun  with  thy  comp|anions  and  thy  mates. 
Pm.  My  lord  Mortimer,  and  you  my  lords, 
each  one. 
To  gratify  the  king's  reauest  thereb, 
Toi^hing  the  senmng  ot  this  Gaveston, 
Bectnse  hb  majes^  so  earnestly 
Denies  to  see  the  man  before  his  death, 
I  will  upon  mine  honour  undertake 
To  carry  him,  and  bring  him  back  again ; 
Profided  this,  that  you,  my  lord  of  Arundel, 
Will  join  with  me. 

War.  Pembroke,  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Cause  yet  more  bloodshed  ?  b  it  not  enough    . 
That  we  have  taken  him,  but  must  we  now 
Lea?e  him  on  had  I  wis^  and  let  him  go? 
Pern.  My  lords,  I  will  not  over-woo  yotir  ho- 
nours, 
Bat,  if  you  dare  trust  Pemlyoke  with  the  prisoner. 
Upon  my  oath  I  will  retom  him  bodu 
AruM.  My  lord  of  Lancaster,  what  say  you  in 

this? 
In.  Why  I  say,  let  him  go  on  Pembroke's 

word. 
Pern.  And  vou,  lord  Mortimer  ? 
Mor.juH,  How  say  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 
War,  Nay,  do  yoor  pleasures^ 


I  know  iiow  ^twit!  prove. 

Pern,  Then  give  him  me. 

Cav.  Sweet  sovereign,  yet  I  com6 
To  see  thee  ere  I  die. 

War.  Not  yet,  perhaps. 
If  Warwick's  wit  and  policy  prevail.         [Aside. 

Mar.  jun.  My  lord  of  Pembroke,  we  deliver 
him  you ; 
Return  him  on  your  honour,  soqod.   Away. 

[Ereurit, 

Manemt  Pembroke,  Matrcvis,  Gatestov,  and 
Pembroke's  Men,  four  Soldiers, 

Pern.  My  lord,  you  shall  go'  with  me. 
My  house  is  not  tar  hence,  out  of  the  way 
A  Bttle ;  but  our  men  shall  go  along. 
We  that  have  pretty  wenches  to  our  wives. 
Sir,  must  not  come  so  near  to  baulk  their  lips. 

Mat.  Tis  very  kindly  spoke,  ray  lord  of  Pem- 
broke ; 
Your  honour  hath  an  adamant  of  power 
To  draw  a  prince. 

Pern,  So,  mv  lord. — Come  hither,  James; 
I  do  commit  this  Gaveston  to  thee, 
Be  thou  this  night  his  keeper ;  in  the  morning 
We  will  discharge  thee  of  thy  charge ;  be  gcme. 

G<xv.  Unhappy  Gaveston,  whiiher  goest  ihou 
now  ?  f  Exit  rum  serv.  Pem. 

Horse^bm/.  My  lord,  well  quickly  be  atCobhaui. 

[Elseunt  and 

Enter  Gaveston  mournings  and  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke's  men. 

.  Oav.  O  treacherous  Warwick !  thus  to  wrong 
thy  friend. 
James.  I  see  it  is  your  life  these  arms  pursue. 
Gov.  Weaponless  must  I  full  ?   and  die  iu 
bands  ? 
O  must  this  day  be  period  of  my  life  ! 
Center  of  all  my  bliss ! — and  ye  be  men. 
Speed  to  the  king. 

Enter  Warwick  and  his  Company. 

War.  My  lord  of  Pembroke's  men. 
Strive  you  no  more,  I  will  have  that  Gaveston. 
James*  Your  Lordship  doth  dishonour  to  your* 
self. 
And  wrong  our  lord,  your  honourable  friend. 
War,  No,  James,  it  is  my  country's  cause  I 
follow. 
Go,  take  the  villain 4  soldiers,  come  away. 
We'll  nmke  quick  work.     Commend  mc  to  your 

master. 
My  friend,  and  tell  him  that  I  wiktched  it  well. 
Come  jet  thy  shadow  parley  with  king  Edward. 
GiTOL  Treacherous  earl !  shall  not  I  see  the  ^ 

king? 
War.  The  king  of  heaven  perhaps,  no  other 
king. 
Away; 

[Exeunt  Warwick  and  his  Men,  with  Gave- 
STOzr.    Mancnt  James,  cum  ierteris, 
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Jamn,  Come,  fellows,  it  boptetb  not  for  tu  to  I 
strive ; 
We  will  in  haste  go  certifj  our  lord.      [EstuMt, 

Enter  King  Edward  and  Spcvcer,  mth  DrumM 
and  Fifes. 

Edw.  I  long  to  Iiear^  answer  from  the  harons, 
Touching  my  friend,  m;^  dearest  Gaveston. 
Ah !  Spencer,  BOt  tlie  riches  of  my  realm 
Can  ransom  him !  ah,  he  is  marked  to  die! 
I  know  the  malice  of  the  younger  Mortimer, 
Warwick  I  know  is  rough,  and  Lancaster  . 
Inexorable,  and  I  shall  never  see 
My  lovely  Pierce  of  Gaveston  again. 
The  barons  overbear  me  with  tlieir  pride.     .  ^ 

Spen,  Were  I  king  Edward,  England's  sovereign. 
Son  to  the  lovely  Eleanor  of  Spam, 
Great  Edward  Lougshank's  issue,  would  I  bcnr 
These  braves,  this  rage,  and  suffer  uncwHrourd 
These  barons  thus  to  beard  me  in  my  land. 
In  mine  own  realm  ?  my  lord,  pardon  ray  speech, 
Did  you  retain  your  father's  magnanimity, 
Did  you  regard  the  honour  of  your  name, 
You  would  not  suffisr  thus  your  majesty 
Be  counterbuft  of  your  nobility. 
Strike  off  their  heads,  and  let  them  preach  on  poles; 
No  doubt,  such  lessons  they  will  teach  the  rest, 
A3  by  their  preachments  they  will  profit  much, 
And  learn  obetlience  to  their  lawful  king. ' 

Edw.JYettt  gentle  Spencer,  we  have  been  too 
mild. 
Too  )u«4  to  them;  but  now  have  drawn  our 

sword. 
And.  if  they  send  me  not  my  Gaveston, 
We'll  steel  it  on  their  crest,  and  poll  their  tops. 

BaL  This  haught  resolve  becomes  your  Ma- 
jesty ; 
You  onght  not  to  be  tied  to  their  affection. 
As  though  your  highness  were  a  school-boy  still, 
And  must  be  awed  and  governed  like  a  child. 

Enter  Hugh  Spencer  an  OldMan,  Faihtrt^ihe 
Young  Spencer,  with  his  Trunchion  and 
Soldiers, 
Spen.  sen.  Long  live  my  sovereign,  the  noble 
Edward, 
In  peace  triumphant,  fortunate  in  wars !" 

£rfw.  Welcome,  old  man :  com'st  thou  in  Ed- 
ward's fud } 
Then  tell  the  prince  of  whence,  and  what  thou  art 
Spen.  sen.  Lo,  widi  a  band  of  bowmen  and  of 

pikes, 
^  Brown-bills,  and  targitcers,  four  hundred 
strongs 


Sworn  to  defend  king  Edward's  loyid  ri^^ 
I  come  in  person  to  your  nnyesty; 
Spencer,  t^  father  of  Hog^  Spmer  tbere^ 
Bound  to  your  hij|;fanets  evcrlastii^(y^ 
For  favour  done  in  him  vnto  «t  m. 

Edm.  Thy  father,  Spencer  ? 

Spen.Jwu  True,  and  it  like  yowr  fmoe. 
That  pours  in  lieu  of  all  yeur  goodness  shewa» 
His  life,  my  lord,  before  ywr  princely  leet. 

Edw.  Welcome  ten  thousand  times,  old  man, 
apin. 
Spencer,  this  love,  this  kind  new  to  thy  kii^ 
Ai^oes  thy  noUe  mind  and  dispoiition. 
Spencer,  I  here  create  thee  <aui  of  Wiltshire^ 
And  daily  will  enrich  thee  with  our  finvonr. 
That,  as  the  sun*&hine,  shall  reject  o'er  liiee. 
Besides,  the  more  to  manifest  onr  lowe^  ^ 
Because  we  hear  lord  Bnice  d«ith  soU  nis  land. 
And  that  the  Mor^mers  are  in  ^^  wraUial, 
Thou  shalt  have  crowns  of  us  ^outbid  the  baioos: 
And,  Spencer,  spare  them  not,  l^y  it  on^ 
Soldiers,  a  largess  and  thrice  welconne  idK 

Spen.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  ^ueen* 

Enter  the  i^feM  tmd  her  Son,  «iul  LsTtErjit  a 
Frendkman. 

Edw.  Madam,  what  news  ? 

Queen.  News  of  dishonour,  kird,  and  discontent 
Our  friend  Levune,  faithful  and  full  of  trust, 
Informeth  us,  by  letters  and  by  words. 
That  Valois  our  brother,  king  of  France, 
Because  your  highness  hath  been  slack  in  honui^, 
Hath  seiied  Normandy  into  his  hands. 
These  be  the  letters,  thb  the  messen^. 

Edw,  Welcome,  Levune.— Tu^  Sib,  if  this  be 

Valois  and  I  will  soon  be  friends  again. 
But  to  my  Gaveston :  shall  I  never  see. 
Never  behold  thee  more  ?  Madam,  in  this  matter 
We  wiU  employ  voo  and  your  little  son ; 
You  shall  go  parley  with  the  king  of  France. — 
Boy,  see  you  Dear  you  bravely  to  the  khig, 
And  do  your  message  with  a  majesty. 

Prince.   Commit  not  to  my  youth  ^i^  of 
'  more  weight 
Than  fits  a  prince  so  yomig  as  I  to  bear* 
And  fear  not,  lord  and  father,  heaven^ great  heiuo 
On  Atlas'  shouMer  shall  not  He  more  safv^ 
Than  shall  your  charge  committed  to  mj  trvst 

Queen.  Ah,  b<w!  this  towardness  makes  thy 
mother  fear 
Thou  art  not  marked  to  many  days  on  earth. 

Edw.  Madam,  we  will  tfai^t  yon  with  speed  be 
shipped. 


^  Brwwi-6in«— **  The  old  weapon  of  the  English  Infantry,  which,  says  Temple,  g«oe  th$mmegimify 
mnd  deplorable  wovnds.    It  may  be  called  the  fatcata  tecurit.     Dr  Johnson's  Note  oo  Much  ado  mkomt  No- 

l/'|he'  lasted'aion  of  Shakespeare,  the  reader  wiU  find  reprcseatations  of  the  several  kinds  o>  hOts 
which  were  formerly  In  use. 
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And  this  o«r  ton ;  LemiM  sluil]  follow  joa 
With  all  the  haste  we  can  dispatch  him  hence. 
Cbofie  of  our  lords  to  bear  yon  company, 
And  go  io  peace ;  leave  us  in  wars  at  home. 
Queem.  Unnatural  wars,  where  subjects  brave 
their  king; 
God  end  them  once. — My  lord,  I  take  my  leave, 
To  make  my  preparation  for  France. 

Enttr  Lord  Matrevis. 

Edw,   What,  lord  Matrevis,  dost  thou  come 
alone  ? 

Mat.  Yea,  my  good  lord,  for  Gaveston  is  dead. 

Edw,  Ah,  traitors !  have  they  put  my  friend  to 
death? 
Tell  me,  Matrevis,  died  he  ere  thou  camest. 
Or  did*st  thou  see  mv  friend  to  take  his  death } 

Mat.  Neither,  my  lord ;  for  as  he  was  surprised, 
Begirt  with  weapons,  and  with  enemies  round, 
I  did  your  highness'  message  to  them  all ; 
Demanding  lum  of  them,  entreating  rather^ 
And  said,  upon  the  honour  of  my  name, 
That  I  would  undertake  to  carry  him 
Unto  your  highness,  and  to  bring  him  back. 

Edw.  And  tell  me,  would  the  rebels  deny  me 
that? 

Spetu  Proud  recreants ! 

Edw.  Yea,  J^pencer,  traiti»rs  alL 

Mat.  I  found  them  at  the  €rst  inexorable : 
The  earl  of  Warwick  would  not  bide  the  hearing, 
Mortimer  hardly,  Pembroke  and  Lancaster 
Spake  least :  and  when  they  flatly  had  denied, 
Kefusing  to  receive  me  pledge  for  him. 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  mildly  thus  bespake : 
My  lords,  because  our  sovereign  sends  for  hin^ 
Aiid  promiseth  he  shall  be  safe  returned, 
I  will  this  undertake,  to  have  him  hence. 
And  see  him  re-delivered  to  your  hands. 

Edm.  WeU,  and  how  fortunes  that  he  came  not  ? 

Spem.  Some  treason,  or  some  villainy,  was  the 


Mat.  The  earl  of  Warwick  seized  him  on  his 
way. 
For  being  delivered  unto  Pembroke's  men. 
Their  lord  rode  home,  thinking  his  prisoner  safe ; 
But  ere  be  came,  Warwick  in  ambush  4ay, 
And  bare  him  to  his  death,  and  in  atrench 
Stnx^  off  bis  head,  and  roarch*d  unto  the  camp. 

^mh.  A  bloody  part,  flatly  Against  law  of  arms. 

idm.  OshaU  I  speak  I  or  shall  I  sigh  and  die! 

Spen.  My  lord,  refer  your  vengeance  to  the 
•word 
Upon  these  barons'!  hearten  up  your  men ; 
lit  diem  not  unrevenged  murder  jour  friends ! 
Advance  your  standard,  Edward,  m  the  field. 
And  inarch  to  fire  them  from  their  starting  boles. 
[Edward  kneeli^  and  fotM : 

Edm.  By  earth,  the  commrm  mother  of  us  all ! 
^y  heafen,  and  all  the  moving  orbs  thereof  f 


By  this  right  band !  and  by  my  father's  swor4 
And  all  the  honours  'longing  to  my  crown  I 
I  will  have  heads,  and  lives  for  him,  as  many 
As  I  have  manors,  castles,  ttiwns,  and  towers 
Treacherous  Warwick !  traitorous  Mortimer ! 
If  I  be  England's  king,  in  lakes  of  gore 
Your  headless  trunks,  your  bodies  will  I  trail. 
That  you  may  drink  your  fill,  and  quaff  in  bloo^ 
And  stain  my  royal  standard  with  the  same ; . 
That  so  my  bloody  colours  may  suggest 
Remembrance  of  revenge  immrvrtally, 
On  your  accursed  traitorous  progeny. 
You  villains,  that  have  slain  my  Gaveston.  * 
And  in  this  place  of  honour  and  of  trust, 
Spencer,  sweet  Spencer,  I  adopt  thee  here; 
And  merely  of  our  love  we  do  create  thee 
Earl  of  Cloister,  and  lord  chamberiaio. 
Despite  of  times,  despite  of  enemies. 

Spen.  My  lord,  here  is  a  messenger  from  the 
barons. 
Desires  access  unto  your  Majesty. 

Edw.  Admit  him  near. 

Enter  the  Herald  from  the  Baroni,  with  hit  coat 
ofamu. 

Meuen.  Long  live  king  Edward,  England's  law- 
ful lord! 

Edw.  So  wisli  not  tltcy  I  ^  wis  that  sent  thee 
hither. 
Thou  comebt  from  Mortimer  and  his  accomplices; 
A  ranker  root  of  rebels  never  was. 
Well,  say  thy  message. 

Metten.  'the  barons  up  in  arms,  by  me  salute 
Your  highness  with  long  life  and  happiness ; 
And  bid  me  say,  as  plainer  to  your  grace, 
That  if,  without  effusion  of  blood. 
You  will  this  grief  have  ease  and  remedy^ 
That  from  your  princely  person  you  r:cmove 
This  Speocer,  as  a  putrefying  branch, 
That  deads  the  royal  vine,  whose  golden  leaves 
Empale  your  princely  head,  jour  diadem ; 
Whose  brightness  such  peraidoos  upstarts  dii% 
Say  they,  and  lovingly  aidvise  your  grace. 
To  cherish  virtue  an(i  nobility. 
And  have  old  servitors  in  high  esteem. 
And  shake  ofi*  smooth  dissembling  flatterers  c 
This  granted,  they,  their  honours,  and  their  lives. 
Are  to  your  highness  vowed  and  consecrate. 

Spem.  Ah,  traitors !  will  they  still  display  their 

Xride? 
wav,  tarry  oo  answer,  but  be  gone ! 
Rebels,  will  they  appoint  their  sovereign 
His  sports,  his  pleasures,  and  his  company  ? 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  see  how  I  do  divorce 

\Embracet  Spencer, 
Spencer  from  me — ^Now  get  tnee  to  thy  lords, 
And  tell  them  I  wiU  come  to  chastise  them 
For  morthering  Gaveston:  hie  thee!  get  th^ 
gone! 


VOL.  I, 
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Edward,  with  fire  and  sword,  follows  at  thy  heels.— 
My  lord,  perceive  you  how  these  rebels  swell? 
Soldiers,  good  hearts,  defend  v«ur  sovereign's  right, 
For  now,  even  now,  we  march  to  make  them  stoop, 
-^way  J  ^  [Exeunt. 

Alarums,  ExcursioTU,  a  great  IfHght,  and  a 
Retreat. 

Enter  the  King,  Spencer  the  Father,  Spencer 
th€  Son,  and  the  Noblemen  of  the  King's  side, 

Edw.  Why  do  we  sound  retreat  ?  upon  them, 
lords  I 
This  'ay  I  shall  pour  vengeance  with  my  sword 
On  those  proud  rebels  that  are  up  in  arms. 
And  do  confront  and  countermand  their  king. 
Spen.jun,  1  doubt  it  not,  my  lord,  right  will 

prevail 
Spen.  sen.  lis  not  amiss,  my  liege,  for  either 
part 
To  breathe  a  while ;  our  men,  with  sweat  and  dust 
All  choked  well  near,  begin  to  faint  for  heat, 
And  this  retire  refresheth  horse  and  man. 
Spen.jun.  Here  come  the  rebels. 

Enter  the  Barons,  Mortimer,  Lancaster, War- 
wick, Pembroke,  ^c. 

Mor,  Loek«  Lancaster,  yonder's  Edward  'mong 

his  flatterers. 
Lafi,  And  there  let  him  be,  till  he  pay  dearly 

for  their  company. 
War.  And  shall,  or  Warwick's  sword  shall 

smite  in  vain. 
Edw.  What,  rebels,  do  you  shrink,  and  sound 

retreat? 
Mor.jun.  No,  Edward,  no,  thy  flatterers  faint 

and  fly. 
Tjm.  Th'ad  best  betimes  forsake  thee,  and  their 
trains. 
For  they'll  betray  thee,  traitors  as  they  are. 
Spen.jun.  Traitor  in  thy  face,  rebellious  Lan- 
caster ! 
Fern.  Away,  base  upstart !  bravest  thou  nobles 

thus? 
Spen.  sen.  A  noble  attempt !  and  honourable 
deed ! 
Is  it  not,  trow  ye,  to  assemble  aid. 
And  levy  arms  against  your  lawful  king  ? 

Edw.  For  which  ere  lonjg  their  heads  shall  sa- 
tisfy. 
To  appease  the  wrath  of  their  offended  king. 
Mor.jun.  Then,  Edward,  thou  wilt  fight  it  to 
the  last, 
And  rather  bathe  thy  sword  in  subjects^  blood. 
Than  banish  that  p^nidous  company? 

Edjp.   Ay,  traitors  all,  rather  than  thus  be 
braret^- 
Make  England's  civil  towns  bnge  h«aps  of  stones, 
And  plows  to  go  about  oar  palace^gates. 


War.  A  desperate  aod  uanataral  reaoliitioQ ! 
Alarum  to  the  fight,  ^  St  Geoi^ge  for  England, 
And  the  barons'  right. 

Edw.  St  Geoige  for  England,  and  king  Ed- 
ward's right!  [EieesuU. 

Re-enter  Edward,  with  the  Barons,  captives, 

Edw.  Now,  lusty  lords,  now,  not  by  cbanoe  9f 
war. 
But  justice  of  the  quarrel,  and  the  cause. 
Vailed    is  your  pride;  methinks  you  hang  the 

heads. 
But  we'll  advance  them,  traitors ;  now  'tis  time 
To  be  avenged  on  you  for  all  your  braves. 
And  for  the  murder  of  my  dearest  friend. 
To  whom  right  well  you  knew  our  soul  was  knit^ 
Good  Pierce  of  Gavestoo,  my  sweet  favourite. 
Ah,  rebels  !  recreants !  you  made  him  away. 

Edm,  Brother,  in  regard  of  thee,  and  of  thy 
land. 
Did  they  remove  that  flatterer  from  thy  throne. 

Edw.  So,  sir, you  have  spoke;  away,  avoid  our 


presence 


l_ 


Accursed  wretches,  was't  in  regard  of  us. 
When  we  had  sent  our  messengers  to  request 
He  might  be  spared  to  come  to  speak  with  us. 
And  Pembroke  undertook  for  his  return. 
That  thou,  proud  Warwick,  watched  the  prisoner. 
Poor  Pierce,  and  beaded  him  'gainst  law  of  arms? 
For  which  thy  head  shall  overuwk  tb6  rest, 
As  much  as  thou  in  rage  outwent'at  the  rest. 

War.  Tyrant !  I  scorn  thy  threats  and  wt^naoet ; 
It  is  but  temporal  that  thou  canst  infliec 

Lan.  The  worst  is  death,  and  better  die  than 
live, 
To  live  in  infamy  under  such  a  king. 
Edw.  Away  with  them,  my  lord  of  Wincfaefl^ 
ter! 
These  lusty  leaders,  Warwick  and  Lancaster, 
I  charge  you  roundlyi  off  with  both  their  beads ! 
away. 
War,  Farewell,  vain  world ! 
Lan.  Sweet  Mortimer,  farewelL 
Mor.jun.  England,  unkind  to  thy  nobility, 
Groan  for  this  gnef,  behold  how  thou  art  maimed! 
Edw,  Go,  take  that  haughty  Mortimer  lo  tba 
Tower, 
There  see  him  safe  bestowed ;  and  for  the  rest. 
Do  speedy  execution  on  them  all.    Begone.. 
Mor.jun.  What,  Morrimer !  can  ra^ed  stony 
walls 
Immure  thy  virtue  that  aspires  to  heaven  ? 
No,  Edward,  England's  soonr^  ii  may  not  be^ 
Mortimer's  hope  surmounts  his  fortune  far. 
Edw»  Souna  drums  and  trumpets,  march  witk 
nae,  my  friends; 
Edward  this  day  hath  croif ned  him  king  anew. 

[Bnt. 


^  8t  Qeorgsfar  fn^laml— See  Vote  i»  Ths  Pinner  of  Wak^fietd. 
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Mwent  SPEircEE/fiki,  Lewen,  ancf  Baldock. 

iS^yai.  Lewen,  the  trast  that  we  repose  in  thee, 
Beget9  the  quiet  of  king  Edward's  Jaad. 
Therefore  begone  in  baste*  and  with  advice 
Bestow  that  treasure  on  the  lords  of  France* 
Hiat  therewith  all  enchanted*  like  the  guard 
That  su£tered  Jove  to  pass  in  showers  of  gold 
To  DanaCj  all  aid  maj  be  denied 
To  Isabel  the  queen,  that  now  in  France 
Makes  friendsy  to  cross  the  seas  with  her  young  son, 
And  step  unto  his  father's  regimeuL 

Ltwen.  That's  it  these  bvons  and  the  subtile 
queen 
Loi^  levied  at. 

&L  Yea ;  but  Lewen,  thou  seest, 
These  barons  lay  their  heads  on  blocks  together; 
What  I  hey  intend,  the  hangman  frustrates  clean. 

Ltwen.  Have  you  no  doubt,  my  lord ;  I'll  clap 
so  close 
AmtHig  the  lords  of  France  with  England's  gold. 
That  Ibabel  shall  make  her  plaints  in  vain, 
And  France  shall  be  obdurate  with  her  tears.  • 

Spen.  Then  make  for  France,  amain — Lewen, 
away ! 
Prodaim  king  Edward*s  wars  and  victories. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Eduumd. 

EJm.  Fair  blows  the  wand  for  France ;  blow, 
gentle  gale. 
Till  Edmund  be  arrived  forEngland*s  good  ! 
Mature,  yield  to  my  country's  cause  in  this. 
A  brother !  no,  a  Uitchcr  of  thy  friends. 
Proud  Edward,  do'st  thou  banish  me  thy  presence? 
But  111  to  France,  and  cheer  the  wronged  queen, 
And  certify  what  Edward's  looseness  is. 
Unnatural  king  !  to  slaughter  noble  men, 
And  cherish  ^terers !  Mortimer,  I  stay 
Tby  sweet  «8cape;  stand  gracious,  gloomy  night, 
To  his  deidce. 

Enter  Mostimer  disguued,. 

Mor.juH,  Holla !  who  walketh  there  ?  is't  you, 

my  lord  ? 
Ecba.   Mortimer^  'tis  I;  but  hath  thy  potion 

wrought  so  happily  ? 
Mor.jun.  It  bath^  my  lord;  the  warders  all 
asleep, 
I  thank  them,  give  me  leave  to  pass  in  peace. 
Bet  hath  your  grace  got  shipping  unto  France? 
Edm.  Fear  it  not. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Qi^een  and  her  San. 

Queen.  Ah,  boy,  onr  friends  do  fail  us  all  in 
Fratice; 
Tbe  lords  are  cruel,  and  the  king  unkind ; 
M^hatsliall  we  do? 

Prince.  Madam,  return  to  England, 
And  please  my  father  well ;  and  then  a  fig 
For  all  my  uncle's  friendship  here  in  France. 
I  warrant  you,  111  win  his  highness  quickly; 


He  loves  me  better  than  a  thousand  Spencers. 
Queen.  Ah,  boy,  thou  art  deceived,  at  least  m 
this, 

To  think  that  we  can  yet  be  tuned  together ; 
No,  no,  we  jar  too  far.    Unkind  Valois ! 
Unhappy  Isabel !  when  France  rejects, 
Whither,  O  whither  dost  thou  bend  tby  steps? 

Enter  Sir  John  of  Henault. 

Sir  John.  Madara,  what  cheer  ? 
Queen.  Ah,  good  Sir  John  of  Uenault, 
Never  so  cheerless,  nor  so  far  distresu 
Sir  John.  1  bear,  sweet  Udy,  of  the  king's  unkind- 
ness; 
But  droop  not,  madam ;  noble  minds  contemn 
Despair:  will  your  ^race  with  me  to  Uenault, 
And  there  stoy  lime's  advantage  with  your  son? — 
How;  say  vou,  my  lord,  will  you  go  with  your 

friends, 
And  shake  off  all  our  fortunes  equally  ? 

Prince.  So  pleaseth  the  queen  my  mother,  mo 
it  likes. 
The  king  of  England,  not  the  court  of  France, 
Shall  have  me  from  my  gracious  mother's  side. 
Till  I  be  strong  enough  to  break  a  staff; 
And  then  l»ave  at  the  proudest  Spencer's  head. 
Sir  John.  Well  said,  my  lord. 
Queen.  Oh,  my  sweet  heart !  how  do  I  moan 
thy  wrong. 
Yet  triumph  in  tlie  hope  of  thee,  my  joy ! 
Ah,  sweet  sir  John,  even  to  tbe  utmost  verge 
Of  Europe,  or  the  shore  of  Tauaise, 
Will  we  with  thee  to  Henault,  so  we  will 
The  marquis  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
Ilis  grace  I  dare  presume  will  welcome  me. 
But  who  are  these? 

Enter  Edmund  and  Mortimer. 

Edm.  Madam,  long  maj  you  live. 
Much  happier  than  your  friends  in  England  do  ! 
Queen.  Lord  Edmund  and  lord  Mortimer  alive! 
Welcome  to  France  !  the  news  was  here,  my  lord. 
That  you  were  dead,  or  very  near  your  death. 
Mor.jun.  Lady,  the  last  was  truest  of  the 
twain: 
But  Mortimer,  reserved  for  better  hap, 
Hath  shaken  off  tbe  thraldom  of  tbe  Tower, 
And  lives  to  advance  your  standard,  ^ood  my  lord. 
Prince.  How  mean  yoi^  and  the  king  my  father 
lives? 
No,  my  lord  Mortimer,  not  I,  I  trow. 

Queen.  Not,  son  ? — wby  not  ?  I  would  it  were 
no  worse. 
But,  gentle  lords,,  friendless  we  are  in  France. 
Mor.jun.  Monsieur  le  Grand,  a  noble  friend 
of  yours, 
Told  us,  at  our  arrival,  all  the  news ; 
How  hard  the  nobles,  how  unkind  the  king 
Hath  shew'd  himself:  bat,  madam,  right  makes 

room. 
Where  weapons  won't;  and  though  so  many  friends 
Are  made  away,  as  Warwick,  Lancaster,. 
And  others  of  our  party  nnd  fjiction; 
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Vet  have  tfre  friends,  assure  yam  grace,  in  Eng- 

Ifloid, 
Would  cast  up  caps,  and  clap  their  hands  for  joy, 
To  see  us  there,  appointed  for  our  foes. 

Edm,  Would  all  were  well,  and  Edward  well 
reclaimed,  ^ 

For  England^  honour,  peace,  and  quietness ! 
Mor,  But  hj  tlie  sword,  my  lord,  it  must  be  de- 
served; 
The  king  will  ne'er  forsake  his  flatterers. 

Sir  John,  My  lords  of  England,  sith  the  on- 
gentle  king 
Of  France  refuseth  to  give  aid  of  arms 
To  this  distressed  queen  his  sister  here, 
Go  you  with  her  to  Henaalt ;  doubt  ye  not. 
We  will  find  comfort,  monty,  men,  and  friends, 
Ere  long,  to  bid  the  English  king  abase. — 
How  say,  young  prince  ?  what  think  you  of  the 
match  ? 
Prince,  I  think,  king  Edward  will  outrun  us  all. 
Queen,  Nay  son,  not  so ;  and  you  must  not  dis- 
courage 
,  Your  friends,  that  are  so  forward  in  your  aid. 
Edm.  Sir  John  of  Henault,  pardon  us,  I  pray ; 
These  comforts  that  you  give  our  woeful  queen 
Bind  us  in  kindness  all  at  your  command. 

Queen.  Yea,  gentle  brother;  and  the  God  of 
heaven 
Prosper  your  happy  motion,  good  sir  John ! 
Mar.jun,  This  noble  gentleman,  forward  in 
arms. 
Was  bom,  I  see,  to  be  our  anchor-hold; 
Sir  John  of  Henault,  be  it  thy  renown. 
That  England's  queen,  and  nobles  in  distress. 
Have  been  by  thee  restored  and  comforted. 
Sir  John,    Madam,  along,  and  you,  my  lord, 
with  me. 
That  England's  peers  may  Henault's  welcome  see. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Matrevis,  the  two  Spencirs, 
with  others. 

Edw.  Thus  after  many  threats  of  wrathful  war, 
Triumpheth  England's  Edward  with  his  friends. 
And  triumph  Edward  with  his  friends  uncon- 

trouled ! — 
My  lord  of  Glo'ster,  do  you  hear  the  news  ? 
&)en.jun.  What  news,  my  lord? 
Edw,  Why,  man,  thcgr  say  there  is  great  execu- 
tion 
Done  through  the  realm ;  my  lord  of  Arundel, 
You  have  the  note,  ba\«  you  not? 


Mat,  From  the  lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  my 
lord. 

Edw,  I  pray  let  OS  see  it  What  have  we  there? 
Read  it,  Spencer.      [Spcitcer  readt  their  namet. 
Why  so ;  thev  bark'd  apace  a  month  ago. 
Now,  on  my  life,  they'll  neither  bark  nor  bite. 
Now,  sirs,  the  news  from  France  ?  Glo'ster,  I  trow, 
The  lords  of  France  love  England's  gold  so  well, 
As  Isabel  gets  no  aid  from  thence. 
What  now  remains?  have  you  proclaimed,  my  lord, 
Reward  for  them  can  brine  in  Mortimer? 

Spen.jun.  My  lord,  wenave ;  and,  if  he  be  in 
England, 
He  will  be  had  ere  long,  I  doubt  it  not 

Edw,  If!  do'st  thou  say^  Spencer,  as  true  as 
death. 
He  is  in  England's  ground ;  our  portmasters 
Are  not  so  careless  of  their  king's  command. 

Enter  a  Post. 

How  now,  what  news  with  thee?  from  whence 
come  these  ? 
Post,  Letters,  my  lord,  and  tidings  forth  of 
France, 
To  vou,  my  lord  of  Glo'ster,  from  Lewen. 
Eduj.  Read. 

Spemcer  reads  the  Letters. 

**  My  duty  to  your  honour  premised, &c.  I  have, 
according  to  instructions  in  that  behalf,  dealt  with 
the  king  of  France,  his  lords,  and  effected  that 
the  queen,  all  discontented  and  dibcomforted,  is 
gone.  '  Whither,  if  you  ask ;  with  Sir  John  of 
Henault,  brother  to  the  marquiss,  into  Flanden: 
with  them  are  gone  Lord  Edmund,  and  the  Lord 
Mortimer,  having  in  their  company  divers  of  your 
nation,  and  others ;  and,  as  constant  report  goeth, 
they  intend  to  give  King  Edward  battle  in  Eo^ 
land,  sooner  than  he  can  look  for  them  :  this  is 
all  the  news  of  import.  Your  honour's  in  all  ser- 
vice, Lewem." 

Edw,  Ah,  villains !  hath  that  Mortimer  escaped  f 
With  him  is  Edmund  gone  associate? 
And  will  Sir  John  of  Henault  lead  the  round  ? — 
Welcome  a  God's  name,  madam,  and  your  son; 
England  shall  welcome  you,  and  all  yoor  rout — 
^^  Gallop  a-pace  bright  Phoebus  through  the  sky, 
And  dusky  night,  in  rusty  iron  car. 
Between  you  both,  shorten  the  time,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  see  that  most  desired  day. 
When  we  may  meet  these  traitors  in  the  field  ! 
Ah,  nothing  grieves  me,  but  my  little  boy 


^.'  OMttop  tf-foce,  ftcv«--8bakefpeare  has  Imitated  these  Ihies  In  Ronuo  andJmUetf  A.  9,  S.S  s 


**  Gallop  apace,  yon  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Pboebu*  mansion ;  lucb  a  wa|;goner 
As  PbactoD  would  whip  you  to  the  west. 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  imncdiately,*' 
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Is  thus  misled  to  coanteMOoe  Ibeir  ills.— 
Come,  friends,  to  Bristol,  there  to  make  us  strong ; 
And  vkiadSf  as  equal  be  to  brine  them  in. 
As  jou  injurious  were  to  bear  uem  forth. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  QvEtx,  her  Son,  Edmund,  Mortimer, 
and  Sir  John. 

Queen,  Now,  lords,  our  loving  friends,  and 
countnrnien. 
Welcome  to  England  all,  with  prosperous  winds ; 
Our  kindest  friends  in  Belgia  have  we  left. 
To  cope  with  friends  at  home ;  a  heavy  case, 
When   force  to  force  is  knit,  and  sword  and 

♦*glea»e 
In  civil  broils  moke  kin  and  countrymen 
Slaughter  themselves  in  others,  and  their  sides 
With  their  own  weapons  gore !  But  what's  the 

help? 
MiiigoverDed  kiags  are  cause  of  all  this  wreck ; 
And,  Edward,  thou  art  one  among  them  all, 
Whose  looseness  hath  betrayed  thv  land  to  spoil, 
And  made  the  channel  overflow  with  blood 
Of  thine  own  people ;  patron  should'st  thou  be, 
But  thou — 

Mar.jun,  Nay,  madam,  if  you  be  a  warrior, 
Ye  most  not  grow  so  passionate  in  speeches. — 
Lords,  sith  that  we  are,  by  sufieraoce  of  heaTen, 
Arrived  and  armed  in  this  prince's  right. 
Herb  fur  our  country's  cause  swear  we  to  him 
Ail  homaae,  fealty,  and  forwardness ; 
And  for  the  open  wrongs  and  injuries 
Edward  bath  done  to  us,  his  queen,  and  land, 
Wt  come  in  arms  to  wreck  it  with  the  sword ; 
That  England's  queen  in  peace  may  repossess 
Her  dirties  and  honours :  and  withall 
We  may  remove  these  flatterers  from  the  king^ 
Thac  havock  England's  wealth  and  treasury. 

Sir  John  Sound  trumpets,  my  lord,  and  forward 
iec  us  inarch. 
Edward  will  think  we  come  to  flatter  him. 

Edm,  I  would  he  never  had  been  flattered 
more !  [Exeunt. 

Snter  the  Kino,  Baldock,  and  Spencer  the 
Son,  flying  ahcut  the  Stage, 

Spen,  Fly,  fly,  my  lord,  the  queen  is  overstrong, 


Her  friends  do  moltiply,  and  yours  do  hSL 
Shape,  we  our  course  to  Ireland,  there  to  breathe. 

Edw,  What  I  was  I  bom  to  fly  aud  run  away. 
And  leave  the  Mortimers  conquerors  behind  ? 
Give  me  my  horse,  let's  reinforce  our  troopi^ 
And  in  this  bed  of  honour  die  with  fame. 

BaL  O  no,  my  lord,  this  princely  resolutioo 
Fits  not  the  time ;  away,  we  are  pursued. . 

[Exeunt. 

Edmund  alone,  with  a  Sword  and  Target. 
This  way  he  fled,  but  I  am  come  too  late. 
Edward,  alas !  my  heart  relents  for  thee. 
Proud  traitor,  Mortimer,  why  dost  thou  chase 
Thy  lawful  kin^  thy  sovereign,  with  thy  sword  ? — 
Vile  wretoh !  and  whv  hast  thou,  of  all  unkiud^ 
Borne  arms  against  thy  brother  and  thy  king? 
Rain  showers  pf  veng^eance  on  my  cursed  head. 
Thou  God,  to  whom  injustice  it  belongs 
To  punish  this  unnatorai  revolt ! — 
Edward,  this  Mortimer  aims  at  thy  lifet 
O  fly  him  then  ! — but,  Edmund,  calm  this  rage. 
Dissemble,  or  thou  diest;  for  Moi  timer 
And  Isabel  do  kiss,  while  they  conspire : 
And  yet  she  bears  a  face  of  love,  forsooth. 
Fie  on  that  love  that  hatcheth  death  and  hale ! 
Edmund,  away ;  Bristol  to  Longshanks's  blood 
Is  false;  be  not  found  single  tor  suspect t 
Proud  Mortimer  pryes  near  into  thy  walks. 

Enter  the  Queen^  Mortimer,  the  young  Prince, 
and  Sir  John  of  Henauit. 

Queen,  Successful  battle  gives  the  God  of  kingii 
To  them  that  fight  in  right,  and  fear  his  wrath. 
Since  then  successfully  we  have  prevailed. 
Thanked  be  heaven's  great  architect,  and  you  ! 
Ere  farther  we  proceed,  my  noble  lords^ 
We  here  creato  our  well-beloved  son, 
Of  love  and  care  unto  his  royal  person. 
Lord  warden  of  the  realm;  and,  sith  the  fates 
Have  made  his  father  so  unfortonate, 
Deal  you,  my  lords,  in  this,  my  loving  lords. 
As  to  your  wisdoms  fittest  seems  in  ail. 

Edm,  Madam,  without  oflfence,  if  1  may  ask^ 
How  will  you  d^  with  Edward  in  his  fall  ? 

Prince,  Tell  me,  good  unde,  what  Edward  do 
you  mean? 


^  Otava— Or  gtme^  a  weapon  like  a  halberd.    It  is  mentioned  io  Cfaurcbyard^s  Chalkitge,  p. 


<'  And  wanting  wealth  to  pay  tbb  heavy  sum. 
With  bilks  and  glajfvet  from  prison  was  I  led." 


Agahi,  Arden  #/  fettrniOkami 


«  O  mUtrit,  the  miyor,  and  all  the  watch,  ^ 

Arc  comiBg  towards  our  house  with  gloves  and  oDli. 


111.  A.  8.  8. 5: 


*  with  their  pond'roos^toivM." 
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Edtn.  Nephew^  your  father;  I  dare  oot  call 

him  king. 
Mor.  My  lord  of  Kent,  what  needs  these  ques- 

dODS? 

Tis  not  in  her  controlment,  nor  in  ours, 
But  as  the  realm  and  parliament  shall  please, 
So  shall  your  brother  be  disposed  of. 
I  like  not  this  relenting  mood  in  Edmund, 

iAside^  to  the  Queen, 
,  -  -  „-   -  lim  betimes. 

Queen.  Mjf  lord,  the  mayor  of  Bristol  knows 

our  mind. 
Mor.  Yea»  madam,  and  they  'scape  not  easily 
That  fled  the  field. 

Queen.  Baldock  is  widi  the  king; 
A  goodly  chancellor,  is  he  not,  my  lord  ? 
Sir  John.  So  are  die  Spencers,  the  father  and 

the  son. 
Edm,  This  Edward  is  the  ruin  of  the  realm. 

Enter  Kic^  ap  RovrBLhyandthe  Mayor  qfBrU' 
tolf  with  Spemcbr  the  Father. 

Mice.  God  save  Qneen  Isabel,  and  her  prince- 
ly son ! 
Madam,  the  mayor  and  citizens  of  Bristol, 
In  sign  of  love  and  doty  to  this  presence, 
Present  by  me  this  traitor  to  the  state, 
Spencer,  the  father  to  that  wanton  Spencer, 
That,  like  the  lawless  Cadline  of  Rome, 
Bevelled  in  England's  wealth  and  treasury. 
Queen.  We  thank  you  all. 
Mor.jun,  Your  loving  care  in  this 
Deserveth  princely  favours  and  rewards. 
But  Where's  the  king  and  the  other  Spencer  fled  ? 
MAce.  Spencer  the  son,  created  earl  of  Glo'ster, 
Is  with   that  smoodi-tongued   scholar  Baldock 

gone. 
And  shipped  but  late  for  Ireland  with  the  king. 
Mor.juh.  Some  whirlwind  fetch  them  back, 
or  sink  them  all ! 
They  shall  be  started  thence,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Jrrince.  Shail  I  not  see  the  king  my  father  yet  ? 
Edm.  Unhappy  Edward !  chased  from  Eng- 
land's bounds  ! 
Sir  John.  Madam,  what  resteth  ?  why  stand  ye 

in  a  muse .' 
Queen.  I  rue  my  lord's  ill  fortune ;  but,  alas ! 
Care  of  my  country  called  me  to  this  war. 
Mor.  Madam,  have  done  with  care  and  sad 
complaint, 
Xour  king  Jtath  wronged  your  country  and  him- 
self; 


And  we  must  seek  to  Tight  it  as  we  may. 
Meanwhile,  have  hence  this  rebel  to  the  block. 

&;eit.  Rebel  is  he  that  fights  against  die  prince; 
So  fought  not  they  that  fought  in  Edward  s  right. 

Mor.  Take  him  away,  he  prates. — ^You,  Rice 
ap  Howell,    . 
Shall  do  good  service  to  her  majesty. 
Being  of  countenance  in  your  country  here^ 
To  follow  these  rebellious  runnagates. — 
We  in  mean  while,  madam,  must  take  adVice, 
How  Baldock,  Spencer,  and  their  complices. 
May  in  their  fall  be  followed  to  their  end. 

[Exeunt. 

Entei   the  Abbotf  Monktf  Edward,  Spekces, 
and  Baldock. 

Abbot.  Have  you  no  doubt,  my  lord;  have  yoU 
no  fear; 
As  silent  and  as  pareful  we  will  be, 
To  keep  your  royal  person  safe  with  us, 
Free  from  ^'  suspect,  and  fell  invasion^ 
Of  such  as  have  your  majesty  in  chase, 
Yourself,  and  those  your  chosen  company. 
As  danger  of  this  stormy  dme  requires. 

Edw.  Father,  thy  face  should  harbour  no  de^ 
ceit. 
O !  hadst  thou  ever  been  a  king,  thy  heart, 
Pierced  deeply  with  a  sense  ofmy  distress, 
Conld  not  but  take  compassion  of  my  state. 
Stately  and  proud,  in  riches  and  in  train. 
Whilom  I  was,  powerful,  and  full  of  pomp : 
But  what  is  he,  whom  rule  and  empiry 
Have  not  in  life  or  death  made  miserable  ?— 
Come,  Spencer,  come,  Baldock,  come  sitdowB 

by  me; 
Make  trial  now  of  that  philosophy. 
That  in  our  famous  nurseries  of  arts 
Thou  suck'st  from  Plato  and  from  Aristode.-^ 
Father,  this  life  contempladve  is  heaven. 
O  that  I  might  this  life  m  quiet  lead ! 
But  we,  alas !  are  chased;  and  you,  my  friend^ 
Your  lives,  and  my  dishonour,  they  pursue. 
Yet,  gende  monks,  for  treasure,  gold,  nor  fee, 
Do  you  betray  us  and  our  company. 

Monks.  Your  grace  may  sit  secure,  if  none  but 
we  do  **  wot  of  your  abode. 

Spen.  Not  one  alive,  but,  shrewdly  I  suspect 
A  gloomy  fellow,  in  a  mead  below ; 
He  gave  a  long  look  after  us,  my  lord ; 
And  all  the  land  I  know  is  up  in  arms ; 
Arms  that  pursue  our  lives  with  deadly  hate. 


^'  Sutpectt-^'ue.  tutpicUm.    So,  In  Middleton's  More  DiuembU  :  luides  fTomtM,  A.  S«  S.  1 : 


'  "  what  afoi*  vay 


Had  I  made  for  my  love  to  the  general, 
And  cut  oiTall  suspect^  all  reprehension  ?" 


46  fP0<-*See  Note  89  to  Gammer  GtirtonU  pfeedle. 
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Bald.  We  were  embarked  for  Ireland,  wretch- 
ed we ! 
Wkh  awkward  winds  and  apre  tempests  driven 
To  fali  on  shore,  and  here  to  piue  in  fenr 
Of  Mortimer  and  his  confederates. 

Edw.  Mortimer!  who  talks  of  Mortimer  ? 
Who  wounds  me  with  the  name  of  Mortimer  ? 
That  bloody  nian  ! — Go6d  father,  on  thy  lap 
Laj  I  this  bead,  laden  with  mickle  care. 
0  might  I  never  ope  these  ejres  again  ! 
Never  a^in  lift  up  this  drooping  head  ! 

0  oerer  more  lift  up  this  dymg  heart ! 

Spen,  Look  up,  my  lord. — Ealdock,  this  drow- 
siness 
Betides  no  good ;  here  even  we  are  betrayed. 

Enter,  with  Welch  HooJa,^'^  Rice  ap  Howel,  a 
Mower,  and  the  Earl  of  Leicester. 

Mower.  Upon  my  life,  these  be  the  men  ye 

seek. 
Rkt.   Fellow,  enough. — My  lord,  I  pray  be 
short, 
A  fair  commission  warrants  what  we  do. 
Lei  The  queen's  commission,  urged  by  Morti- 
mer. 
What  cannot  Mortimer  with  the  queen ! 
Alas !  see  wtiere  be  sits,  and  hopes  unseen, 
Tescape  their  bands  that  seek  to  reave  his  life. 
Too  true  it  is,  quern  diet  vidit  veniens  niperbum^ 
Hunc  dies  vidit  Jugiensjacentem, 
Bat,  Leicester,  leave  to  grow  so  passionate.— 
Speocer  and  Baldock,  by  no  other  names, 

1  arrest  you  of  high  treason  here. 
Stand  not  on  titles,  but  obey  the  arrest ; 
Tis  in  the  name  of  Isabel  the  queen. — 
Mt  lord,  why  droop  you  thus? 

Eds,  O  <Jay !  the  last  of  all  my  bliss  on  earth ! 
Center  of  all  misfortune !  O  my  stars ! 
Why  do  you  low'r  unkindly  on  a  king  ? 
Comes  Letcester  then,  in  Isabella's  name. 
To  take  my  life,  my  company  from  me  ? 
Here,  man,  rip  up  this  panting  breast  of  mine, 
And  take  my  heart  in  rescue  of  my  friends. 

Rice,  Away  with  them ! 

SpeiL  It  may  become  thee  yet. 
To  let  ua  take  our  farewell  of  his  grace. 

Abbot.  My  heart  with  pity  yearns  to  see  this 
sight; 
A  king  to  bear  these  words  and  proud  com- 
mands. 

Edm,  Spencer,  ah  sweet  Spencer,  thus  then 
most  we  part? 


bea* 


Spen,  We  must,  my  lord,  so  will  the  angry 
vens. 

Edw.  Nay,  so  will  hell  and  cruel  Mortimer; 
The  gentle  heavens  have  not  to  do  with  this. 

Bald.  My  lord,  it  is  in  vain  to  grieve  or  storm. 
Here  humbly  of  your  grace  we  take  our  teaves; 
Our  lots  are  cast, — I  fear  roe,  so  is  thine. 

£dw.  In  heaven  we  may,  in  earth  ne'er  shaR 
we  meet : 
And,  Leicester,  say,  what  shall  become  of  os? 

Lei.  Your  majesty  must  go  to  Killingworth. 

Edw.  Muit  I  'tis  somewhat  hard,  when  kings 
must  go. 

Lei.  Here  is  a  litter  ready  for  your  gractf, 
Iliat  waits  your  pleasure,  and  the  day  grows  old. 

Rice,  As  good  be  gape,  as  stay  and  be  benight* 
ed. 

Edw.  A  litter  hast  thou  ?  lay  me  in  a  hearse^ 
And  to  the  gates  of  hell  convey  me  hence ; 
Let  Pluto's  hells  rin^  out  my  fatal  knell. 
And  hags  howl  for  my  death  at  Charon's  shore. 
For  friends  hath  Edward  none,  but  these;  and 

these 
Must  die  under  a  tyrant's  sword. 

Rice.  My  lord,  be  going,  care  not  for  these, 
For  we  shall  see  them  shorter  by  the  heads. 

Edw.  Well,  that  shall  be,  sHall  be :  part  we 
must ! 
Sweet  Spencer,  gentle  Baldock,  part  we  most ! 
Hence  feigned  weeds  !  unfeigned  are  my  woes; 
Father,  farewell !  Leicester,  thou  stay'st  for  me,. 
And  go  I  most.   life,  farewell,  with  my  friends. 
[Exeunt  Edward  and  Letcester. 

Spen*  O  is  he  gone !  is  noble  Edward  gone ! 
Parted  from  hence !  never  to  see  us  more  ! 
Heud,  sphere  of  heaven !  and,  fire,  forsake  thy 

orb! 
Earth,  melt  to  air !  gone  is  my  sovereign ! 
Gkme,  gone,  alas !  never  to  make  return. 

Bald.  Spencer,  I  see  our  souls  are  fleedng^ 
hence; 
We  are  deprived  the  sunshine  of  our  life ; 
Make  for  a  new  life,  man ;  throw  up  thy  eyes. 
And  heart,  and  hand,  to  heaven's  immortal  throne^ 
Pay  nature's  debt  with  cheerful  countenance ; 
Reduce  we  all  our  lessons  unto  this. 
To  die,  sweet  Spencer ;  therefore  live  we  all ; 
Spencer,  all  live  to  die,  and  rise  to  fialL' 

Rice.  Come,  come,  keep  these  preachments  tilt 
you  come 
To  the  place  appointed.  You,  and  such  as  you  are; 


*'  Welch  hookti — What  kind  of  weapom  these,  were  is  not  precisely  known.  Hr  Steevens  is  of  opinion, 
Hal  the  Welch  hook  and  tlie  brown  bill  are  no  more  than  varieties  of  the  tecurig  fahata,  or  prolmbly  a 
ireapoo  wf  the  same  kind  with  the  Lochaberaze,  which  was  used  ia  the  late  rebellion.  Colonel  Gardner 
was  altacked  with  such  a  one  at  the  battle  of  Prestonpans.  Mr  Toilet  imagines  a  weapon,  of  which  a 
mat  is  given,  from  the  hooked  form  of  it,  to  be  $he  Witch  hook,    Se^  Notfs  in  the  Fhit  P9f%qt  Hmuy 
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Have  made  we  work  io  Eoglaod. 
"Will  your  lordships  away  ? 

Mower,  Your  lordship,  I  trust,  will  remember 
m«s? 

Rice.  Ilemembcr  thee,  fellow  I  what  else  } 
Follow  me  to  the  town.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Kingj  Leicester,  with  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester  for  the  Crown, 

Jjei,  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament ; 
Imagine  Kiliingwortb  castle  were  your  court, 
And  that  you  lay  for  pleasure  here  a  space, 
Kot  of  compulsion  or  necessity. 

£dw.  Leicester,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort 
me, 
Thy  speeches  long  ago  had  eased  my  sorrows; 
For  kmd  and  loving  hast  thou  always  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  allayed, 
But  not  of  kings.    The  forest  deer,  being  struck. 
Runs  to  an  herb  that  clnscth  up  the  wounds ; 
But,  when  the  imperial  lion's  flesh  is  gored. 
He  rends  and  tears  it  with  his  wrathml  paw. 
And,  highly  scorning  that  the  lowly  earth 
Should  drink  his  blood,  mounts  up  to  the  air. 
And  so  it  fares  with  me,  whose  dauntless  mind 
The  ambitious  Mortimer  would  seek  to  curb, 
And  thai  unnatural  queen,  false  Isabel, 
That  thus  hath  pent  and  mewed  me  in  a  prison : 
For  such  outrageous  passions  cloy  my  soul. 
As  with  the  wings  of  rancour  and  disdain. 
Full  oft  am  I  soaring  up  to  high  heaven, 
To  plaip  me  to  the  gods  against  them  both. 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  I  am  a  king, 
Methinks,  I  should  revenge  me  of  the  wrongs 
That  Mortimer  and  Isabel  have  done. 
But  what  are  kings,  when  ^  regiment  is  gone. 
But  perfect  shadows  in  a  sunshine  day  ? 
My  nobles  rule,  I  bear  the  name  of  king ; 
I  wear  the  crown,  but  am  controuled  by  them, 
By  Mortimer,  and  my  unconstant  queen, 
TVbo  spots  my  nuptial  bed  with  iutamv, 
Whilst  I  am  lodged  within  this  cave  of  care, 
Where  sorrow  at  my  elbow  still  attends. 
To  company  my  heart  with  sad.  laments. 
That  bleeds  within  roe  for  this  strange  exchange. 
But  tell  me,  must  I  now  resign  my  at)wn, 
To  make  usurping  Mortimer  a  king  ? 

Win,  Your  grace  mistakes;  it  b  for  England's 
pood. 
And  pnncely  Edward's  right,  we  crave  tlie  crown. 

Edw.  N0,*'tis  for  Mortimer,  not  Edward's  head; 
For  he's  a  lamb,  encompassed  by  wolves. 
Which  in  a  moment  will  abridge  his  life. 
Bnt  if  proud  Mortimer  do  wear  this  crown. 
Heavens  turn  it  to  a  blaze  of  qnencbless  fire ! 
Or,  like  the  soaky  wr^th  of  llnphoo. 


Engirt  the  temples  of  his  hateful  head; 
So  shall  not  England's  vines  be  perished. 
But  Edward's  name  9i^ve>  though  Edward  dies. 
Lei,  My  lord,  why  waste  you  thos  the  time 

away? 
rhev  stay  your  answer— will  you  yield  your  crown  f 
Edw,  Ah,  Leicester,  weigb  bow  hardly  1  ctQ 

brook 
To  lose  my  crown  and  kingdom  without  cause; 
To  give  ambitious  Mortimer  my  right, 
That,  like  a  mountain,  overwhelms  ray  bliss, 
In  which  extremes  my  mind  here  murtfaered  is. 
But  what  the  heavens  appoint,  I  must  obey ! 
Here,  take  my  crown ;  the  life  of  Edward  too; 
Two  kings  in  England  cannot  reign  at  once. 
But  stay  a  while,  let  me  be  king  till  night. 
That  I  may  gaze  upon  this  glittering  crown; 
So  shall  my  eyes  receive  their  last  content. 
My  head,  the  latest  honour  due  to  it. 
And  jointly  both  yield  up  their  wished  right.— 
Contmue  ever,  thou  celestial  son ; 
Let  never  silent  night  possess  this  dime; 
Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element; 
All  times  and  seasons,  rest  you  at  a  stay. 
That  Edward  may  be  still  lair  England's  king! 
But  day's  bright  beam  doth  vanish  fast  away. 
And  needs  I  must  resign  my  wished  crown. 
Inhuman  creatures!  nursed  with  tyger'a  milk! 
Why  gape  you  for  your  sovereign's  overthrow? 
My  diadem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 
See,  monsters,  see.  III  wear  my  crown  again ! 
Wliat,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  your  king  ? 
But  hapless  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led. 
They  pass  not  for  thy  frowns  as  late  they  did, 
But  seek  to  make  a  new-elected  king; 
Which  fills  my  mind  with  strange  despairing 

thoughts, 
Which  thoughts  are  martyred  with  endless  tor- 
ments. 
And  in  this  torment  comfort  find  I  none. 
But  that  I  feel  the  crown  upon  my  head  ; 
And  therefore  let  .me  wear  it  yet  a  while. 
TVti^y.  My  lord,  th«  parliament  must  have 

present  news. 
And  therefore  say,  will  you  resign  or  no  ? 
Edw.  (the  King  rageth.)  t\\  not  rejiga!  bo| 

whilst  I  live,  be  king ! 
Traitors,  begone,  and  join  with  Mortimer. 
Elect,  ^  confirm,  install,  do  what  yon  will ; 
Their  blood  and  yours  shall  seal  these  treachei 

.ries ! 
Win.  This  answer  we'll  return,  and  so  Isrei 

well. 
Xei.  Call  them  again,  my  lord,  nod  speak  tfacQ 

fair; 
For  if  they  go,  the  prince  shall  lose  Ida  right* 


4»  RegimtMt'^et  iCote  1 8. 161 . 

^  Cmfirrn — A  tl  the  edition  read  cMjplrf.    Thealloslooe 
the  creation  of  a  Bishop,  In  which  the  ^t  otevnfirmtMon  co 


IS  to  be  to  the  several  forms  iAtentA  h 
\  betweci> tkvtim and tiMCrilgtf— ,  S.F« 
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Sdw,  Call  thou  diem  ba(^y  I  ha?e  no  power 
to  speak. 

LeL  Mv  lord*  the  king  is  willing  to  resign. 

IFiii.  Ir  he  be  not,  let  him  choose. 

Edw.  0  woald  I  might !  but  heaven  and  earth 
conspire 
To  make  me  miserable !  here,  receive  my  crown ; 
Heoeive  it !  no,  these  innocent  hands  of  mine 
Shall  not  be  guilty  of  so  foul  a  crime. 
He^  of  ^n  ally  that  most  desires  mv  blood, 
^Dd  will  be  called  the  murderer  of  a  king, 
Take  it  What,  are  you  moved  P  pity  you  me  ? 
ITien  send  for  unrelenting  Mortimer, 
And  Isabel,  whose  eyes,  l^ing  turned  to  steel, 
Will  sooner  sparkle  fire,  than  shed  a  tear. 
Yet  stay,  for  rather  than  1  will  look  on  them, 
HCTe,hCTe:  now, sweet God^f heaven! 
Make  me  despise  this  transitory  pomp. 
And  sit  for  aye  eiithronized  in  heaven  ! 
'  Coipe,  death,  and  with  thy  fingers  dose  my  eyes, 
Or,  if  I  lire,  let  me  forget  myself. 

£jt^er  Berkeley. 

Ber.  My  lord. 

idm.  Call  me  not  lord ; 
Away,  oat  of  my  sight-^ah,  pardon  me^ 
Orief  makes  roe  lonatic ! 
I^  not  that  Mortimer  protect  my  son ; 
More  safety  there  is  in  a  tyger's  jaws. 
Than  Ins  embraoements— &ar  this  to  the  (jueen, 
^et  with  my  tears,  and  diied  again  with  sighs; 
If  with  the  sight  thereof  she  be  not  moved| 
Hetam  it  back,  and  dip  it  in  my  blood. 
Commend  me  to  my  son,  and  bid  him  rule 
hotter  than!.  Yet  bow  have  I  transgressed, 
l-^oless  it  be  with  too  much  demeocy ! 

IHffy.  And  thas^  most  httmbly>  vo  we  take  our 
leave. 

£rfv.  Farewell ;  I  know  the  nest  news  that 
they  bring 
]^  be  my  death;  and  welcoroe^hall  it  be :— 
Towretbhed  men,  death  is  fielidty. 

•^  Another  post,  what  news  brings  he  f 

£^  Such  news  as  I  expect— come,  B&k^Atj, 
come, 
^  tell  thy  message  to  my  naked  breast. 

Ber,  My  lord,  think  not  a  thought  so  villainous 
Can  harbour  in  a  man  of  noble  birth. 
To  do  your  highness  service  and  devoir, 

J  •'^eyou  mwn  your  foes,  Berkeley  woold  die. 

^  My  lord,  die  ooandl  and  the  queen  com- 
miind 
■""Jl  resign  my  charge. 

•W7.  And  who  must  keep  me  now  ?  must  you, 
my  lord? 

■Jf*'  Ay,  my  most  gradoos  lord,  so  'tis  decreed. 
wS^'  ^  Mortimer,  whose  name  is  written  here. 
/JJwlroay  I  rend  his  name  that  rends  my  heart ! 
*^*>  poor  revenge  hath  something  eased  mj  mind. 
^  niay  bis  limbs  bo  torn,  as  is  this  paper  f 
"^  roc,  immortal  Jove,  and  grant  it  too ! 

Ber.  Your  grace  must  hence  with  me  to  Berke^ 
ley  straight. 

VOL.  I, 


Edw.  Whither  you  will,  all  places  are  alike^ 
And  every  earth  is  fit  for  buriaL 
Lei,  Favour  him,  my  lord,  as  much  as  lieth  in 

you. 
Ber.  Even  so  betide  my  soul  as  I  use  him. 
Edw,  Mine  enemy  hath  pitied  my  estate, 
And  that's  the  cause  that  I  am  now  removed. 
Ber,  And  thinks  your  grace  that  Berkeley  will 

be  cruel  ? 
Edw,  I  know  not,  but  of  this  am  I  assured. 
That  death  ends  all,  and  I  can  die  but  once. 
Leicester,  farewell. 
Lei.  Not  yet,  my  lord,^  FU  bear  you  on  your 
way%  [Exeuntm 

Enter  Mortimirk,  jun,  and  Queen  Isabel. 

Mor,jun,  Fair  Isabel,  now  have  we  our  desire ; 
The  proud  corrupter^  of  the  lighfr-brainM  king 
Have  done  their  homage  to  the  lofty  gallows, 
And  be  himself  lies  in  captivity. 
Be  ruled  by  me,  and  we  will  rule  the  realm. 
In  any  case  take  heed  of  childish  fear. 
For  now  we  hold  an  old  wolf  by  the  ear% 
That  if  he  slip  will  seize  upon  us  both. 
And  gripe  the  sorer,  being  gript  himself. 
Think,  therefore,  madam,  that  imports  us  much. 
To  erect  your  son  with  all  vhe  speed  we  may, 
And  that  I  be  protector  over  him, 
For  our  behoot;  'twill  bear  the  greater  sway 
When  as  a  king's  name  shall  be  under  writ. 

Queen,  Sweet  Mortimer,.the  life  of  Isabel  I 
Be  thou  persuaded  that  I  love  thee  well ; 
And  therefore,  so  the  prince  my  son  be  safe^ 
Whom  I  esteem  as  dear  as  these  mine  eyes,    . 
Conclude  against  his  father  what  thou  wilt, 
And  I  myself  will  willingly  subscribe. 

Mor.jun,  First  would  I  hear  the  news  he  wero 
deposed; 
And  then  let  me  alone  to  handle  him. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Winchester. 

Mor.jun^  Letters!  from  whence? 

Mes.  From  Killingworth,  my  lord. 

Queen,  How  fares  my  lord  the  king  ? 

Jlfet.  In  health,  madam;  but  full  of  pensiveness. 

Queen,  Alas !  poor  soul,  would  I  could  ease  his 
grief!         [Winchester  presents  papers. 
Thanks,  gentle  Wincliester;  sirrah,  be  gone. 

[Exit  MesHnger, 

Win,  The  king  hath  willingly  resigned  his  crown. 

Queen.  O  happy  news !  send  for  the  prince,  my 
son.  * 

Win,  Further ;  or  this  letter  was  sealed,  lord 
Berkeley  came. 
So  that  he  now  is  gone  from  Killingworth : 
And  we  have  heard  that  Edmund  laid  a  plot 
To  set  his  brother  fcee ; — no  more  but  so  ;— 
The  lord  of  Berkeley  is  pitiful. 
As  Leicester,  that  had  charge  of  him  before. 

Queen,  Then  let  some  other  be  his  guardian; 

Mor.jun,  Let  me  alone,  here  is  Che  privy  seal. 
Who's  there  ?  call  hither  Gumey  and  Matravis. 
To  dash  Uie  heavy-headed  Edmuocfs  drift, 

Sa 
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Berkeley  shall  be  discharged,  the  kiDg  remored, 
And  Done  but  we  shall  know  where  he  lieth. . 

Queen.  But,  Mortimer^  as  long  as  he  survives, 
What  safety  rests  for  us,  or  for  my  son? 

Mor.jun,  Speak,  shall  he  presently  be  dis- 
patched and  die? 

Queen,  I  would  he  were,  so  'twere  not  by  my 


Enter.  Matrevis  and  Gubney. 

Mor.jun,  Enough;  Matrevis,  writ^  a  letter 

{>resently 
ord  of  Berkeley  from  ourself. 
That  he  resign  the  king  to  thee  and  Gurney ; 
And  when  'tis  done  we  will  subscribe  our  name. 
Mat,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 
Mor.jun,  Gurney? 
Qur,  My  lord. 

Mor,jun,  As  thou  mtend'st  to  rise  by  Mortimer, 
Who  now  makes  fortune's  wheel  turn  as  he  please. 
Seek  all  the  means  thou  canst  to  make  him  droop. 
And  neither  give  him  kind  word  nor  good  look. 
Gur,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord. 
Mor.jun,  And  this  above  the  rest, — ^becanse 
hear. 
That  Edmund  casts  to  work  his  liberty ; — 
Remove  him  still  from  place  to  place  by  night. 
Till  at  the  last  he  come  to  Killingwortl^ 
And  then  from  thence  to  Berkeley  back  again  i 
And  by  the  way,  to  make  him  fret  the  more, 
^^  Speak  curstly  to  him ;  and  in  any  case 
Let  no  man  comfort  him  if  he  chance  to  weep, 
But  amplify  his  grief  with  bitter  words. 
Mat.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we'll  do  as  you  com- 
mand. 
Mor.jun.  So,  now  away;  post  tbithervarda 

amain. 
Queen.  Whitlier  goes  this  letter,  to  my  lord  the 
king? 
Commend  me  humbly  to  his  majesty, 
And  tell  him  that  I  labour  all  in  vain 
To  ease  his  grief,  and  work  hb  liberty ; 
And  bear  him  this,  as  witness  of  my  love. 
Mat.  I  will,  madam. 

[Exeunt  Matkxvis  and  Gubvet. 

Enter  the  young  Prince,  and  the  Earl  of  Kent 
talking  with  hitn. 

Mor.jun.  Finely  diaaembled !  do  so  still,  sweet 
queen. 
'  Here  comes  the  yoong  prince,  with  the  earl  of 
Kent. 


Qu^en.  Something  be  whispers  i^  hit  4il(Ssb 
ears. 

Mor.jun.  If  behave  such  aooess  unto  the  prince, 
Our  plots  and  stratagems  will  soon  be  d^'d. 

Queen.  Use  EdmuiHl  (riepdly,as^if  all  werf  w/ill. 

Mor.jun.  How  fares  my  honQurable  lord  of 
Kent? 

Edm.  In  health,  sweet  Mortimeir:  how  fates 
your  grace  ? 

Queen.  Well,  if  my  lord  your  brotiier  were  en- 
larged. 

Edm.  I  hear  of  late  be  hath  -deposed  hioMelf. 

Queen.  The  more  my  grief. 

Mor.jun.  And  mine. 

Edm.  Ah,  they  do  dissemble !  [Jmde, 

Queen,  Sweet  son,  come  hither,  I  must  talk 
with  thee. 

Mor.jun.  You  being  his  unple,  and  the  neitof 
blood. 
Do  look  to  be  protector  o'er  tlie  prince. 

Edm.  Not  I,  my  lord;  who  should  protect  die 
son. 
But  she  that  gave  him  life,  I  mean  the  queen  ? 

Prince.  Mother,  persuade  me  not  to  wear  tbe 
crown; 
Let  him  be  king,  I  am  too  young  to  rei§^. 

Queen.  But  be  content,  seeing  it  is  bis  higbnessT 
pleasure. 

Prince*  Let  me  bat  see  him  first,  and  then  I 
will 

Edm,  Ay  do,  sweet  nephew. 

Queen,  Brother,  you  know  it  is  imposable^ 

Prince.  Why,  is  he  dead  ? 

Queen.  No,  God  forbid  I 

Edm.  I  would  those  words  proceeded  from  yoor 
.       heaj^ 

Mor.jun.  Ihconstnnt  Edmund,  dost  thou  fa- 
vour him. 
That  wast  a  cause  of  his  imprisonment  ? 

Edm,  The  more  cause  nave  I  now  to  make 


Mor.jun.  I  tell  thee  'tis  not  meet  diat  one  so 
false 
Should  come  about  thf  peraon  of  a  prince. 
My  lord,  he  hath  betrayed  the  king  bis  bcother, 
And  therefore  trust  him  not. 
Prince.  But  he  repents^  and  sorrows  for  it  now. 
Queen.  Come  son,  and  go  with  this  goitle  krd 

and  me. 
Prince.  With  you  I  will,  but  not  with  Mortiniet. 
Mft'jun.  Why,  youi^luig,disdain'tt  thou  soof 
Mortimer? 
Then  I  will  carry  thee  by  force  awajr ! 


57  Speak  cuntly.'-'Cwrsthf  is  jAroeifA^y,  itt-naturedljf,  or  Jrmardly.    As^  In  PMtatteri 
^  Ha48t  a  curst  master  when  thoa  wentst  to  schopL'* 
Taming  of  the  Shrem: 

—  "  her  only  fault 

IS|  that  she  is  intolerably  cunt.^ 
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Frinee.  Help)  micle  Kent !  Mortimer  will  wrong 

me. 
Queen,  Brother  Edmwid,  strire  not,  we  are  his 
friends ; 
Isabel  is  nearer  than  the  earl  of  Kent, 
Edm,  Sister,  £dward  is  mj  charge^  redeem  him. 
Qaeen*  Edward  is  my  son,  and  I  will  keep  him. 
Etbn*  Mortimer  shall  luiow   that   he   hath 
wronged  me. 
Hence  will  I  haste  to  Killingworth  castle, 
And  rescne  aged  Edward  fVom  his  foes. 
To  be  revenged  on  Mortimer  and  thee* 

[Exeunt* 

Enter  MATREVfs  oni Gurnet  with  the  King. 
Soldiers  aitatding. 

Mat.  Mj  lord,  be  not  pensife,  we  are  jonr 
friends; 
Men  are  ordained  to  live  in  misery, 
Therefore  come,dalKanGedangeretb  oor  lives. 
JBdb.  Friends ! — Whither  must  onhappy  Edward 

Will  hateful  Mortimer  appoint  no  rest? 
Must  I  be  vexed  Kke  the  nightly  bird. 
Whose  sight  is  loathsome  to  all  winged  fowls? 
When  will  the  fnry  of  his  mind  assuage  ? 
When  will  his  heart  be  satisfied  with  blood  ? 
If  mine  will  serve,  unbowel  straight  this  breast, 
And  give  my  heart  to  Isabel  and  nim. 
It  is  die  chiefest  mark  they  level  at. 

Gur.  Not  so,  niy  liege,  the  queen  hk^  given 
this  cbirge. 
To  keep  ynnr  grace  in  Aifcty ; 
Your  pasuons  make  your  choler  to  encrease. 

Edm.  This  usage  taakes  my  misery  encrease. 
But  can  uy  mr  of  life  continue  km^ 
When  all  roy  senses  are  annoyed  with  stench? 
Within  a  dungeon  Ettland's  king  is  k^pt. 
Where  X  am  starved  tor  want  of  sustenance. 
My  daily  diet  is  heart-breakins  sobs, 
That  almost  rend  the  closet  of  my  heikrt; 
Thus  livee  old  Edward  not  relieved  by  lUiy, 
And  so  must  die,  though  pitied  by  ihany, 
O  water,  gentle  friends,  to  cool  my  thirst. 
And  dear  my  body  from  foul  excrements ! 

Mat,  Here's  channel-water,  as  our  charge  is 
giveU ; 
Sit  down,  for  we'll  be  barbers  to  your  grace. 

Edm>  Traitors,  awa;^ !  what,  will  yon  murder  me, 
Or  choke  your  sovereign  with  puddle-waUr  ? 

Gta;  No;  but  wash  your  face,  and  shave  away 
your  beard. 
Lest  you  be  known,  and  so  be  rescued. 

Mat.  Why  strive  yop  thus  ?  your  labour  is  in  vain. 

Edm,  The  wren  may  strive  against  die  lion's 
strength. 
But  all  in  vain;  so  vainly  do  I  strive. 
To  seek  for  mercy  at  a  tyrant's  hand. 

[Th^  wash  him  with  puddle-wUer,  and 
9hm>e  hie  heard  away. 
Immortal  powers !  that  know  the  painful  caret 
That  wait  upon  mj  poor  digressed  soul  t 


O  level  all  your  looks  upon  these  daring  men. 
That  wron^  their  liege  and  sovereign,  England's 

kinf. 
O  Gaveston,  it  is  for  thee  that  1  am  wronged. 
For  me^  both  thou  and  both  the  Spencers  died ! 
And  for  your  sakes  a  thousand  wrongs  III  take. 
The  Spencers'  ghosts,  wherever  they  remain. 
Wish  well  to  mine;  then  tush,  for  them  I'll  die. 

3faf.'Twixt  theirs  and  yours  shall  be  no  enmity. 
Come,  come  away,  now  put  the  torches  out, 
We'll  enter  in  by  darkness  to  Killingworth. 

Enter  Edmuvd. 

Gur,  How  now,  who  comes  there? 

Mat,  Guard  the  king  sure ;  it  is  the  eari  of 

Kent. 
Eiw,  O,  gentle  brother,  help  to  rescue  me ! 
Mat,  Keep  them  asunder ;  dirust  in  the  king. 
Edm,  Soldiers,  let  me  but  talk  to  him  one  word. 
Gur,  Lay  hands  upon  the  earl  for  his  assault. 
Edm,  Lay  down  your  weapons,  traitors,  yield 

the  king. 
Mat,  Edmund,  yield  thou  thyself,  or  thou  shalt 

diei» 
Edm,  Base  villains !  wherefore  do  you  gripe  ma 

thus? 
Gur,  Bind  him,  and  so  convey  him  to  the  court. 
Edm,  Where  is  the  court  but  h6re  ?  here  is  the 

king. 
And  I  will  visit  him ;  whv  stay  you  roe  ? 

Mat,  The  court  is  where  lord  Mordmer  re* 

mains; 
Thidier  shall  your  honour  go ;  and  so  farewell. 
[Exeunt  Matrevis  and  GurneYi 
with  the  King, 

Manent  Edmund  and  the  Soldiers, 

Edm,  O  miserable  is  that  common*weal,  whert 
lords 
Keep  courts,  and  kings  are  lock'd  in  prison ! 
Soldiers,  Wherefore  stay  we?  on,  sirs,  to  the 

court 
Ed^  Ay,  lead  me  whither  you  will,  even  to  my 
death. 
Seeing  thatmy  brodier  cannot  be  released. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Momnuzmfjun,  alone, 

Mor,jun.  The  king  must  die,  or  Mortimer  goes 
doirn. 
The  commons  now  begin  to  pity  him. 
Yet  he  that  is  the  cause  of  Edward's  death, 
Is  sore  to  pay  for  rt  when  his  son's  of  age; 
And  therefore  will  I  do  it  cunningly. 
This  letter,  written  by  a  friend  of  ours, 
Contmns  bis  death,  yet  bids  them  save  his  life^ 
En>dardum  occidere  notitCy  timere  bonum  est. 
Fear  not  to  kill  the  king,  'tis.good  he  die. 
But  read  it  thus,  and  that's  another  sense : 
Edwardum  occidere  noUte  timere  bonum  esi^ 
Kill  not  the  king,  'tis  good  to  fear  the  wor^tf 
Vp|)omted  as  it  id|  thus  shall  it  p)^ 
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That  being  dead,  if  it  chance  to  be  found, 
Matrevis  aod  the  rest  may  bear  the  blame^ 
And  we  be  quit,  that  caused  it  to  be  done. 
Within  Uiis  room  is  locked  the  messenger, 
That  shall  convey  it,  and  perform  the  rest : 
And  by  a  secret  token  that  be  bears, 
Shall  he  be  murdered  when  the  deed  is  done. 
'Xightborn,  come  forth;  art  tbou  so  resolute  as 
thou  wast? 

Enter  Lightborn. 

Light.  What  else,  my  lord,  and  far  more  reso- 
lute. 
Mor.  jun.  And  hast  thou  cast  how  to  accom- 

pliih  it? 
Ught,  Ay,  ay,  aod  none  shall  know  which  way 

he  died. 
Mor,  jun.  But  at  his  looks,  lightbom,  thou  wilt 

relent. 
Ught,  Relent !  ha,  ha,  I  use  much  to  relent. 
Mor,  jun.  Well,  do* it  bravely,  aod  be  secret. 
JJght,  You  shall  not  need  to  give  instructions; 
Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  killed  a  man. 
I  learned  in  Naples  how  to  poison  flowers; 
To  strangle  with  a  lawn  thrust  through  the  throat; 
To  pierce  the  wind-pipe  with  a  needle's  point; 
Or,  whilst  one  is  asleep,  to  take  a  quill 
And  blow  a  little  powder  in  bis  ears; 
Or  open  his  mouth,  and  pour  auick-sUver  down. 
But  yet  I  have  a  braver  way  tmui  these. 
Mor,  jun.  What's  that? 
light.  Nay,  you  shall  pardon  me,  none  shall 

know  my  tricks. 
Mor.  jun:  1  care  not  how  it  is,  so  it  be  not  'spied. 
Deliver  this  to  Gurney  and  Matrevis. 
At  every  ten  mile  end  tbou  bast  a  horse. 
Take  this,  away ;  and  never  see  me  more. 
Xt^A/.  No! 
Mor.  jun.  No ;  unlets  tbou  bring  roe  news  of 

Edward's  death. 
Xight,  Tba^  will  I  quickly  do;  farewell,my  lord . 

[JEriV. 


Mor.  jun.  Thepniicelm]e,dieqiieendolooiii- 
mand, 
And  with  a  lowly  cong^  to  the  ground. 
The  proudest  lords  salute  me  as  I  pass : 
I  seal,  I  cancel,  I  do  what  1  will ; 
Feared  am  I  more  than  loved — let  me  be  feared ; 
And,  when  I  frown,  make  all  the  court  look  pale. 
I  view  -the  prince  with  Aristnrchus'  eyes,  . 
Whose  looks  were  as  ^  a  breeching  to  a  boy. 
They  thrust  upon  me  the  protectorSup, 
And  sue  to  me  for  that  which  I  desire : 
While  at  the  Council-table,  grave  ei^oughy 
And  not  unlike  a  bashful  puritan, 
First  I  complain  of  imbeality, 
Saying  it  is,  onus  quam  Mravmimum, 
Till,  being  interrupted  by  my  friends, 
Su$cepi  that  provindam,  as  they  term  it, 
And,  to  conclude,  I  am  protector  now. 
Now  is  all  sure,  tbe  queen  and  Mortimer 
Shall  rule  the  realm ;  the  king,  and  none  rule  a& 
Mine  enemies  will  I  plague,  my  friends  advance, 
And  what  I  list  command ;  who  dare  controul? 
Major  turn  fudm  nti  pomtfortuna  nocert. 
And  that  this  be  the  coronation-day. 
It  pleasetb  me,  and  Isabel  the  queen. 
The  trumpets  sound,  I  must  go  take  my  place; 

Enter  the  young  King,  Bishop,  Champiof, 
Nobles,  Queen, &c 

JKsA.  LonglivekingEdward,by  thegraceof  God, 
King  of  England,  and  lord  of  Ireland ! 

Chanu  If  any  Christian,  Heathen,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
Dares  but  affirm,  that  Edward's  not  true  king, 
And  will  avouch  his  saying  with  tlie  sword, 
I  am  the  chaoipion  that  will  combat  him. 

Mor,  jun.  None  conoes,  sound  trumpets. 

King*  Champion,  here's  to  thee. 

Qiiun,  Lord  Mortimer,  now  take  him  to  yoor 
charge. 

Enter  SoldierSymth  the  Earl  rfK^vr  prisoner. 
Mor.  jun.  What  traitor  have  we  there  ^iXh 
blades  and  bills?     - 


4<  J  breeehing'-J  whipping.    So,  ia  MaMinger*8  UmuUttral  Comhatf  A.  i.  S.  i : 
"  TaM*  out  oi  schpo^  *  take  heed,  you  will  b$  breeched  dac." 
The  Bashful  Lover,  A.  i.  S.  i :        - 


<<  Ton  will  be  breeched,  boy, 
**  For  yoor  pkyaical  maxims.? 

7TU  OuardittH,  A.  1. 8.  i  s 

4 

**  How  he  look!  !  like  a  school-boy  that  bad  pUyed  the  troant, 
*  *'AadwwtteU  breached." 

Sbakeipeare*!  taming  of  the  Shrew,  A.  8*  S.  i : 

«« I  am  DO  breeching  scholar  in  the  icbooli,", 
1^  abo  Mr  Stevens's  Note  on  the  last  pasiage. 
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SoL  Edmoiid,  the  earl  of  Kent 
King.  What  hath  he  done  ? 
Soi.  He  would  hare  taken  the  king  awaj  per 
force, 
As  we  were  bringing  liim  to  Killingworth. 
Mor,jun,  Did  you  attempt  his  rescue,  Ed- 
mund ?  Speak. 
Ed»n^  Mortimer,  I  did ;  he  is  our  king, 
And  thou  coropell'st  this  prince  to  wear  the 
crown. 
Mor.jun.  Strike  off  his  head,  he  shall  have 

martial  law. 
Edm,  Strike  off  my  head  !  base  traitor,  I  defy 

thee. 
King,  My  lord,  he  is  my  uncle,  and  shall  lire. 
Afor.  jun.  My  lord,  he  is  your  enemy,  and  shall 

ciie. 
Edm.  St^y,  villains! 

King.  Sweet  mother,  if  I  cannot  pardon  him, 
Intreat  my  lord  protector  for  his  life. 
Queen.  Son,  be  content ;  I  dare  not  speak  a 

word. 
King.  Nor  I,  and  yet  methinks  I  should  comr 
mand; 
But  seeing  I  cannot,  V\\  intreat  for  him*- 
My  lord,  if  you  will  let  my  uncle  live, 
I  will  requite  it  when  I  come  to  age. 
Mor.jun.  Tis  for  your  highness'  good,  and  fqr 
the  realms'.— 
How  often  shall  I  bid  you  bear  him  hence  ? 
Edm,  Art  thou  king?  must  I  die  at  thy  com* 

mand  ? 
Mor.jun,  At  our  command !  Once  more  away 

with  him. 
Kdm,  Let  me  bat  stay  and  speak ;  I  will  not  go. 
Either  my  brother  or  his  son  is  king, 
And  neither  of  them  thirst  for  Edmund's  blood  ; 
And  therefore,  soldiers,  whither  will  you  hale  me? 
[They  hale  Edmund  awmf,  and  carry  him  to 
be  beheaded. 
King.  What  safety  may  I  look  for  at  his  hands, 
If  that  my  uncle  shall  be  murdered  thus? 
Queen,  Fear  not,  sweet  boy,  I'll  guard  thee 
from  thy  foes; 
Had  Edmund  lived,  he  would  have  sought  thy 

death. 
Come,  SOD,  w^l  ride  a  hunting  in  the  park. 
King,  And  shall  my  uncle  Edmund  ride  with  us? 
Q»een.  He  n  a  traitor,  think  not  on  him ;  come. 
[Exeunt  omnet. 

Enter  Matrevis  and  Gurney. 

Mat,  Gorney,  I  wonder  the  king  dies  not> 
Bnng  in  a  vault  up  to  the  knee^n  water, 
To  which  tbe  channels  of  the  castle  run  ; 
From  whence  a  damp  ooutinually  ariseth, 
Jbtx  were  enough  to  poison  any  man : 


Much  more  a  king,  brought  op  so  tenderly. 

Gur,  And  so  do  I,  Matrevis:  yesternight 
I  opened  but  the  door  to  tlirow  him  meat. 
And  I  was  almost  stifled  with  the  savour. 

Mat,  He  hath  a  body  able  to  endure 
More  than  we  can  inflict :  and  therefore  now. 
Let  us  assail  his  mind  another  while. 

Gur.  Send  for  him  out  thenoe,  and  I  will  an* 
ger  him. 

Mat,  But  suy,  who's  this? 

Enter  Liohtborn. 

Light,  My  lord  protector  greets  you. 

[Giving  a  paper. 

Gur.   What's  here  ?  I  know  not  how  to  con* 
strue  it. 

Mat,   Gurney,  it  was  left  unpointed  for  the 
^  nonce ; 
Edmardium  occidere  nolite  timere^ 
That's  his  meaning. 

Light.  Know  ye  this  token  ?  I  most  have  the  king. 

]li/&t.  Ay,  stay  a  while,  thou  shalt  have  answer 
straight— 
This  villain's  sent  to  make  away  the  king. 

Gur,  I  thought  as  much. . 

Mat,  And  when  the  murder's  done. 
See  how  he  must  be  handled  for  his  labour, 
Pereat  iste  .--^let  him  have  the  king  : 
What  else  ?  here  is  the  kevs,  this  is  the  lake, 
Do  as  you  are  commanded  by  my  lord. 

Light,  I  know  what  I  must  do,  get  you  away^ 
Yet  be  not  far  off,'!  shall  need  your  help; 
See  that  in  the  next  room  I  have  a  fire. 
And  get  me  a  spit,  and  let  it  be  red  hot. 

Mat.  Very  well. 

Gur,  Need  you  any  thing  besides  ? 

Light.  A  table  and  a  feather  bed. 

Oiir.  That's  all? 

Light.  Ay,  ay;  so  when  I  call  you,  bring  it  nit 

Mat,  Fear  not  thou  that. 

Gur.  Here's  a  light  to  go  into  the  dungeon. 

[Exeunt  Gurnet  and  Matrevis. 

Light.  So  now  must  I  about  this  geer ;  ne'er 
was  there  any 
So  finely  handled  as  this  king  shall  be. 
Fob,  here's  a  place  indeed,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Edw.  Who^s  there  ?  what  light  is  that?  where- 
fore com'st  thou  ? 

Light,  To  comfort  you,  and  bring  yon  joyful 
newt, 

Ed»,  Small  comfort  finds  poor  Edward  in  thy 
looks! 
Villain,  I  know  thou  com'st  to  murder  me. 

Ltjght,  To  murder  you,  mv  most  gracious  lord ! 
Far  is  it  from  my  heart  to  do  you  harm. 
The  queen  sent  me  to  see  how  you  were  use^i 
For  she  relents  at  this  your  misery : 


f^  Ifone&^See  Note  to  JUxander  and  Compaq* 

Digitized  by 


Google 


190 


EDWARD  11. 


[Maslow» 


And  what  leyet  can  refhiin  fi^m  shedding  tear% 
To  see  a  king  in  this  most  piteotis  state  ? 

Edw,  Weep*st  thou  already  ?  list  a  while  to  me. 
And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  as  Gurney's  k, 
Or  as  Matretis,  hewn  from  the  Caucasus, 
Yet  will  it  melt,  ere  I  have  done  my  tale. 
This  dungeon  where  they  keep  roe,  is  the  sink 
Wherein  the  tilth  of  all  the  castle  fails. 
Light,  O  villains ! 

Edw.  And  there,  in  tnire  and  puddle  have  I 
stood 
This  ten  days  spice ;  and  least  that  I  should  sleep, 
One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 
They  give  me  bread  and  water,  being  a  king ; 
So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  sustenance. 
My  mind's  distempered,  and  my  body's  numbed ; 
And  whether  I  have  limbs  or  no,  I  know  not 
O,  would  my  blood  drop  out  from  every  vein. 
As  doth  this  water  fVom  my  '°  tottered  robes ! 
Tell  Isabel,  the  oueen,  I  looked  not  thus, 
When  for  her  sake  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 
And  there  unhorsed  the  Duke  of  Cleremotit 
Light,  O  speak  no  more,  ray  lord !  this  breaks 
my  heart. 
lie  on  this  bed,  and  jest  Toorself  awhile. 

Edw.  These  looks  of  tbioe  can  hai-bour  hottght 
but  death : 
I  see  my  tragedy  written  in  thy  brows. 
Yet  stay  a  while,  forbear  thy  biooiiy  hand. 
And  let  me  see  the  stroke  beforo  it  comes, 
That  even  then,  when  I  shall  lose  my  life, 
My  miqd  may  be  more  stedfest  on  my  God* 
Light.  What  means  your  highness  to  ttistnnt 

me  thus  i 
Edw.  What  meanest  thou  lo  disseoibl^  with 

me  thus? 
Light.  These  hands  wci^  never  stained  with 
innocent  blood, 
Vor  shall  they  now  be  tainted  with  a  king's. 
Edw,  Forsive  my  thought,  for  having  inch  a 
thoQ^t. 
One  jewel  luive  I  Wft,  receive  thou  this. 
8tiU  fear  I,  and  I  know  not  what's  the  caute, 
But  every  joint  shakes  as  i  eiw  h  tine. 
O I  if  thou  harbour^  nittrtler  in  thy  hehrt^ 
Let  this  ^rft  change  thy  mihd,  and  save  thy  ioul ! 
Know,  that  1  am  a  king :  Oh !  at  that  name 
I  feel  a  hell  of  grief ;  where  is  my  crown  ? 
Gone,  gone  I  and  do  I  remain  f 
Light.  You're  overwatched,  my  lofd ;  lie  down 
aadk^st. 


Edw.  But  that  grief  k^eps  n»  wi^ng,  I  shookl 
sleep; 
For  not  these  ten  days  have  these  eye-lids  closad. 
Now,  as  I  speak,  they  fall,  and  yet  with  fear 
Open  again.  O  wherefore  sit*st  thou  here  ? 

Light.  If  you  mistrust  nie,  1*11  begone,  my  lord, 

Edw,  No,  no ;  for  if  thou  mean'ftt  to  murder  me. 
Thou  wilt  return  agaiti ;  hnd  therefore,  stay. 

Light.  He  sleeps. 

Edw.  O  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  O  stay  awhile, 

Ught.  Hoyfr  now,  my  lord  ? 

Edw.  Something  still  buzaeth  in  mine  ears, 
And  tells  me,  if  I  ^eep,  I  never  wake ; 
'This  fear  is  that  which  makes  me  tremble  thus. 
And  therefore  tell  me,  wherefore  art  thou  comef 

Ligkt.  To  rid  thee  of  thy  life ;  Matrevis,  come. 
Enter  Gurnet  and  Matrevis. 

Edw.  I  am  too  weak  and  feeble  to  resist : 
Assist  me,  sweet  God,  atid  receive  my  soul. 

Light.  Run  for  the  tuble. 

Edw.  O  spare  me,  or  dispatch  me  in  a  trice. 

Light.  So,  lay  the  table  down,  atid  stamp  on  it 
But  not  too  hard,  lest  that  you  braise  bis  body. 
[They  murder  him. 

Mai,  1  fear  roe  that  this  cry  will  raise  tlie  town. 
And  therefbre  let  us  take  horse  and  away. 

Light.  Tell  roe,  sirs,  was  !t  nut  bravely  done? 
■■  Gur,  Excellent  well;  take  this  for  thy  reward. 

\Gv  RN  ET  ttabt  LlGHTB0R5. 

Come,  let  us  cast  the  oody  in  the  moat, 
And  bear  the  king's  to  Mortimer  our  lord  :  away. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Mortimer  and  Matrevis. 
Mor.hm.  1st  dode,  Matrevis,  and  the  nKir- 

derer  dead  ? 
Mat.  Ay,  my  good  lord;  I  would  it  were  undone. 
Mor.jttn.  Matvevts,  if  thou  now  growest  pest? 
tent^ 
m  be  thy  ghostly  father ;  therefore  chuse^ 
Whether  thou  wilt  be  secret  in  this. 
Or  else  die  by  the  hand  of  Mdrtimer. 

Mat,  Giirney,roy  lord,  is  fled,  and  will,  I  fiter, 
Betray  us  both ;  therefore  let  me  fly. 
Mor.jwu.  Fly  to  the  savages. 
Mat.  I  humbly  thank  your  hondor.         [Exit. 
Mor.  jun.  As  for  myself,  I  stand  as  Jove's  huge 
tree; 
And  others  are  but  shrabs  compared  to  me. 
AH  tretnble  at  my  name,  and  I  fear  none ; 
Let's  see  who  date  impeach  me  for  his  death. 


.A. 


^  Tottered  Itoiea-^i.  e,  tattered,  as  we  bow  proobunce  it.  In  most  writers  bt  this  period  the  worl 
was  spelt  as  kbove  written,  and  perhaps,  as  Mr  Steeveog  observes,  the  present  broad  pronlmcf  ation,  al- 
most particular  to  the  Scots,  was,  at  that  time,  common  to  both  nations.  (See  Mote  6  oo  King  J§kn.) 
To  the  several  instaiices  there  produced  may  be  added  the  following: 

Dekker^s  Bel^an  of  London,  Stg.  I>.  4 :— «<  The  tmi  ipftt  (m\k6  Ireft  ptfon  fMOy^grcasie  |;dtows) 
looking  like  so  many  hee  divells." 

Behman'e  Night  triiifeet,  Sig,  M.  •  i^<<  By  now  bat  the  Soildirn  aC  tlwte  lsl<«wi  bwidi,  ^ 
arly  or  usually  spoken." 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


Mablov.] 


EDWARD  IL 


191 


Enter  the  Queen, 

Queen,  Ah,  Mortimer,  the  king  my  son  hath 
news. 
His  father's  dead,  and  we  have  murdered  him ! 
Mor.jun,  What  if  he  have  ?  the  king  is  yet  a 

child. 
Qfieen,  Ay,  ay,  but  he  tears  his  hair,  and  wrings 
his  hands, 
And  vows  to  be  reveneed  upon  us  both, 
lato  the  council-chamber  be  is  gone. 
To  crave  the  aid  and  succour  of  hi$  peers. 
Ah  me !  see  wliere  he  comes,  and  they  with  him ; 
Now,  Mortimer,  begins  ou^  tragedy. 

Enter  the  King,  wiih  the  Lords, 

Lords,  Femr  not,  my  IokI,  know  that  yoo  are  a 
king. 

King,  Villain ! 

Mor.jun,  How  now,  my  lord  ? 

King,  Think  not  that  I  am  frighted  with  thy 
words! 
My  father's  murdered  through  thy  treachery, 
And  tliou  shaU  die;  and  ou  his  mournful  hearse 
Thy  hateful  and  accursed  head  shall  lie. 
To  witness  to  the  world,  that  by  thy  means 
His  kingly  body  was  so  soon  interred. 

Queen,  Weep  not,  sweet  son. 

King.  Forbid  not  me  to  weep,  he  was  my  fa- 
ther; 
And  had  you  loved  him  half  so  well  as  I, 
You  could  not  bear  his  death  thus  patiently. 
But  you,  I  fear,  conspired  with  Mortimer. 

Lords.  Why  speak  you  not  unto  my  lord  the 

Mor.jun,  Because  I  think  scorn  to  be  so  accused. 
Who  is  the  man  dares  say  I  murdered  him? 

King.  Traitor  I  in  me  my  loving  father  speaks. 
And  plainly  saith,  'twas  thou  that  murdered  him. 
Mor.  jun.  But  hath  your  grace  no  other  proof 

than  this? 
King.  Yes,  if  this  be  the  hand  of  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun.  False  Gumey  hath  betrayed  me  and 

himself. 
Queen.  I  feared  as  much ;  murder  cannot  be 

hid. 
Mor.jun,  Tis  my  hand ;  what  gather  you  by 

this? 
King.  That  thither  thou  did'st  send  a  murderer. 
Mor.jun,  What  murderer?   Bring  forth  the 

man  I  sent. 
Kitig.  Ay,  Mortimer,  thou  know'st  that  he  is 


And  so  dialt  thoo  be  too.   Why  stays  he  here  ? 
Bring  him  onto  a  hurdl^  drag  hhn  forth ; 
Hang  him  I  say,  and  set  his  quarters  up! 
But  oring  his  bead  back  presently  to  me. 

Queen.  For  my  sake,  sweet  son,  pity  Mortimer. 

Mor.jun.  Madami  entreat  not^  I  will  rather 
me. 


Than  sue  for  life  unto  a  paltry  boy. 

King.  Hence  with  the  traitor !  with  the  mur- 
derer ! 
Mor.jun.  Base  fortune,  now  I  see,  that  in  thy 
wheel 
There  is  a  point,  to  which  when  men  aspire. 
They  tumble  headlong  down :  that  point  I  touched. 
And  seeing  there  was  no  place  to  mount  up  higher^ 
Why  should  I  grieve  at  my  declining  fall  ? 
Farewell,  fair  Queen,  weep  not  for  Mortimer, 
That  scorns  the  world,  and,  as  a  traveller, 
Goes  to  discover  countries  yet  unknown. 

King.  What !  su6fer  you  the  traitor  to  delay  ? 
Queen,  As  thou  received'st  thy  life  from  me, 
Spill  not  the  blood  of  gentle  Mortimer. 

King.  This  argues,  that  you  spilt  my  father's 
blood, 
Else  would  you  not  entreat  for  Mortimer. 

[Mortimer  borne  off^ 
Queen.  I  spill  his  blood  !  no. 
King.  Ay,  madam,  yoa;   for  so  the  rumour 

runs. 
Queen.  That  rumour  is  untrue ;  for  loving  thee  f 
Is  this  report  raised  on  poor  Isabel. 
King.  I  do  not  think  ner  so  unnatural. 
Lords.  My  lord,  I  fear  me  it  will  prove  too 

true. 
King,  Mother,  you  are  suspected  (or  his  death^ 
And  therefore  we  commit  you  to  the  Tower, 
Till  farther  trial  may  be  made  thereof; 
If  you  be  guilty,  though  I  be  your  son, 
Thmk  not  to  find  me  slack  or  pitiful. 

Queen.  Nay,  to  my  death ;  for  too  long  have  I 
lived. 
When  as  my  son  thinks  to  abridge  my  days. 
King.  Away  with  her !  her  words  enforce  these 
tears. 
And  I  shall  pity  her,  if  she  speak  again. 

Queen,  Shall  I  not  mourn  for  my  beloved  lord ! 
And  with  the  rest  accompany  him  to  his  grave  ? 
Lords,  Thus,  ma^am,  'tis  the  king's  will  you 

shall  hebce. 
Queen,  He  hath  forgotten  me ;  stay !  I  am  his 

mother. 
Lords.  That  boots  not;  therefore,  gentle  ma- 
dam, go. 
Queen,  Then  come,  sweet  death,  and  rid  me  of 
this  gi*ief.        [Exeunt  Queen  and  Lords. 
Lords.  My  lord,  here  is  the  head  of  Mortimer. 
King,  Go  fetch  my  father's  hearse,  where  it 
shall  lie; 
And  bring  my  funeral  robes. — Accursed  head ! 
Could  I  have  ruled  thee  then,  as  I  do  now, 
Thou  hadst  not  hatched  this  monstrous  tr^u:hery. 
Here  comes  the  hearse ;  help  me  to  mourn,  my 

lords. 
Sweet  father,  here  unto  thy  murdered  ghost^ 
I  offer  up  this  wicked  traitor's  head ; 
And  let  these  tears,  distilling  from  mine  eyes, 
Be  witness  of  my  grief  and  unoceoce. 

[Exeunt. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


198  EDWARD  IL  Mablow. 


EDITIONS. 


(1.)  The  troablesome  Raigne  and  laniantabte  Death  6f  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England : 
with  the  tragical  fall  of  prood  Mortimer.  And  also,  the  Dfe  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gaveston,  the  great 
Earle  of  Comewall,  and  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  publiquely  acted 
by  the  right  honorable  the  &r\  of  Pembroke  his  servauntes.  Written  by  Chri.  Marlow,  6enL  Im- 
printed at  London  by  Richard  Bradocke,  for  William  Jones,  dwelling  neere  Holboume  Conduit,  at 
the  signe  of  the  Gunne,  1598,  4to. 

(2.)  The  troublesome  Raigpe  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  EnglaAd : 
with  the  tragical  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  also  the  Life  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gave^ton,  the  great 
Earle  of  Comewall,  aoJ  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  publiquely  acted 
by  the  right  honourable  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  his  servants.  Written,  by  Christopher  Marlow,  Gent. 
Printed  at  L3ndon  for  Roger  Barnes,  and  are  to  be  sould  at  hb  shop  in  Chaunccne  Lane,  over-agaiost 
the  Rolles,  1612,  4to. 

(3.)  The  troublesome  Raigne  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England : 
with  the  tragicall  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  also,  the  Life  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gaveston,  the 
greate  Earle  of  Comewall,  and  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  pubiikely 
acted  bv  the  Ute  Queenes  Majesties  Servants,  at  the  Red  Bull  in  S.  Johns-streete.  Written  by  Chris- 
topher Marlow,  Gent  London  printed  for  Henry  Beil,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  bis  shop  at  the  J 
Ho^ital  Gate  neere  Smithfield,  1622, 4to. 
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THE  HEIR. 

BY 

THOMAS  MAY, 


Thovas  Mat,  wot  the  ton  of  Sir  Thoma$  May^  ofMaaficH  in  the  county  of  Sussex,  kni^t ;  a 
^lentkman  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family,  which  had  resided  there  many  generations.  He  was 
horn  in  the  year  1595,  and  received  hts  early  education  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  birth-place ;  from 
thence  he  was  removed  to  SidneySussex  College  in  Cambridge,  and  took  the  degree  of  B.  A,  in  161% 
Oh  the  6th  of  August,  1615,  he  was  admitted  into  the  society  of  Gray^s-Inn,  and  soon  ftfter  became 
celebrated  for  his  poetical  performances. 

Lord  Clarendon,  *  with  whom  he  was  intimately  acquainted^  says,  ^  That  Ms  father  spent  the  for- 
tune  which  he  was  bom  to,  so  that  he  had  only  an  annuity  left  him  not  proportionable  to  a  liberal  edu^ 
cation  ;  yet,  since  his  fortune  could  not  raise  his  mind,  he  brought  his  mind  down  to  his  fortune,  by 
a  great  modesty  and  humility  in  his  nature,  which  was  not  affected,  but  very  well  became  an  imper^ 
feet  ion  im  his  speech,  which  was  a  great  mortification  to  him,  and  kept  him  from  entering  upon  any 
discourse  but  in  the  company  of  his  very  friends.  His  parts  of  nature  and  art  were  very  good,  as  ap- 
pears by  his  translation  of  Lucan,  (none  of  the  easiest  work  of  that  kind,)  and  more  by  his  Supple-' 
ment  to  Lucan^  which,  being  entirely  his  awn,  for  the  learnings  the  wit,  and  the  language,  may  be 
well  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  best  epic  poems  in  the  English  language  He  writ  some  other  com- 
mendable pieces  of  the  reign  of  some  of  our  kings.  He  was  cherished  by  many  persons  of  honour,  and 
very  acceptable  in  all  places ;  yet  (to  shew  that  pride  and  envy  have  their  influences  upon  the  nar- 
rowest minds,  and  which  have  the  greatest  semblance  of  humility)  though  he  had  received  much  coun- 
tenance, and  a  very  considerable  donative  from  the  king ;  upon  his  majesty's  refusing  to  -give  him  a 
small  pension,  f  which  he  had  designed  and  promised  to  another  very  ingenious  person,  whose  quali- 
ties he  thought  inferior  to  his  own  ;  he  fell  from  his  duty,  and  all  his  former  friends,  and  prostituted 
himself  to  the  vile  office  t  of  celebrating  the  infamous  acts  of  those  who  were  in  rebellion  against  the 
king ;  which  he  did  so  meanly,  that  he  seemed  to  all  men  to  have  lost  his  wits  when  he  left  his  hones- 
ty; and  shortly  after  died  nuserable  and  neglected,  and  deserves  to  be  forgotten,^ 

He  died  suddenly  on  the  night  of  the  ISth  of  November,  1650,  after  having  drank  his  cheerful 
bottle  as  usual  The  cause  of  his  death  it  said  to  have  arisen  from  the  tying  of  his  night-cap  too 
cltue  under  his  chin,  which  occasioned  a  suffocation  when  he  turned  himself  about. 

Hewas  buried,  by  appointment  of  the  Parliament,  in  a  splendid  manner,  in  the  south  aisle  of  West- 
minster Abbey,  where  a  monument  to  his  memory  was  erected,  with  a  Latin  inscription  thereon,  com- 
posed by  Marchemont  Needham;  which  remained  there  until  the  Restoration,  when  it  was  destroy- 
ed, and  his  body  dug  up,  and  buried  in  a  large  pit,  belonging  to  St  Margaret*s  church,  with  many 
others,  who  had  been  interred  in  the  Abbey  during  the  inter-regnunu 

He  was  the  author  of  the  following  dramatic  pieces : 

1.  T^e  Tragedy  of  Antigone,  the  Theban  princesse,    8vo,    1631. 

S.  The  Heire,  a  Comedy  ;  acted  by  the  company  of  the  Revels,  1620.    Ato.    1633. 

S.  The  Tragedy  qfJulta  Agrippina,  Empress  of  Home,    nmo.  1639.     12mo.  1654. 


•  Life,  8to.  edhioo  1759,  p.  35. 

+  SkMne  writer*  suppose  he  was  disgiisted  that  Sir  William  Davenaot  wai  appointed  to  sacceed  Bea 
JooMB  as  poet  Uureat,  in  the  year  1637. 
t  He  wiii  appointed  to  the  post  of  Historiographer  by  the  Fariiaaent* 
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lUmo,  16S9.    ISmo,  1654. 


4.  The  Tragedi/ of  Cleopatra^  Queen  of  JEgypt 

5.  The  Old  Couple,  a  Comedy.    Aio.    1658. 
He  also  wrote  **  The  Reign  of  King  Henry  the  Second^  and  "  The  victorious  Reign  of  Edward 

the  ThirdT  both  in  English  verse ;  and  translated,  besides  Lucan,  the  Georgics  of  Virgil  the  Epi- 
grams ofMartialy  the  Icon  Animomm,  by  Barclay,  and  the  verses  in  Argenis,  by  the  same  author. 
He  liketme  was  the  author  of  "  The  History  of  the  Parliament  of  England,  which  began  November 
3, 1640,  with  a  short  and  necessary  view  of  some  precedent  years.      Folio,  164T. 

The  following  inscription  was  made  Upon  him  by  one  of  the  Cavalier  party,  whkh  he  had  abused  : 

Adsta,  Viator,  et  Poetam  legas 

Locaoi  iuterpretem, 

Quem  ita  feliciter  Anglicanum  fecerat^ 

Ut  Mayns  simul  et  Lucaniu  Tideretury 

£t  laoe  credas  Metempsichosin : 

Nam  aterque  iogratus  Priocipis  sal  Proditor; 

Hie  Neroois  Tyranni,  ille  Caroli  Regam  optimly 

At  fata  plan^  divena; 

Lacanam  eoim  ante  obitom  poeoitentem  legit, 

Mayus  vero  repentina  morte  occubuit,  , 

Ne  fonan  pceniteret. 

Parliameati  rebellis  tam  pertinax  adstipolator, 

Ut  Musanim,  quae  olim  religiose  colttcrat, 

Sacrilegus  hottis  evaserit : 

Attamen  fiogendi  artem  ood  penitus  aniisit, 

Nam  getta  eortun  scripsit  et  typis  mandavit 

Id  proe&  mendax  Poeta. 

Int^r  tot  Ueroas  Poetarum,  Noblliiunque, 

Quod  tam  indigni  sepeliantur  Cioeres, 

Videntar  flere  Marmora, 

NjBC  tamen  mirere  eam  bic  rebelles  posnissey 

Qui  tot  sacras  i£de8,  et  Dei  delabra 

£qui8  fecere  stabola. 


TO  MY  HONOURED  FRIEND 

MR  THOMAS  MAY, 

UPON  HIS  COMEDY 

THE    HEIR. 


The  Heir  being  bom,  was  in  his  tender  age 
Rocked  in  the  cradle  of  a  private  stage, 
"W here,  lifted  up  by  many  a  willing  hand. 
The  child  did  from  the  first  day  fairlr  stand ; 
Since,  having  gathered  strength,  he  dares  prefer 
His  steps  into  the  public  theatre, 
The  world :  where  be  detpairs^not  but  to  find 
A  doom  from  men  mpre  able,  not  less  kind. 

I  but  his  usher  am,  yet,  if  my  word 
May  pass,  I  dare  be  bound  he  will  afford 
Thin^  must  deserve  a  welcome,  if  well  known. 
Such  as  best  writerg  would  have  wished  their  own: 


You  shall  observe  his  words  in  order  meet, 
And,  softly  stealing  on  with  equal  feet. 
Slide  into  even  numbers,  with  such  grace. 
As  each  word  had  been  moulded  for  that  place. 

You  shall  perceive  an  amorous  passion,  span 
Into  so  smooth  a  web,  as  had  the  oun. 
When  he  pursued  the  swiftly-flying  fnaid, 
Courted  her  in  such  language,  she  bad  staid; 
A  love  so  well  exprest  must  be  the  same 
The  author  felt  hmiself,  from  his  fair  flame. 

The  whole  plot  doth  alike  itself  disclose 
Through  the  nve  actS;  as  doth  a  lock  thftt  goei 
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With  letters ;  for,  till  every  one  be  known. 
The  lock's  as  fast  as  if  you  had  found  none ; 
And  where  his  sportive  muse  doth  draw  a  thread 
Of  mirth,  chaste  macrons  may  not  blush  to  read. 

Thus  have  I  thought  it  fitter  to  reveal 
My  want  of  art,  dear  friend,  than  to  conceal 
My  love.    It  did  appear  I  did  not  mean 
So  to  commend  thy  well-wrought  comic  scene, 
As  men  might  judge  my  aim  rather  to  be. 
To  gain  praise  to  myself  than  give  it  thee ; 


Though  I  can  give  thee  none,  but  what  thou  hast 
Peserved,  and  what  must  my  faint  breath  out- 
last. 
Yet  was  this  garment  (though  I  skilless  be 
To  take  thy  measure)  only  made  for  thee ; 
And  if  it  prove  too  scant,  'tis  'cause  the  stuff 
Nature  allowed  me  was  not  large  enough. 

Thomas  Cabew«* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


The  Kino. 

ViRRO,  an  old  rich  Count, 
PoLYMETES,  an  old  Lord, 
EuoENio,  his  Son. 
Leucothoe,  his  Daughter. 
Rose  10,  his  Man, 
EupHUES,  anoMer  Lord. 
Philocles,  his  Son. 
Clerimont,  a  Gentleman, 

Friend  to  Philocles. 
pRANKLiNjflnoW  rich  Gen* 

tleman. 
Lucy,  Am  Daughter. 


Francisco,  a  young  Man^ 

Alphonso. 

Shallow,  a  foolish  Gentle- 
man, 

NiCANOR,  a  Courtier. 

Matbo,  a  Lawyer. 

PsECTAS  •,  a  waitiTig  Gen- 
tlewoman, 

A  Parson. 

A  Sumner. 

A  Constable  and  Watch: 

Servants, 

Sc^ic— Sicily. 


PROLOGUE. 


JvnrcTOUs  friends,  if  what  shall  here  be  seen 
May  taste  your  sense,  or  ope  your  tickled  spleen, 
Our  author  has  his  wish :  he  does  not  mean 
To  rub  your  galls  with  a  satiric  scene ; 
Xor  toil  your  brains,  to  find  the  fustian  sense 


Of  those  poor  lines  that  cannot  recompense 
The  pains  of  study :  Comedy's  soft  strain 
Should  not  perfilex,  but  recreate  the  brain; 
His  strain  is  such,  he  hopes  it,  but  refers 
That  to  the  test  of  yonr  judicious  ears. 


*  Tkomtu  Carem  **  was  the  yoooger  brother  of  a  good  family,  and  of  excellent  parts,  and  bad  spent 
many  jesn  of  hb  youth  in  France  and  Italy  $  and,  returning  from  travel,  followed  the  court,  which  the 
modesty  4»f  that  time  disposed  men  to  do  tome  time,  before  they  pretended  to  be  of  it  $  and  be  was  very 
m«cb  esteemed  by  the  most  emiMnt  penons  in  Un^court,  and  welt  looked  upon  by  the  king  himself  for 
some  years  before  he  could  obtain  to  be  sewer  to  the  king;  and  when  the  king  conferred  that  place  up« 
on  him,  it  was  not  without  the  regret  even  ot  the  whole  Scottish  nattoft,  which  united  themselves  in  re> 
commaidlDg,anotber  gentleman  to  it ;  and  of  so  great  •valae  were  those  velaliiett  held  in  that  ace,  when 
n^iesty  was  beheld  with  the  reverence  it  ought  to  be.  He  was  a  person  of  a  pleasant  and  facetious 
wit,  ikni  made  many  poems,  (especially  in'  the  amorous  way,)  which,  for  the  sharpness  of  the  fancy,  aad 
the  elegancy  of  the  language  in  which  that  fancy  was  spread,  were  act  least  eqnal,  if  not  superior^  to  any 
of  that  time :  bnt  his  glory  was,  that  after  fifty  years  of  his  life,  spent  with  less  severity  or  exactlKsi 
than  it  ooght  to  have  been,  be  died  with  the  greatest  remorse  for  that  license,  and  with  the  greatest  ma- 
mfintotion  of  Christianity  that  his  best  friends  could  desire.**— X.f/^  of  Clatend(m.  8vo.  edit.  1759.  Vol.  I* 
p.36.  He  died  in  the  year  iaS9. 
f  Pfecfos.— 1.  e.  VUuperatorj  which  answers  to  her  character.    Former  editions  read  Pseaum 
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ACT    I. 


Enter  Polymetes,  Roscia 

Pofy,   Roscio« 

Ros,  Mv  lord. 

Pofy,  tlast  thou  divulged  the  news. 
That  my  son  died  at  Atheos? 

Roi.  Yes,  my  lord, 
With  every  circumstance,  the  time,  the  place, 
And  manner  of  his  death ;  that  *tb  believed 
And  told  for  news  with  as  much  confidence 
As  if  'twere  writ  in  Gallo-belgicus.' 

Foly.  That's  well,  that's  very  well:  now,  Roscio, 
Follows  my  part;  I  must  express  a  grief 
Not  usual ;  not  like  a  well-left  heir 
For  his  dead  father,  or  a  lusty  widow 
For  her  old  husbaud,  must  I  counterfeit : 
But  in  a  deeper,  a  far  deeper  strain, 
Weep  like  a  father  for  his  only  son. 
Is  not  that  bard  to  do,  ha !  Roscio? 

Rot.  Oh  no,  my  lord, 
'  Not  for  your  skill ;  has  not  your  Lordship  seen 
A  plaver  jpersonate  HieronimoP  ^ 

Pofy.  By  the  mass  'tis  true,  I  have  seen  the 
linave  paint  grief 
In  such  a  lively  colour,  that  for  false 
And  acted  passioD,  he  has  drawn  true  tears 


From  the  spectators.    Ladies  in  the  boies 
Kept  time  with  sighs  and  tears  to  his  sad  acoenti^ 
As  he  had  truly  been  the  man  he  seemed. 
Well  then,  I'll  ne'er  despair;  but,  tell  me,  thou, 
Thou  that  hast  still  been  privy  to  mj  bosom, 
How  will  this  project  take  ? 

Ros,  Rarely,  my  lord ; 
Even  now,  methinks,  I  see  your  lordship's  house 
Haunted  with  suitors  of  the  noblest  rank. 
And  my  youn^  lady,  ^our  supposed  heir. 
Tired  more  with  woomg  than  the  Grecian  oueen,' 
In  the  long  absence  of  her  wandering  loro. 
There's  not  a  ruinous  nobility 
In  all  this  kingdom,  but  conceives  a  hope 
Now  to  rebuild  his  fortunes  on  this  nuitch. 

Fofy,  Those  are  not  they  I  kiok  for;  oo,  my 
nets 
Are  spread  for  other  game  ;  the  rich  and  greedj, 
Those  that  have  wealth  enough,  yet  gape  for  more, 
Thev  are  for  me. 

Rot.  Others  will  come,  my  lord. 
Ail  sorts  of  fish  will  press  upon  ^our  nets; 
Then  in  your  lordship's  wisdom  it  roust  lie 
To  cull  the  great  ones,  and  reject  the  fry. 

Fofy,  Nay,  fear  not  that;  there's  none  shall 
have  access 


'  OaU<h^eJgicMS. — Gallo-belgicus  was  the  name  of  the  first  news-paper  pablished  in  Fnglaiid.  Clere- 
Huid,  in  bis  Character  of  a  London  Diurnal,  says,  *'  The  original  smner  of  this  kind  was  Dutch,  Gallo- 
**  belgieus  the  Protoplast,  and  the  modem  Mercuries  but  Hans  en  K elders.*'  The  exact  time  when  tbey 
were  printed  I  am  unable  to  discover ;  but  they  certainly  were  as  early  as  the  reign  of  Queen  £lixal>etli  { 
some  intelligence  given  by  Mercnrius  Gallo-belgicus  being  mentjioned  in  Carew*sJ8nrvey  of  Comwal,  p. 
1^,  originally  published  hi  1902,   Dr  Donne,  In  hb  Verses  upon  Thomas  Coryat's  Cordities,  1611,  mjh 


-*'  To  Gallo-belgicus  appear 


**  As  deep  a  statesman  as  «  gazetteer.* 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  mention  Mercurius  Gallo-belgicus,  in  the  Fair  Mahl  of  the  Inn,  act  4;  sad 
Ben  Jooson,  in  the  Poetaster,  act  5.  scene  3«  Glapthome  also,  in  Wit  in  a  Constable ;  aad  Uoweli  iA 
bb  Letters,  p.  185,  edition  1764« 


*  HUrntimo.    See  the  Spanish  Tragedy* 
s  Grteiaii  <^l0ellw— Penelope. 
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To  see  mj  daughter,  or  to  speak  to  her, 
But  soch  as  I  approve,  and  aim  to  catch. 

Jtof.  The  jest  will  be,  my  lord,  when  yoa  shall 
sec 
How  Toar  aspiring  suitors  wilt  pot  on 
The  face  of  greatness,  and  belye  their  fortunes, 
Consame  themselves  in  show,  wasting,  Uke  mer- 
chants. 
Their  present  wealth  in  rigging  a  fair  ship 
For  some  iH-ventored  voyage,  that  undoes  'em. 
Here  comes  a  yonth  with  letters  from  the  court, 
Bought  of  some  favoarite  at  such  a  price. 
As  will  for  ever  sink  him ;  yet,  alas ! 
Alfs  to  no  purpose,  he  roust  lose  the  prize. 
Poly,  Twill  feed  me  fat  with  sport  that  it  shall 
make; 
Besides  the  large  adventores  it  brings  home 
Uato  my  daughter. — IIow  now } 

Enter  Servamt. 

Sero,  My  lord,  Count  Virro  is  come  to  see  you. 

Foly,  Conduct  him  in.    So,  so,  it  takes  already. 
See,  Roscio,  see,  this  is  the  very  man 
My  pnnect  aimed  at,  the  rich  Count,  that  knows 
No  end  of  bis  large  wealth,  yet  gapes  for  more. 
There  was  no  other  loadstone  could  attract 
Uts  iron  heart;   for  could  beauty  have  moved 

him, 
Natnre  has  been  no  nif^gard  to  ray  girl. 
Bat  I  must  to  my  grief;  here  comes  the  Count. 

Enter  Cottut  Virbo. 

Fir.  Is  yoor  lord  asleep  ? 

Rot,  Noysir; 
I  think  not.    My  lord !— Coont  Virro. 

Ttr.  How  do  you,  sir? 

Poly.  I  do  intreat  yoor  lordship  pardon  me ; 
Grief,  and  some  want  of  sleep,  have  made  nie 
At  this  time  unmanneHy,  not  fit  to  entertain 
Guests  of  yoor  worth. 

Vir,  Alas,  sir,  I  know  your  grief. 

Rm,  HTwas  that,  that  fetched  you  hither.  [Aside. 

Vir,  You  have  lost  a  worthy  and  a  hopeful  son ; 
Bat  Heaven,  tliat  always  gives,  will  sometimes 

uke. 
And  that  the  best    There  is  no  balsam  left  us 
To  cure  soch  wounds  as  these,  but  patience ; 
There  is  no  disputing  with  tlie  acU  of  Heaven ; 
Bat  if  there  were,  in  what  could  you  accuse 
Those  Powers  that  else  have  been  so  liberal  to 

And  left  you  yet  one  comfort  m  your  age, 
A  fair  and  virtuous  daughter  ? 

Rot.  Now  it  begins.  [Mde. 

Vir.  Your  blood  is  not  extinct,  nor  your  age 
childless ; 
From  that  fair  branch  that's  left  may  come  much 

fruit, 
Tojdad  posterity;  think  on  that,  my  lord. 

rohf.  Nay,  Heaven  forbid  I  should  repine  at 
^rhat  the  JBsdce  of  those  Powem  ordain;  it  has 
pleased  them  toeonfine  my  care  only  to  one,  and 
to  tee  her  well  bestowed^  is  ail  the  comfort  I  now 


most  look  for ;  but  if  it  had  pleased  Heaven  that 
my  son— ah  my  Eugenio !—  [Ueweef$, 

Vir,  Alas,  good- gentleman! 

Rot.  'Pore  Heaven  be  does  it  rarelv ! 

Vir.  But,  sir,  remember  yourself,  remember 
your  daughter;  let  not  your  grief  for  the  dead 
make  you  foi^et  the  living,  whose  hopes  and  for- 
tunes depend  upon  your  safety. 

Poly.  Oh  my  good  lord,  you  never  had  a  son. 

Aof.  Unless  they  were  bastards,  and  for  them 

00  doubt  bat  be  fias  done  as  other  lords  dot, 

[A»id€. 

Poly.  And  therefore  cannot  tell  what  tis  to 
lose  a  son,  a  good  son,  and  an  only  son. 

Vir.  1  would,  my  lord,  I  could  as  well  redress^ 
As  I  can  take  compassion  of  your  grief. 
You  should  soon  find  an  ease. 

Poly.  Pray  pardon  me,  my  lord,  if  I  forget  my* 
self  toward  you  at  this  time;  if  it  please  you  vi- 
sit my  hoobO  ofter,  yoif  shall  be  wek'ome. 

Vir.  You  would  fain  sleep,  my  Itird,  Fll  take 
my  leave;  Heaven  send  you  comfort!  I  shall 
make  bold  shortly  to  visit  you. 

Poly.  You  shall  be  wondrous  welcome. 
Wait  on  my  lord  out  there. —  [Exit  Virro^ 

So,  now  he  s  gone ;  how  thinkest  thou,  Rosdo, 
Will  not  this  gudgeon  bite  ? 

Rot.  No  doubt,  my  lord, 
So  fair  a  bait  would  catch  a  conning  fish^ 

Poly.  And  such  a  one  is  he ;  he  ever  loved 
The  beauty  of  my  girl,  but  that's  not  it 
Can  draw  the  earth-bred  thoughts  of  his  gross  souL 
Gold  is  the  god  of  Wis  idolatry ; 
With  hepe  of  which  I'll  feed  him,  till  at  length 

1  make  him  fasten,  and,  Uion-like, 

For  his  loved  Juno  grasp  an  empty  cloud. 

Rot.  How  stands  my  yoang  lady  affiscted  to 
him  ? 

Poly,  There's  all  the  difficulty ;  we  most  win 
her  to  love  him.  I  doubt  the  peevish  girl  will 
think  him  too  old ;  he's  well  near  fifty.  In  this 
busiriess  I  must  leave  somewhat  to  thy  wit  and 
care :  praise  him  beyond  ail  measure. 

Rot,  Yoiir  lordship  ever  found  me  trusty. 

Poly.  If  thou  effect  it,  I  will  make  thee  happy. 

[Exeuni. 

Enter  Philocles,  Clerimont. 

Philo.  Eugenio's  sister  then  is  the  rich  heir 
By  his  decease? 

Cler.  Yes,  and  the  fair  one  too ; 
She  needs  no  doss  that  fortune  can  set  on  hefi 
Her  beauty  of  itself  were  prize  enough 
To  make  a  king  turn  beggar  fur. 

PAi7.  Heyday! 
What,  in  love,  Clerimont  ?  I  lay  my  life  'tis  so ; 
Thou  couldst  not  praise  her  with  such  passion  else. 

Ckr.  I  know  not;  I  slept  well  enough  last  nights 
But  if  thou  saw'st  her  once,  I  would  not  give 
A  farthing  for  thy  life ;  I  tell  thee,  Philocles, 
One  sight  of  her  would  make  thee  cry,— ay  me  \ 
S^hy  and  look  pale ;  Methinks  1 4o  imagine 
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How  like  an  idolatrous  lover  thoo  wouldst  look 
Through  the  eye-lids,  and  know  nobody. 

Phil.  'Tis  very  well,  but  how  did  your  wor^ip 
'scape? 
You  have  seen  her  ? 

Cler.  True,  but  [  have  an  antidote,  and  I  can 
teach  it  thee. 

Phil.  When  1  have  need  on'i,  T\\  desire  it. 

Cler.  And  'twill  be  worth  thy  learning,  when 
thou  shalt  see  the  tyranny  of  that  same  scurvy 
boy,  and  what  fools  he  makes  of  us :  Shall  I  de- 
scnbe  the  beast  ? 

FhiL  What  beast? 

Cler,  A  lover. 

FhiL  Do. 

Cler.  Then,  to  be  brief,  I  will  pass  over  the 
opinion  of  your  ancient  fathers,  as  likewise  tliose 
vtrange  loves  spoken  of  in  the  authentic  histories 
of  chivalry,  Aroadis  de  Gaul,  Parisinus,  the  Knight 
o(  the  Sun,  or  the  witty  knight  Don  Quixote  de 
la  Mancha,  where  thos«  brave  men,  whom  neither 
enchantments,  giants,  wind-mills,  nor  flocks  of 
sheep  could  vanquish,  are  made  the  trophies  of 
triumphing  love. 

JPhil.  Pr*ythee  come  to  the  matter. 

Cler.  Neither  will  I  mention  the  complaints  of 
Sir  Guy  for  the  fair  Phelis,  nor  the  travels  of  Pa- 
rismus  for  the  love  of  the  beauteous  Laurana; 
nor,  lastly,  the  roost  sad  penance  of  the  ingenious 
knight  Don  Quixote  upon  the  mountains  of  Sien- 
na Moreua,  moved  by  the  unjust  disdain  of  the 
lAdy  Dulcinea  del  Toboso.  As  for  our  modem 
authors,  I  will  not  so  much  as  name  them,  no  not 
that  excellent  treatise  of  Tully's  love,  written  by 
the  master  of  art.* 

PhiL  I  would  thou  wouldst  pass  over  this  pas- 
sing over  of  authors,  and  speak  thine  own  judge- 

Cler.  Why  then,  to  be  brief,  I  think  a  lover 
looks  like  an  ass. 

Phil.  1  can  describe  him  better  than  so  myself  : 
lie  looks  like  a  man  that  had  sitten  up  at  cards  all 
night,  or  a  stale  drunkard  wakened  m  the  midst 
of  his  sleep. 

Cler.  But,  Philocles,  I  would  not  have  thee  see 
this  lady,  she  has  a  bewitching  look. 

PhiL  How  darest  thou  venture,  man?  What 
strange  medicine  hast  thou  found?  Ovid  ne'er 
taught  it  ihee :  I  doubt  I  guess  th;r  remedy  for 
love,  go  to  a  bawdy-house,  or  so,  is  it  not  ? 

Cler.  Faith,  and  that's  a  good  way,  I  can  tell 
you;  we  younger  brothers  are  beholden  to  it;j 
alas,*  we  must  not  fall  in  love,  and  chuse  whomj 
we  like  best;  we  have  no  jointures  for  them  as; 
you  blest  heirs  can  have. 


PhiL  Well,  I  have  found  yon,  ur ;  and  pr'ytfaee 
tell  me,  how  gettest  thou  wenches  ? 

Cler.  Why  I  can  want  no  panders;  I  lie  in  the 
constable's  house. 

PhiL  And  there  you  m$j  wbonre  by  authority. 
But,  Clerimont,  I  doubt  this  paragon 
That  thou  so  praisest,  is  some  ill-favoured  weucb. 
Whom  thou  wouldst  have  me  laughed  at  for  com- 
mending. 

CUr.  Believe  it,  I  spoke  in  earnest;  trust  your 
eyes, 
I  n  show  you  her, 

PhiL  How  canst  thou  do  it  ? 
Thou  knowest  this  lady's  father  is  to  mine 
A  deadly  enemy ;  nor  is  his  bouse 
Open  to  any  of  our  kindred. 

Cler.  That's  no  matter; 
My  lodging's  the  next  door  (o  this  lord's  bouse, 
And  my  back  window  looks  into  his  garden ; 
There  every  morning  hkr  Leucothoe 
(For  so  I  hear  her  named)  walking  alone, 
To  please  her  senses,  makes  Aurora  blush. 
To  see  one  brighter  than  herself  appear. 

PhiL  W^ll,  I  will  see  her  then.  [Exetmt: 

Enter  Franklin,  Francisco,  and  Lucy. 

Franc.  Yet  for  her  sake  be  advised  better,  sir. 

Frank.  Impudent  rascal,  can'st  look  roe  in 
the  face,  and  know  how  thou  hast  wronged  oie  ? 
Thou  hast  dishonoured  my  daughter,  made  a 
whore  of  her. 

Franc.  Gentle  sir. 
The  wrong  my  love  has  made  to  your  ^r  daugh- 
ter, 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  wish  undone  again ; 
But  if  you  please,  it  may  be  yet  closed  up 
Without  dishonour ;  I  will  marry  her. 

Frank.  Marry  her !  she  has  a  hot  catch  of  that; 
marry  a  beggar!  What  jointure  canst  diou  make 
her? 

Franc  Sir,  I  am  poor,  I  must  confess ; 
Fortune  has  blest  you  better:  but  I  swear 
By  all  things  that  can  bind,  'twas  not  your  wealtk 
Was  the  foundation  of  my  true-built  love ; 
It  was  her  single  uncompoundcd  self. 
Herself  without  addition,  that  I  loved. 
Which  shall  for  ever  in  my  sight  outweigh 
All  other  women's  fortunes,  and  themselves ; 
And  were  I  great,  as  great  as  I  could  wish 
Myself  for  her  advancement,  no  such  bar 
As  fortune's  inequality  should  stand 
Betwixt  our  loves. 

Lucy.  Good  father,  hear  me. 

Frank.  Dost  thou  not  blush  to  call  me  fother, 
strumpet? 


♦  TuHuU  love^  tcriiUn  by  the  master  of  «r*.— The  work  Jiere  mentioned  ii  entitled,  "  2V{7te«  Le^t 
wherein  is  discovered  the  prime  of  Cicerocs  youth,  &c  &c."  By  Robert  Greeae.  in  artibwtmMgiaitr, 
I  have  seen  no  earlier  edition  of  It  than  that  in  1616.    S, 
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m  mtke  tbee  an  example. 

lM€y.  But  bear  me,  sir;  my  shame  will  Ite 
your  own. 

Tfunk,  No  more,  I  say.    Francisco,  leave  my 
hoose, 
I  charge  yoa  come  not  here. 

fnnc  I  must  obey,  and  will )  dear  Lucy  be 
constant. 

iMcy,  Till  death.  [Exit  Franciico. 

Frtmk,  Here's  a  fine  wedding  towards ! 
The  bridegruoro,  when  he  comes  for  his  bride, 
Shall  6nd  her  great  with  child  by  another  man ! 
PUsioD-a-me,  miniun,  how  have  you  hid  it  so  long? 

Lucy.  Fearing  your  anger,  sir,  [  strove  to  hide  it 

F^unL  Hide  it  one  day  more  then,  or  be  dam- 
ned. 
Hide  it  till  Shallow  be  married  to  thee, 
And  then  let  htm  do  his  worst. 

Lucy,  Sir,  I  should  too  much  wrong  him. 

t^nk.  Wrong  him!  there  be  great  ladies 
have  done  the  like ;  'tis  no  news  to  see  a  bride 
widi  child. 

Luey.  Good  sir. 

IVoii^  Then  be  wise,  lay  the  child  to  him; 
he's  a  rich  man,  t'other's  a  beggar. 

lary.  I  dare  not,  sir. 

Frank.  Do  it,  I  say,  and  he  shall  father  it. 

Lmcy.  He  knows  he  never  touched  me,  sir. 

Frank,  That's  all  one,  lay  it  to  him,  we'll  out- 
face him  'tis  his :  but  hark,  he  is  coming,  I  hear 
the  mu«c :  swear  thou  wilt  do  thy  best  to  make 
him  think  'tis  his,  only  fur  this  time ;  swear  quick- 

h- 

Lkcy  I  do. 

Frank.  Go  step  aside,  and  come  when  thy  cue 
is;  thou  shalt  hear  us  talk.  [Lucy  aside. 

Enter  Shallow  with  Music. 

Skal  Morrow,  father. 

Frank.  Son  bridegroom,  welcome;  you  have 
been  looked  for  here. 

SkaL  My  tailor  a  little  disappointed  me :  but 
is  mv  bride  ready  ? 

Frank.  Ves,  long  ago ;  but  you  and  I  will  talk 
a  little.    Send  in  your  music. 

SkaL  Go  wait  within ;  and  tell  me,  father,  did 
she  not  think  It  long  till  I  came? 

Frank.  I  warrant  her  ahe  did ;  she  loves  you 
not  a  little. 

ShaL  Nay,  that  I  dare  swear;  she  has  given 
me  roanr  tastes  of  her  affection. 

Frank.  What,  before  you  were  married  ? 

SkaL  I  mean  in  the  way  of  honesty,  father. 

Frtmk.  Nay,  that  I  doubt ;  young  wits  love  to 
be  trying ;  and,  to  say  truth,  I  see  not  how  a  wo- 
man can  deny  a  man  of  your  youth  and  person 
upon  those  terms :  you'll  not  be  known  on^t  now. 

ShaL  I  have  kissed  her,  or  so, 

Frank.  Come,  come,  I  know  you  are  no  fool; 
I  should  think  yon  a  very  ass,  nay,  I  tell  you 
P*»»nly,  I  should  be  loth  to  marry  my  daughter  to 
P^  if  I  thooght  you  had  not  tried  her  in  so  long 


acquaintance;  but  you  hare  tried  her,  and  sho 
poor  soul  could  not  deny  you. 
ShaL  Ha,  ha,  he ! 

Frank.  Faith,  tell  me,  son,  'tb  but  a  menry 
question;  she's  yours. 

ShaL  Upon  my  virginity,  father— 
Frank,  Swear  not  by  that,  I'll  ne'er  believe 
you. 

ShaL  Why  then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  never 
did  it,  that  I  remember. 

Frank.  That  yon  remember!  oh  is't  there- 
abouts ? 

Lucy.  Hell  take  it  upon  him  presently.  [il»Wf. 

Frank.  You  have  been  so  familiar  with  her, 

you  have  fors^ot  the  times;  but  did  you  never 

come  in  half  fuddled,  and  then, — in  akind  humour, 

ctttera  quis  nescit  f 

ShaL  Indeed  1  was  wont  to  serve  my  mother's 
maids  so,  when  I  came  half  foxed,  as  you  said, 
and  then  next  momin{^  I  should  laugh  to  myself. 
Frank.  Why  there  it  goes ;  I  thought  to  have 
chid  you,  son  Shallow ;  I  knew  what  you  had 
done,  'lis  too  apparent :  I  would  not  have  people 
take  notice  of  it ;  pray  God  she  hide  her  great 
belly  as  she  goes  to  church  tn-day. 
ShaL  Why,  father,  is  she  with  child? 
Frank.  As  if  you  knew  not  that ;  fie,  fie,  leave 
your  dissembling  now. 

ShaL  Sure  it  cannot  be  mine. 
Frank.  How's  this ;  you  would  not  make  my 
daughter  a  whore,  would  you  ?  This  is  but  to  try 
if  you  can  stir  my  choler ;  yon  wits  have  strange 
tricks,  do  things  over  night  when  you  are  merry, 
and  then  deny  'em.  But  stay,  here  she  comes 
alone :  step  aside,  she  shall  not  see  us. 

[They  step  aside. 
Lucy,  Ah  my  dear  Shallow^  thou  need*st  not 
have  made 
Such  haste,  my  heart  thou  know'st  was   firm 

enough 
To  thee ;  but  I  may  blame  my  own  fond  love. 
That  cduld  not  deny  thee.     * 

ShaL  She's  with  child  indeed,  it  swells. 
Frank.  You  would  not  believe  me. — Tis  a  good 
wench,  she  does  it  handsomely.  [Aside. 

Lucy.  But  yet  I  know,  if  thou  hadst  hetn  thy- 
self, thou  v^ouldst  ne'er  have  oflfered  it;  'twa» 
drink  that  made  thee. 

ShaL  Yes  sure  1  was  drunk  when  I  did  it,  for 
I  had  forgot  it;  I  lay  my  life  'twill  prove  a  girl, 
because  'twas  got  in  drink. 

Lucy,  I  am  ashamed  to  see  any  body. 
Frank.  Alas,  poor  wretch,  go  comfort  her: 
Lucy ! 

^L  Sweetheart !  nay,  never  be  ashamed.  I 
was  a  little  too  hasty,  but  I'll  make  thee  amends; 
we'll  be  married  presently. 

Frank.  Be  cheary,  Lucy ;  you  were  man  and 
wife  before ;  it  wanted  but  the  ceremony  of  the 
cliurch,  and  that  shall  be  presently  done. 
ShaL  Ay,  ay,  sweetheart,  as  soon  as  may  be. 
Frank,  But  now  I  think  on't,  son  Shallow,  your 
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wedding  mnst  not  be  public,  as  we  intended  it. 

ShaL  Why  so? 

Frank,  Giecause  I  would  not  haye  people  take 
BOtice  of  tins  fault;  we'll  go  to  church,  only  we 
three,  the  minister  and  the  clerk,  that's  witnesses 
enough ;  so,  the  time  being  unknown,  people  will 
lunk  you  were  married  ^fore. 

ShaL  But  will  it  stand  with  my  worship  to  be 
■tarried  in  private  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  yes,  the  greatest  do  it,  when  they 
Inve  been  ntbbhng  before  band ;  there  is  no  other 
way  to  save  your  bride's  credit. 


ShaL  Come,  let's  about  St  presently. 
Frank,  This  is  closed  up  neyond  our  wishes. 

[Exeunt 

Manet  Lucr. 

Lucy.  I  am  undone,  unless  thy  wit,  Fraosisco, 
Ca»  find  some  means  to  free  roe  from  this  fool. 
Who  would  have  thought  the  sot  could  be  sogross. 
To  take  upon  him  what  he  never  did. 
To  his  own  shame  ?  1*11  send  to  my  Francisco^ 
And  I  must  lose  no  time ;  for  I  am  dead. 
If  not  delivered  from  this  loathed  bedu 


ACTIL 


Enter  PHiL0CLES,CLERiM0NTaf  the  Window, 

Cler.  See,  Philodes,  ^onder^s  that  happy  shade 
That  often  veils  the  fair  Leucothoe, 
Aad  this  her  usual  hour;  she'll  not  be  Ions; : 
Then  thou  shalt  tell  me,  if  so  rare  an  object 
E'er  blest  thine  eyes  before. 

PhiL  Well,  I  would  see  her  once, 
Wer't  but  to  try  thy  judgment,  Clerimont. 

Ckr,  And  when  thou  dost,  remember  what  I 
told  thee, 
I  would  not  be  so  fickle;  but,  soft,  look  to  thy 

heart. 
Yonder  she  comes,  and  that's  her  waiting-woman. 
[Leucothoe  and  Psectas  in  the  Garden. 
Now  gaze  thy  fill ;  speak  man,  how  likest  thou 
her? 

Leucoth.  Psectas! 

P$ect.  Madam. 

Leueeth.  What  flower  was  that, 
Thac  thou  wer't  telling  such  a  story  of 
Last  night  to  me  ? 

Psect,  n^is  called  Narcissus,  madam  : 
It  bears  the  name  of  that  too  beauteous  boy, 
That  lost  himself  by  loving  of  himself; 
Who,  viewmg  in  a  fair  and  crystal  stream 
Those  lips,  that  only  he  could' never  kiss,^ 
Doats  on  the  sliadow,  which  to  reach  in  vain 
Striving,  he  drowns ;  thus,  scorning  all  beside, 
For  the  loved  shadow  the  fair  substance  died. 

Leucoth.  Fie,  fie,  I  like  not  these  impossiUe 
tales ; 
A  man  to  fall  in  love  with  his  own  shadow, 
And  die  for  love,  it  is  most  ridiculous  ! 

Ptect.  Madam,  I  know  not ;  1  have  often  seen 
]3oth  men  and  women  court  the  looking-glass 
With  so  much  seemiuf^  contentation. 
That  1  could  think  this  true ;  nay  wear  it  about 

'em 
As  lovers  do  their  mistress' counterfeit. ' 

Leucoth.  That's  not  for  iMve,  but  to  correct 
their  beauties. 
And  draw  from  others  admiration ; 
For  all  the  comfort  that  our  faces  ^ve 


Unto  ourselves,  is  but  reflectioB 

Of  that  fair  liking  that  another  takes. 

Cler,  I  would  we  were  a  little  nearer  'em, 
We  might  but  hear  what  talk  these  wenches  hare 
When  they  are  alone ;  1  warrant,  some  good  iiuS, 

PhiL  ^Tis  happiness  enough  for  me  to  see 
The  motion  of  her  lips. 

Cler.  I'faith  it's  thereabouts ; 
Why,  Philocles,  what  lost  already,  man  ! 
Struck  dead  with  one  poor  glance !  Look  uf^  for 

shame. 
And  tell  me  how  thou  likest  my  judgment  now. 
Now  thou  dost  see. 

PhiL  Ah,  Clerimont,  too  well. 
Too  well  I  see  what  I  shall  never  taste. 
Yon  lady's  beauty :  she  must  needs  be  cruel 
(Though  her  fair  shape  deny  it)  to  the  son 
Of  him  that  is  her  father's  enemy. 
That;  Clerimont,  that  fatal  diference 
Checks  my  desire,  and  sinks  my  rising  hopes  ; 
But  love's  a  torrent  violent  if  stopt. 
And  I  am  desperately  mad :  I  must, 
I  must  be  her's,  or  else  I  must  not  be. 

Cler.  Contain  that  passion,  that  will  else  o'er- 
whelm 
All  virtue  in  you,  all  that  is  called  man. 
And  should  be  your's;  take  my  advice ;  my  heart. 
My  life,  to  second  you :  let  us  consult ; 
You  may  find  time  to  speak  to  her,  and  woo  hci^ 

Phil.  Nay,  nay,  I  will,  in  spite  of  destinj. 
Let  women  and  faint-hearted  fools- complain 
In  languishing  despair,  a  manly  love 
Dares  shew  itself,  and  press  to  his  desires 
Through  tliickest  troops  of  horrid  opposites. 
Were  there  a  thousand  waking  dragons  set 
To  keep  that  golden  fruit,  I  would  attempt 
To  pluck  and  taste  it ;  'tis  the  danger  crowns 
A  brave  achievement :  what  if  I  should  go 
And  boldly  woo  her  in  her  father's  house, 
In  spite  of  enmity,  what  could  they  say  f 

Cler.  'Twere  madness  that,  not  wisdom :  rash 
attempts 
Betray  the  means,  but  never  work  the  end. 
PhiL  She  would  not  bate  a  man  for  loving  her) 


*  dmnterfiit^See  note  IS  to  Jlesander  and  Campatpr^  p.  136. 
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Or  if  she  did,  better  be  once  denied 
Than  live  for  ever  hapless. 

Cler,  But  take  time, 
The  second  thoughts,  our  wise  men  say,  are  best. 
PkiL   Dela/s  a  double  death;   no,  I   have 
thought 
A  means  that  straight  1*11  put  in  execution : 
ril  write  a  letter  to  her  presently, 
Take  how  it  will. 
Ckr.  A  letter  !  who  shall  carry  it  ? 
PhiL  VH  tell  thee  when  I  have  done :  hast 
thou  pen  and  ink  in  thy  chamber  ? 

Cler.  Yes,  there  i^one  upon  the  table.    Ill  stay 
here  at  the  window,  and  watch  whether  she  stay 
or  not    What  a  sudden  change  is  this ! 
Leucoth,  Did  not  Count  Virro  promise  to  be 
here 
To  day  at  dinner  ? 
Ftect,  Ye%  madam,  that  he  did;  and  I  dare 
swear 
He  will  not  break. 

Lewotk,  He  needs  not,  he  is  rich  enough ;  un- 
less he  should  break  in  knavery,  as  some  of  our 
merchants  do  now-a-days. 

Ptect.  Break  promise,  madam,  I  mean ;  and 
that  he  will  not  for  your  sake ;  you  know  his  bu- 
siness. 
Leucotk.  I  would  I  did  not:  he  might  spare 
his  pains^ 
And  that  unusual  cost  that  he  bestows 
In  prankins  up  himself,  and  please  me  better. 
Psed.  He  would  not  please  his  tailor  and  his 
barber; 
For  diey  get  more  for  your  sake  by  their  lord, 
Than  they  have  got  this  twenty  years  before. 
Latcoth.  Ab,  Psectas,  Psecias,  can  my  father 
think 
That  I  can  Iqve  Count  Virro  ?  one  so  old, 
(That  were  enough  to  make  a  match  unfit,) 
But  one  so  base,  a  man  that  never  loved. 
For  any  thing  called  good,  but  dross  and  pelf. 
One  that  would  never,  had  my  brother  lived, 
Have  moved  tbb  suit;  no,  I  can  never  love  him : 
Bat  canst  thou  keep  a  secret  firmly,  Psectas  ? 
Pteet,  Doubt  me  not,  madam^ 
LeucotJL  Well,  I'll  tell  tliee  then; 
I  love,— alas !  I  dare  not  say  I  love  him  : 
Bat  there's  a  young  and  noble  gentleman, 
Lord  Eophuee*  son,  my  father's  enemy, 
A  man  whom  nature's  prodigality 
Stretched  even  to  envy  in  the  making  up ; 
Once,  from  a  window,  my  pleased  eye  (lebeld 
This  youthful  gallant  as  be  rode  the  street 
On  a  curvetting  courser^  who,  it  seemed. 
Knew  hb  fair  load,  and  with  a  proud  disdain 
Checked  the  base  earth  :  my  father  being  ^y, 
I  asked  his  name,  he  told  me  Philocles^ 
The  son  and  heir  of  bis  great  enemy. 
Jadge,  Psectas,  then,  how  my  divided  breast 
Sttflkred  between  two  meeting  contraries^ 
Hatred  and  love ;  but  Love's  a  deity, 
And  must  prevail  'gainst  mortals,  whose  com- 
mand • 
VOJU    I, 


Not  Jove  himself  could  ever  yet  withstand. 

CUr.  What,  is  the  letter  done  already  ?  I  see 
these  lovers  have  nimble  inventions;  but  how 
will  you  send  it  ? 
PhiL  What  a  question's  thatl—Seest  thou  this 

stoned 
Cier,  Ah !  then  I  see  your  drift ;  this  stone  must 
^uide 
Your  fleelmg  letter  in  the  air,  and  carry  it 
To  that  fair  mark  you  aim  at. 
PhU,  Hard  by  her, 

Cler.  I  think  you  would  not  hit  her  with  such 
stones  as  this ; — lady,  look  to  yourself,  now  it 
copies  to  proof. 

PkiL  Butpr'ythee  tell  me,  what  dost  thou  think 
this  letter  may  do  ? 

Ckr,  Well,  I  hope. 
Tis  ten  to  one  this  lady  oft  hath  seen  you  ; 
You  never  lived  obscure  in  Syracuse, 
Nor  walked  the  streets  unknown,  and  who  can  tell 
What  place  you  bear  in  her  aSections ; 
Loved  or  raisliked  ?  if  bad,  this  letter  sent 
Will  make  her  shew  her  scorn ;  if  otherwise. 
Fear  not  a  woman's  wit ;  she'll  find  a  time 
To  answer  your  kind  letter,  and  express 
What  you  desire  she  should ;  then  send  it  boldly, 
You  have  a  fair  mark  there. 

PAi7. Cupid,  guide  mv  arm ;  [Throwt  the  letter. 
Oh  be  as  just,  blind  go(i,  as  thou  art  great. 
And  with  that  powerful  hand,  that  golden  shaft 
That  I  was  wounded,  wound  yon  tender  breast ! 
There  is  no  salve  but  that,  no  cure  for  me. 

Cler.  See  what  a  wonder  it  strikes  'em  in,  bow 
it  should  come ! 

PhiL  She'll  wonder  more  to  see  what  mam  it 
comes  from. 

Cler.  I  like  her  well>  she  is  not  afraid  to  open 
it. 
She  starts; — stay,— mark  her  action  when  she  has 
read  the  letter. 

She  reads. 
"  Let  it  not  wrong  this  letter,  that  it  came 
From  one  that  trembled  to  subscribe  his  name, 
Fearing  your  hate ;  O  let  not  hate  descend, 
Nor  make  you  cruel  to  so  vowed  a  friend. 
If  you'll  not  promise  love,  grant,  but  access. 
And  let  me  know  my  woes  are  past  redres?.    • 
Be  just  then,  beauteousjudge,  and,  like  the  laws. 
Condemn  me  not  till  you  have  heard  my  cause; 
Which,  when  you  have,  from  those  fair  lips  re- 
turn 
Either  my  life  in  love,  or  death  in  scorn. 

Your's,  or  not,  Philocles.*' 
Am  I  awake,  or  dream  I  ?  Is  it  true, 
Or  does  my  flattering  fancy  but  suggest 
What  I  most  covet  ? 

Psect.  Madam,  the  words  are  there, 
III  swear  it  can  b#no  illusion. 
Leucoth.  It  is  too  good  for  truth. 

\Kii>se$  the  paper, 
PhiL  Mock  me  not,  fortune  ! 
She  kissed  it;  saw'st  thou  her?  Oh,  friend,  she 
kissed  it ! 
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Cler,  And  with  a  look'  tliat  relished  love,  not 
scom. 

Leucoth,  This  letter  maj  be  forged,  I  nSuch 
desire  to  know  the  certainty ;  Psectaa^  thy  help 
must  further  me. 

Fsect.  ril  not  he  wanting. 

Leucoth,  Here  comes  my  father;  he  must  not 
«    see  this. 

Ptect,  No,  nor  your  t'other  sweetheart,  be  is 
with  him  yonder. 

Enter  Poltmbtes,  Vxaao,  Eoecio. 

Fofy,  Nay,  noble  Count,  you  are  too  old  a 
soidier 
To  take  a  maid's  first  no,  for  a  denial ; 
They  will  be  nice  at  first,  men  must  pursue. 
That  will  obtain ;  woo  her,  my  lord,  and  take  her. 
You  have  my  free  consent  if  you  get  her's ; 
Yonder  she  walks  alone,  go  comfort  her. 

Vir,  I'll  do  the  best  I  may,  but  we  old  men 
Are  but  cold  comfort;  I  thank  your  lordship's 
love. 
Pofy.  I  wonder,  Roscio,  that  the  peevish  girl 
Comes  on  so  slowly ;  no  persuasions 
llmt  I  cau  use,  do  move :  the  setting  forth 
Count  Virro*8  greatness,  wealth,  and  dignity 
Seems  not  to  afiea  her,  Roscio. 

Ro8.  I  doubt  the  cause,  my  lord ; 
For  were  not  that,  I  dare  engagp  my  life 
She  would  be  won  to  love  him ;  she  has  placed 
Already  her  affections  on  some  other. 
Pol^.  How  should  I  find  it  out  ? 
Ros.  Why  thus, my  lord; 
There's  never  man  nor  woman  that  e'er  loved. 
But  chose  some  bosom  friend,  whose  close  con« 

verse 
Sweetened  their  joys,  and  cased  their  burdened 

minds 
Of  such  a  working  secret :  Thus  no  doobt 
Has  mv  young  lady  done ;.  and  but  her  woman. 
Who  should  it  he  ?  'tis  she  must  out  with  it: 
Her  secrecy,  if  wit  carmot  o'er-reach, 
Gold  shall  corrupt;  leave  that  to  me,  my  lord. 
But  if  her  lady's  heart  do  yet  stand  free     ' 
And  unbequcathed  to  any*  your  command. 
And  father's  jurisdiction  mterposed, 
Will  make  her  love  the  Count.     No  kind  of 

means 
Must  want  to  draw  her. 

Polj/.  ITiou  art  my  oracle^ 
My  brain,  my  soul,  my  very  being,  Roscio. 
Walk  on  and  speed,  while  1  but  second  diee. 

Cler.  It  is  even  so ;  Q)unt  Virro  is  your  rival ; 
See  how  the  old  ape  smugs  np  his  mouldy  chaps 
To  seize  the  bit. 

Phil,  He  must  not,  if  I  live ; 
But  yet,  her  father  brings  him :  he  has  the  means 
That  I  shall  ever  want. 

Cler.  If  he  do  marry  her, 
Revenee  it  nobly,  make  him  a  cuckold,  boy. 
Phil  Thou  jest'st,  that  feel'st  it  not;  pr'ylhee 

let's  go. 
Cler.  Stoy,  I'll  but  curse  him  briefly  for  thy 
sake. 


If  thou  dost  marry  her,  may'st  thou  be  iMde 
A  cuckold  without  profit,  and  ne'er  get 
An  oflSce  by  it,  nor  favour  at  the  comt; 
But  may  thy  large  ill-gotten  treasury 
Be  spent  in  her  bought  lost,  and  thine  own  gold 
Bring  thee  adulterers;  so  farewell,  good  Count. 
[Exeunt  Phxlocles,  Clebimokt. 
Enter  Servant, 

Eug,  My  lord,  there's  a  messenger  withiii 
Desires  aoecss,  has  business  of  ini|Mrt, 
Which  to  no  ear  but  your's  he  i 


Enter  Eugenio  ^disguised. 

Poly.  Adttit  him.— Now,  friend,  your  I 
with  rae? 

Eug,  If  yon  be  the  lord  Polymetet.*^ 
Poly,  The  same. 

Eug.  Uy  loRl,  I  come  from  Athens  with  nch 
news 
As  I  dare  say  is  welcome,  though  ualooked  ft)r; 
Your  son  Easaaio  lives,  whom  you  so  loag 
Thought  dead,  aod  mourned  for. 
Poly.  How  ?  lives  I 

Eug.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I  saw  him  wdl 
Withio  th^t  f^  days. 

Poly,  Thanks  for  thy  good  news. — 
lUward  bim,  Eoscto  t-*but  now  tell  raft,  friend, 
Hast  thou  revealed  this  news  to  aay  num 
In  Syracuse  but  me  ? 

&ig.  To  none,  my  lord : 
At  erery  plaee  wliere  I  hav«  itaid  in  town. 
Enquiring  for  your  lordship's  house,  1  heard 
These  tragic,  bat  fake  news :  the  oontrarr 
I  stili  cooeealed,  ttiough  knew,  intending  first 
Vour  lordship's  oar  should  drink  k. 

Poly.  Worthy  friend, 
I  now  must  thank  your  wisdom  as  your  lov^ 
In  this  well-<:nrried  aotioo.    I'll  reunite  ie : 
Mean  time  prey  uat  my  hovM,  and  atill  oondnne 
Your  silence  in  this  businest.    Romso,  md^  him 

welcome. 
And  pare  as  little  ftom  him  at  yen  can,  for  fetr. 
itet.  Tkiak  k  done,  ray  lofd* 
Poly.  Psectas,oeniehidier. 
Vir,  Be  like  yourself,  let  net  a  cruel  dooei 
Pass  those  fair  lips,  that  never  weie  eidained 
To  kill,  hoc  to  revive. 

Leucotk,  Neither,  my  lord,  lies  in  their  penw 

to  do. 
Vir,  Yes,  sweet,  to  me, 
Whom  your  scom  kills,  and  pity  will  revive. 
Uueoth,  Pity  is  shewed  to  men  ia  misery. 
Vir.  And  so  am  I,  if  net  relieved  hy  you. 
Leueeih,  Twere  pride  in  me,  my  lord,  to  think 

it  ^. 
Vir,  I  a«  your  beaut/s  oaptire. 
Leucoth,  Then,  my  lord. 
What  greater  gift  than  freedom  can  I  give  .> 
Tis  that,  that  captives  most  desire,  and  that 
You  shall  command;  you're  fvee  from  rae,  my 
lord. 
Vir.  You»  beauty  contradicts  that  freedom^ 
lady.  ^ 
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Pofy.  Come,  noble  Coun^ 
I  most  for  this  time  iotemipC  you ;  yoiiK  ^ad 
Enough  withio  Co  teUu 

Ftr.  ni  wait  upoD  your  lordship.      [Exeunt, 

Manet  Eugeitio  solus, 

Eiu,  TImi9»  b  diiguisey  I  bar*  liitcoirerecl  ali. 
And  found  die  cattse  of  my  reoorted  deatb, 
Wlicb  did  at  first  amaae  ise ;  but  'tis  well, 
Tis  to  dfsw  on  the  match  betweeir  my  sister 
And  this  rich  Count: — Ueairea  grant  it  be  coiW 

tent, 
As  well  as  fortune  to  her,  bat  I  fear 
She  cannot  love  his  age :  how  it  succeeds 
I  shall  perceive,  andy  whiht  unknown  I  sUt, 
I  cannot  hurt  the  pn>je€t,  help  I  may.       [Ejfii. 

Enter  FsAKcrsco,  Sumner, ' 

Jinsac  Thi%  will  make  good  work  for  you  in  the 
tptritoal  eourt;  Shallow  is  a  rich  man. 

Sum.  Those  are  the  men  we  look  for  ;  there's 
somewhat  to  be  got :  tiie  court  has  many  bi»- 
Btoesses  at  this  tiine,  but  they  are  little  worth ;  a 
few  waitiuf-wnmen  ^twith  child  by  serviug-men 
or  so,  scarce  worth  atinf^ 

jPraiic  Do  not  their  masters  0st  'em  with  child 
sometimes? 

Sum.  Yes,,  no  doubt,  but  they  have  got  a  trick 
to  put  'em  off  upon  the  me%  and  for  a  little  por« 
tioo  save  their  own  credits;  besides,  these  private 
marriages  are  much  out  of  our  way,  we  cannot 
know  when  there  is  a  fault. 

Franc  Well,  these  are  no  starters;  I  warrant 
you,  Shallow  shell  not  deny  it,  and  for  the  wench 
she  need  not  ooofess  it,  she  has  a  mark  that  will 
ktmy  her. 

Sum,  I  thank  yon.  Sir,  for  your  good  intelli- 
Sence;  I  hope  'tis  certain. 

Innsc  Fear  not  that ;  is  your  citation  ready  ? 

Sum.  I  bare  it  here. 

Franc  WellyStep  aside,  and  come  when  I  call; 
I  hear  'em  coming.  [Exit  Sumner, 

Enter  Fbakkuv,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Pef«m» 

FnmA:.Set  forward  there;  Frannsco,  what  make 
yoabere? 

Franc.  I  come  to  claim  my  right ;  Parson,  take 
heed. 
Thou  art  the  author  of  adultery 
If  dioa  coiyoin  this  couple ;  she*s  my  wife. 

Frank.  Yours,  sauce-box ! 

SbaL  Father,  I  thought  she  had  been  mine;  I 
hope  I  shall  not  lose  her  thus. 

Frank,  Fraocisco,  dare  not  to  interrupt  us ;  for 
I  swear 
Tbou  sbalt  endure  the  law's  extremity 


For  thy  presumption. 

Ffumc  Do  your  worst,  I  fear  not ;  I  was  con- 
tracted to  her. 

Frank.  What  witness  have  you  ? 
•  Franc.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  whose  impartial 

eye 
Saw  our  contract. 

ShoL  What  an  ass  is  this,  to  talk  of  contract- 
ing !  He  that  wilt  get  a  weocb,  must  make  her 
bigger,  as  I  have  doiic,  and  not  contract. 

Franc.  Sir,  you  are  abused. 

Shal,  Wliy  so  ? 

IVoacTbe  wife  you  gr)  to  marry  is  with  chUd, 
and  by  another. 

Shal.  A  good  jest  iTa'ith,  make  mc  believe  that. 

Franc  How  comes  this  fool  possest? 
He  never  touched  her,  I  dare  swear. 

Frank.  No  more,  Francisco,  as  you  will  an- 
swer it. 
Parson,  set  forward  there. 

Franc.  Stay. 
If  tbu  will  net  suffice, — Sumner,  come  forth. 

Frank.  Ah,  Sumner  f  we  are  all  betrayed. 

Enter  Sumner. 

Sum,  God  save  you  all !  I  think  you  guess  my 
business ; 
These  are  to  cite  to  the  spiritual  court 
You  master  Shallow,  and  you  mistress  Lucy : 
Ask  not  the  cause,  for  it's  apparent  here, 
A  carnal  copulation  ante  matrimonium, 

Frank,  This  was  a  bar  unlooked  for ;  spiteful 
Francisco ! 

Franc,  Injurious  Franklin, could  the  laws  divine^ 
Or  human,  suffer  such  an  impioos  ad. 
That  thou  sliouldst  take  my  true  and  lawful  wife. 
And  great  with  child  by  me,  to  give  to  another. 
Gulling  his  poor  simplicity?  , 

ShaL  Do  you  mean  me,  sir? 

Sum,  Gallants,  farewell;  fny  writ  shall  bo 
obeyed. 

Frank.  Sumner,  it  shall.  [Exit  Sumner. 

Pars,  111  take  my  leave,  there's  nothing;  now 
for  me  to  do.  [Exit  Parson. 

Franc,  Farewell,  good  master  parson. 

Frank,  Francisco,  canst  thou  say  tbou  ever 
Iov*dst  my  daughter,  and  wouldst  thou  tlius  dis* 
grace  her  openly  ? 

Franc.  No,  I  would  win  her  thus ; 
And,  did  you  hold  her  credit  half  so  dear 
As  I,  or  her  content,  you  would  not  thus 
Take  her  from  me,  and  thrust  her  'gainst  hei*  wIU 
On  this  rich  fool. 

Sfud,  You  are  very  bold  with  me,  sir. 

Franc.  Let  me  have  news  what  happens,  dcaN 
est  Lucy. 


*  Smwmer — Or  Sompner,  now  called  an  apparitor.  He  Is  an  oflScer  whose  proper  business  and  employ^ 
aent  is  to  niHeoi  the  Spiritual  Court,  to  receive  such  commands  as  the  judge  shall  please  to  issue  forth  i 
to  coDvene  and  cite  the  defendants  Into  court  i  to  admonish  or  cite  the  parties  In  the  producUoi\  of  thjvV 
and  the  like  i  and  to  make  due  retom  of  the  ^^^ro^ess  by  him  execHtedi 
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Lucy.  Else  let  me  die.         [Exit  Francisco. 

Frank.  This  was  your  doing,  Lucy ;  it  had  been 
impossible  he  should  e*er  have  known  the  time 
so  truly  else ;  but  1*11  take  an  order  next  time  for 
your  blabbing. 

Shal.  What's  the  matter,  father? 

Frank.  We  may  thank  you  for  it;  this  was  your 
haste,  that  will  now  shame  us  all;  you  must  be 
doin^  afore  your  time ! 

ShaL  Twas  but  a  trick  of  youth,  father. 

Frank.  And  therefore  now  you  must  e'en  stand 
in  a  white  sheet  for  all  to  gaze  at. 

ShaL'  How  !  I  would  be  loth  to  wear  a  surplice 
now ;  'tis  a  disgrace  the  bouse  of  the  Shallows 
never  knew. 

Frank.  All  the  hope  is,  officers  may  be  bribed ; 
and  so  they  will,  'twere  a  hard  world  for  us  to 
live  in  else. 

6fuii.  You  say  true,  father ;  if  'twere  not  for 
corruption,  every  poor  rascal  might  have  justice 
as  well  as  one  of  us,  and  that  were  a  shame. 

[Exeunt  Shallow  and  Lvcy, 

Frank.  This  was  a  cunning  stratagem  well  laid; 
But  vet,  Francisco,  th'  hast  not  won  the  prize. 
What  should  I  do?  I  must  not  let  this  cause 
Proceed  to  trial  in  the  open  court, 
For  then  my  daughter's  oatli  will  cast  the  child 
Upon  Francisco  :  no,  I  have  found  n  better ; 
1  will,  before  the  next  court-day,  provide 
Some  needy  parson,  one  whose  poverty 
Shall  make  him  fciir  no  canons ;  he  shall  marry 
My  daughter  to  rich  Shallow;  when  'tis  done, 
Our  gold  shall  maEe  a  silence  in  the  court.  [Exit. 

Enter  Pbilocles,  Psectas. 

Psect,  I  must  return  your  answer  to  my  lady ; 


I'll  tell  her  you  will  come. 

Fhil,  Come ! 
And  such  an  angel  call,  I  should  foiget 
All  offices  of  nature,  all  that  men 
Wish  in  their  second  thoughts,  ere  such  a  duty. 
Commend  my  service  to  her,  and  to  you 
My  thanks  for  this  kind  message.  [Exit  Psectas. 
I  never  breathed  till  now,  never  till  now 
Did  my  life  relish  sweetness ;  break  not,  hmm^ 
Crack  not  yet,  ye  feeble  minbters  of  nature. 
With  inuudation  of  such  swelling  joy. 
Too  great  to  bear  without  expression. 
The  lady  writes  that  she  has  known  me  long 
By  sight,  and  loved  me ;  and  she  seems  to  thank 
Her  stars,  she  loves,  and  is  beloved  again. 
She  speaks  my  very  thoughts !  How  strange  it  is 
And  nappy,  when  affections  thus  can  meet ! 
She  further  writes,  at  such  an  hour  to-day, 
Her  father's  absence,  and  all  household  spies 
Fitly  removed,  shall  give  access  to  me. 
Unmarked,  to  visit  her ;  where  she  alone 
Will  entertain  discourse,  and  welcome  me. 
I  hope  'tis  truly  meant ;  why  should  I  fear  f 
But  wisdom  bids  me  fear :  6e,  fie,  'tis  base 
To  wrong  a  creature  of  that  excellence 
With  sudi  suspicion ;  I  should  injure  her. 
I  will  as  soon  suspect  an  angel  false ; 
Treason  ne'er  lodged  within  so  fair  a  breast 
No,  if  her  hand  betrnj  me,  I  will  run 
On  any  danger :  ^s  alike  to  me 
To  die;  or  rind  her  false ;  for  on  her  truth 
Hangs  my  chief  being.  Well,  I'll  lose  no  time. 
No  not  a  minute  :  dearest  love,  I  come ; 
To  meet  my  sweetest  wishes  I  will  fly, 
Heaven  and  my  truth  shield  me  from  treachery  f 

[Exit. 


ACT  IIL 


Enter  Polymetes,  Roscio,  Euoenio,  and  Psec- 
tas. 

FQfy,  I  cannot  credit  it,  nor  think,  that  she. 
Of  all  the  noble  youth  in  Sicily, 
Should  make  so  strange  a  choice,  that  none  but 

he, 
None  but  the  son  of  my  avowed  enemy, 
IVlust  be  her  mate;  it  strikes  me  to  amaze: 
IVlitiion.  take  heed,  do  not  lielie  your  mistress. 

Insect.  Mercy  forsake  me  if  1  do,  my  lord : 
You  charged  me  to  confess  the  truth  to  you, 
Which  I  have  fully  done ;  and  presently 
I'll  bring  you  where,  concealed,  you  shall  both 

see 
Their  privacy,  and  hear  their  conference. 

Foiy,  Well,  I  believe  thee,  wench,  and  will  re- 
ward 
Thy  trust  ^  in  this ;  go  get  thee  in  again. 


And  bring  me  word  when  Philoclcs  is  come. 

[Exit  PSECTAS| 

Siis  you'll  be  secret  to  our  purpose  f 

Eug,  As  your  own  breast,  my  lord.  | 

Pofy,  I  shall  rest  thankful  to  you : — 
This  stranger  must  be  soothed^  lest  he  mar  all 

Rot.  This  was  well  found  out,  my  lord ;  yoi 
now  have  means  to  take  your  enemy. 

Fo/y.  Which  blest  occasion  I  will  so  pursue, 
As  childless  Euphues  shall  for  ever  rue. 
Rise  in  thy  blackest  look,  direst  Nemesis^ 
Assistant  to  my  purpose,  help  me  glut  ■ 

My  thirsty  srml  witli  blood.  This  bold  young  mal 
To  his  rash  love,  shall  sacrifice  his  life.  J 

Ros,  What  course  do  you  intend  to  ruin  hio^ 

Foly.  Why,  kill  him  presently. 

Rot.  Oh  no,  my  lord, 
You'll  rue  that  action ;  think  not  that  the  law 
Will  let  such  murder  sleep  unpunished. 


^  Thy  trusty  Ac— /•  «•  tmstioess  or  fidelity,  or  perhaps  we  sboold  read  truths 
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Tofy-  Should  I  then  let  him  go,  when  I  have 
caught  him  ? 

Jtot,  Yes,  sir,  to  catch  him  faster,  and  more 
safely. 

Tofy*  How  should  that  he  ?  Speak,  man. 

JtM.  Why  thus,  my  lord ; 
Too  know  the  law  speaks  death  to  any  man 
That  steals  an  heir,  without  her  friends  consent; 
This  mnst  he  do,  hb  love  will  prompt  him  to  it. 
For  he  can  never  hope,  by  your  consent. 
To  marry  her;  and  she,  'tis  like,  will  give 
Constant,  for  women's  love  is  violent : 
Then  mark  their  passage,  you  shall  easily  find 
How  to  surprise  them  at  your  will,  my  lord. 

Foly.  Thou  art  my  oracle,  dear  Roscio. 

Enter  Psectas. 

Here's  Psectas  come  again.  How  now,  what  news  ? 
Fsect.  My  lord,  they  both  are  coming ;  please 
you  withdraw ; 
Too  shall  both  hear  and  see  what  you  desire. 

£nfer  Pbxlocles  ancf  Leucothoe. 

Leueoth,  You're  welcome,  noble  sir;  and  did 
my  power 
Answer  my  love,  your  visitation 
Sliould  be  more  free,  and  your  deserved  welcome 
Ezprest  in  better  fashion. 

PhiL  Best  of  ladies. 
It  is  so  well,  so  excellently  well. 
Coming  from  your  wished  love,  my  barren  thanks 
Wants  language  for't ;  there  lies  in  your  fair  looks 
More  entertainment,  than  in  all  the  pomp 
That  die  vain  Persian  ever  taught  the  world. 
Tour  presence  is  the  welcome  I  expected ; 
That  makes  it  perfect 

Leucoth.  Tis  your  noble  thought 
Make9 good  whars  wanting  here; but, gentle  friend, 
For  so  I  now  dare  call  you — 

Pofy.  Tis  well,  minion ';  you  are  bold  enough,  I 

To  chuse  your  friends  without  my  leave. 

Phil,  Tis  my  ambition  ever  to  be  your*s. 

Ltucoth.  Think  me  not  light,  dear  Philocles,  so 
soon 
To  grant  thee  love,  that  others  might  have  sought 
With  eagerest  pursuit,  and  not  obtained. 
But  I  was  your's  by  fate,  and  long  have  been ; 
Before  you  woo'd,  Leucothoe  was  won, 
And  your's  without  resistance. 

PhiL  Oh  my  stars ! 
Twas  your  kind  influence,  that,  wliilst  I  slept  ^ 
In  dullest  ignorance,  contrived  for  me 
The  way  to  crown  me  with  felicity. 

Pohf,  You  may  be  deceived  though; 
Y'ou  rave  no  such  great  reason 
To  thank  your  stars,  if  you  knew  all. 

PhiL  And  know,  fair  mistress,  you  have  met  a 
love. 
That  time,  nor  fate,  nor  death,  can  ever  change ; 
A  man,  that  but  in  you  can  have  no  being. 
Let  this  kiss  seal  my  faith. 

ieucoth.  And  this  min«. 


Poly.  Nay,  to't  again ;  your  sweet  meat  shall 

have  sour  sauce. 
PhiL  But,  sweet,  'mongst  all  these  roses  there's 
one  thorn 
That  pricks  and  galls  me;  our  parents* enmi^ 
Will  cross  our  loves :  I  do  assure  myself 
Thy  father  never  will  give  his  consept. 

Leucoth.  No,  so  I  Uiink ;  he  moves  me  still  to 
Virro, 
That  old  crazed  count,  and  with  such  vehemeucy, 
I  dare  scarce  'bide  his  presence  if  I  deny  him ; 
Therefore,  we  must  be  speedy  in  our  course, 
And  take,  without  his  leave,  what  he  denies. 
Poly.  I  thank  yon  for  that,  good  daughter. 
Rot,  I  told  you,  sir,  'twould  come  to  this  at  last 
PhiL  Oh  thou  bast  spoke  my  wishes,  and  hast 
shewed 
Thyself  in  love  as  good  as  beautiful ; 
Then  lnt*s  away,  dearest  Leucothoe. 
My  fortunes  are  not  poor,  then  fear  no  want; 
This  constant  love  of  ours  majr  prove  so  happy. 
To  reconcile  our  parents'  enmity. 
Leucoth.  Heaven  ^rant  it  may  ! 
Poly,  Never  by  this  means,  youngster. 
Leucoth,  But  soft ;  now  I  thmk  better  on't,  I'll 

not  go. 
PhiL  Why,  dearest,  is  thy  love  so  auickly  cold? 
Leucoth,  No,  but  rU  not  venture  tnee,  thine  is 
the  danger; 
Thou  knowest  'tis  death  by  law  to  steal  an  heir. 
And  my  dear  brother's  most  untimely  death 
Hath  lately  made  me  one;  what  if  thou  shouldst 
be  taken  ? 
PhiL  Oh  fear  not  that;  had  I  a  thousand  lives^ 
Tliey  were  too  small  a  venture  for  such  prize. 
I  tell  thee,  sweet,  a  face  not  half  so  fair 
As  thine,  hath  armed  whole  nations  in  the  field. 
And  brought  a  thousand  ships  to  Tenedos, 
To  sack  lamented  Troy;  and  should  I  fear 
To  venture  one  poor  life,  and  such  a  life 
As  would  be  lost  in  not  possessing  thee  ? 
Come,  come,  make  that  do  scruple;  when  shall  we 
go? 
Leucoth,  lliis  present  eveniug;  for  to-morrow 
morning 
My  father  looks  that  I  should  give  consent 
To  marry  with  the  Count 

PhiL  Best  of  all!  would  'twere  this  present  hour! 
I'll  go  prepare:  but  shall  I  call  thee  here? 
Leucoth,  Oh  no,  we'll  meet. 
PA j/:  Where,  dearest? 

Leucoth,  East  from  the  city,  by  the  river's  side, 
Not  distant  half  a  mile,  there  stands  a  grove, 
Where  often  riding  by,  I  have  ohser\'ed 
A  little  hermitage,  there  will  I  stay 
If  I  be  fJrst ;  if  you,  do  you  the  like : 
Let  the  hour  be  ten,  then  shall  I  best  escape. 
Phil.  Ne'er  sweeter  comfort  came  from  angefs 
lips: 
I  know  the  place,  and  will  be  ready  there 
Before  the  hour :  I'll  bring  a  friend  with  me 
As  true  as  mine  own  heart,  one  Clerimont, 
That  may  do  us  good,  if  danger  happen. 
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Leucatlu  Use  your  pleasure. 

PhiL  Dearest,  farewell ; 
Uours  will  seem  years  till  we  are  met  again. 

[Exeunt, 

Pofy.  Ah,  sirrah,  this  gecr  gpes  well;  gpd-a- 
mercy,  loan,  for  thy  intelligence;  why  this  is  as 
much  as  a  man  could  desire,  tlie  time,  place,  and 
every  thins :  I  warrant  'em  they  pass  no  further. 
Well,  go  thou  in  and  wait  upon  thy  mistress,  she's 
niclaocholy  till  she  see  her  sweetheart  again,  but 
when  she  does,  she  shall  not  see  him  loo^  Not 
a  v.-ord  of  what's  past  among  us  for  your  life. 

Psect,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [ExiL 

Pofy,  ril  not  so  much  as  sliew  an  angry  look, 
or  any  token  that  I  know  of  any  of  their  proceed- 
ings. But,  Roscio,  wc  must  lay  the  place  strong- 
ly ;  if  they  should  'scape  us,  I  were  prettily  fool^ 
now  after  all  this. 

Roi.  Why  'tis  impossible,  m^  lord;  we'll  go 
strong  cuough ;  besides,  I  thiuk  it  £t  we  took  ao 
officer  along  with  us,  to  countenance  it  the  better. 

Pafy.  Thou  sarest  well ;  go  get  oi^.  Ill  go 
myseU  along  with  you  too;  I  love  to  see  sport, 
though  I  am  old ;  you'll  go  along  with  us  too,  sir? 

Eag.  Aye,  sir;  you  shall  command  my  ser- 
vice when  you  are  ready. 

Poiy.  Now,  Euphaes,  what  I  did  but  barely  act, 
Tliy  bleeding  heart  shall  feel,  loss  of  a  son. 
]f  law  can  have  his  course,  as  who  can  let  it?^ 
I  know  tlieu  thinkest  mine  dead,  and  in  thy  heart 
Laugh'st  at  my  falling  house ;  but  let  them  lau^ 
That  win  the  prize,  things  ne'er  are  known  till 
ended.    [Exeunt  Polyu£T£S  and  Roscio. 

EuGENio  ioluu 

Eug.  Well,  I  like  my  sister's  rhoice,  she  has 
taken  a  man  whoee  very  looks  and  carriace  speak 
him  worthy;  bcMdesy  ne  is  rroble,  bis  fortone's 
sufficient,  they  both  Kn-e  each  other;  what  can 
my  father  more  desire,  that  he  gapes  so  after  this 
old  Count,  that  comes  for  the  estate,  as  t'other, 
upon  my  soul,  does  not,  but  ptrre  spotless  love  ? 
but  now  his  plot  is  for  revenge  upon  his  old  ene- 
my :  fie,  fie,  'tis  bloody  and  unchristian,  my  soul 
abhors  such  acts ;  this  match  may  rather  recon- 
cile oar  hoeses,  and  I  desire,  where  worth  is,  to 
have  friendship,  as  on  my  soul  'tis  there.  Well, 
PhiKocles;  I  liope  to  call  thee  brother.  Somewhat 
111  do;  I'M  gry  persuade  Count  Virro  not  to  love 
her,  I  know  the  way :  and  111  but  teU  htm  truth, 
her  brother  lives,  thtnt  will  cool  his  love  quickly. — 
Bot,  sofV,  here  comes  the  Count  as  hi  as  may  be. 

Enter  Via  to. 

Vir.  She  loves  me  not  yet,  but  that's  no  mat- 
ter; I  shall  have  her,  licr  falhcr  says  I  shall,  and 
i  dare  take  his  word;  maids  are  quickly  over- 
ruled.   Ah  ha,  methinks  I  am  grown  younger 


than  I  was  by  twenty  KV8»  ^i*  fortane  cast 
upon  me,  is  better  than  Medea's  charm,  to  make 
an  old  man  young  again,  to  have  a  lord  s  estate 
freely  bestowed,  and  with  it  such  abeautjas  would 
warm  Nestor's  blood,  and  asake  old  Pnam  lui^. 
Fortune,  I  see,  thou  lovest  me  now;  FlI  barid 
a  temple  to  thee  shortly,  and  adore  tliee  as  the 
greatest  deity.    Now,  what  are  yon  ? 

Eug,  A  poor  scholar,  my  lord^  one  that  ana 
little  beholden  to  fortune. 

Vir.  So  are  most  of  your  profession.    Thos 
shouldest  take  some  more  thriving  occupation  ^ 
be  a  judge's  man,  they  are  tlie  braveu  now-n*'  * 
days?  or  a  cardinal's  pander,  that  were  a  gpod 
profession,  and  gainfuL 

Eug.  But  not  lawful,  my  lord. 
Vir.  Lawful!  ibot  cardinal  may  come  to  be 
pope,  and  then  he  could  pardon  thee  and  bins* 
self  toa 

Eug,  My  lord,  I  was  brought  up  a  scholar^ 
and  I  thank  you  for  your  counsel :  my  Urd^  I 
have  some  for  you,  and  therefore  I  came. 
Vir,  For  me  I  what  I  pr'ythee } 
Eug,.  Tis  weighty,  and  concerns  yon  near. 
Vir,  Speak,  what  is't? 

Eug,  My  lord,  you  are  to  marry  old  Polym*- 
tes's  daughter. 
Vtr.  And  heir. 

Eug.  No  heir,  my  lord ;  bcr  brother  is  alive. 
Vir.  How !  thou  art  mad. 
Eug,  My  lord,  what  1  speak  is  true;,  and  t* 
my  knowledge  his  father  gives  it  out  in  policy,  t» 
marry  his  daughter  tlie  better,  to  liook  in  smtors, 
and  specially  aimed  at  you,  thinking  you  rich  nni 
covetous; and  now  he  has  caog|>tyou. 
Vir.  But  dost  thou  mock  me? 
Eug.  Let  me  be  ever  miserable  if  I  speak  not 
truth;  assureasIamhere,£u9eoioiives;  Iknow 
it,  and  know  where  he  is. 
Vir,  Where,  pr'ythee? 

Eug.  Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  where  hit 
father  injoined  him  to  stay  till  your  match,  and 
sends  word  to  him  of  this  plot:  besides,  I  over- 
heard the  eld  lord,  and  his  man  Roscio^  laugfiing 
at  you  for  being  caueht  thus. 

Vir,  Why,  wer't  umm  at  the  house  then? 
Eug.  Yes,  but  had  scurvy  entertainment^  which 
I  have  thus  revenged. 

Vir.  Beslirew  ray  heart,  I  know  not  what  lo 
think  on't ;  'tis  like  enough :  this  lord  was  alwi^s 
cunning  beyond  measure,  and  it  amaated  me  that 
he  should  grnw  so  extreme  kind  to  me  on  die 
sudden,  to  ofier  ine  all  this.  Besides,  this  fellowr 
is  so  confident,  and  on  no  ends  of  coianage,  that 
I  can  see.  WeU,  I  would  fain  enioy  her,  the 
wench  is  delicate ;  but  1  wonld  have  the  estate  too^ 
and  not  be  galled :  what  shall  I  do!  Horn,  brain, 
if  ever  you  will,  help  your  master. 
Eug.  It  stings  him. 
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Fir.  Weil,  9»w,  what  mayl  cmtl  jow  name  P — 

Eug:  lTM9y  my  lord. 

Vir.  Yam  nane,  as  well  as  your  attire,  speaks 
you  poor. 

Miig,  I  am  so. 

F*r.  And  very  poor. 

Eug.  Very  poor. 

Vir.  Would  yoa  not  ^adly  take  a  course  to  get 
■Moey,  and  a  ^*eat  B«m  of  money  ? 

£ug.  Yes,  gladly,  if  yoor  lordship  woald  but 
shew  me  die  way. 

Vir.  Hark  ya  [WhUpen. 

Emg.  Oh  !  my  lord,  conscience ! 

Vir,  Fie,  nerer  talk  of  conscience ;  and  for  law 
tboa  art  free;  for  all  men  think  hiro  dead,  and 
bis  father  wtU  be  ashamed  to  follow  it,  haring  al- 
ready given  him  for  dead ;  and  then  who  can  know 
it?  Cmue,  be  wiee,  five  hundred  crowns  Fll  give. 

Eug,  Well,  'tis  poverty  that  does  it,  and  not 
I;  when  shall  I  be  paid? 

Vir,  When  thou  hast  done  it. 

Eug,  Well,  give  me  your  hand  for  it,  my  brd. 

Vir,  Tboa  shalt. 

Emg,  In  writing,  to  be  paid  when  I  have 
poisoned  him,  and  think  it  done. 

Vhr,  Now  thou  speakest  like  thyself;  come  in, 
111  irive  it  thee. 

Eug,  And  this  shall  stop  tliy  month  for  ever, 
Count  [Extunt. 

Leucothob  so/a,  in  Eftyi  Ckiket. 

Leucotk.TheTe  is  no  creature  here,  I  am  the  first. 
Ifetfaiaks  this  sod  and  solitary  place 
Should  strike  a  terror  to  such  hearts  as  mine ; 
But  love  has  made  me  bold.  The  time  has  been,* 
In  such  a  place  as  this  I  should  have  feared 
Each  rolling  leaf,  and  trembled  at  a  reed 
Sdired  in  the  moonshine :  my  fearful  fancy 
Would  frame  a  thousand  apparitions^ 
And  work  some  fear  out  of  my  very  shadow. 
I  wonder  Phiiodes  is  tardy  thus ; 
When  last  we  parted,  every  hour,  be  said. 
Would  seem  a  year  till  we  were  met  again; 
It  should  not  seem  so  by  the  haste  he  makes. 
Ill  sit  and  rest  me ;  oome,  I  know,  be  wilL 

Enter  Pbilocles  and  Clerimont; 

PkiL  This,  Clerimont,  this  is  the  happy  place 
Where  I  shall  meet  the  sum  of  all  my  joys, 
And  be  possest  of  such  a  treasury 
As  woold  enrich  a  monarch. 


Leucoth,  This  is  his  voice !  Mv  Philocles ! 

Phil.  My  life  !  my  soul !  what  here  before  me  ? 
Oh  thoB  dost  still  outgo  me,  and  dost  make 
All  my  endeavours  poor  in  the  requital 
Of  thy  large  favours :  but  I  forget  myself; 
Sweet,  bid  my  friend  here  welcome;  this  is  be 
That  I  dare  trust  next  mine  own  heart  with 

secrets. 
Bat  why  art  thou  disguised  thus  ? 

Leucoth,  I  durst  not  venture  else  to  make 
escape. 

PhiL  Even  now,  methinks,  I  stand  as  I  would 
wish, 
With  all  my  wealth  about  me  ;  such  a  love, 
And  such  a  friend,  what  can  be  added  more 
To  make  a  man  live  happy  ?  Thou  dark  grove,  - 
That  hast  been  called  the'seat  of  melancholy, 
And  shelter  for  the  discontented  spirits ; 
Sure  thon  art  wronged,  thou  seem*st  to  me  a  place 
Of  solace  and  content ;  a  paradise, 
lliat  givest  me  more  than  ever  court  could  do,! 
Or  richest  palace.    Blest  be  thy  fair  shades ;     . 
Let  birds  of  music  ever  chant  it  here. 
No  croaking  raven,or  ill-boding  owl, 
Make  here  their  baleful  habitation, 
Frightiog  thy  walk ;  but  ma/st  thou  be  a  grove 
Where  love's  fair  queen  may  take  delight  to  sport: 
For  under  thee  two  faithful  lovers  meet. 
Why  is  mv  fmr  Lencothoe  sd  sad  ? 

Leucoth.  I  know  no  cause;  but  I  would  fain 
begone. 

PhiL  Whither, sweet? 

Leueoth.  Any  whither  from  hence ; 
My  thoughts  divine  of  treason,  whence  I  know^ 

not; 
There  is  no  creature  knows  our  meeting  here, 
But  one,  and  that's  my  maid ;  she  has  been  trusty,. 
And  will  be  still,  I  hope,  but  yet  I  would 
She  did  not  know  it :  pr'ythee  let's  away ; 
Any  where  else  we  ore  secure  from  danger. 
Then  let*js  remove,  but  pr^ythee  be  not  sad. 
What  noise  is  that  ?  lN<H$e  ttitlUn. 

Ah  me! 

PhiL  Oh  fear  not,  love !  [Drmwt^ 

Enter  Poltmstes,  Roscic^  EtfOEvio,  and 
OffieerB, 

Poly.  Upon  them,  officers;  yonder  diey  are. 
PA«i  Thieves !  vUlains! 
Pofy,  Thou  art  the  thief,  and  the  villBin  too;; 
Give  me  my  dan^ter,  thou  ravisher* 


*  See  The  Old  CoupUy  where  Mat  has  borrowed  from  this  passage  the  same  sentimeot : 


'  The  time  has  been. 


In  such  a  solitary  place  as  this, 
I  should  have  tiembled  at  each 
But  sorrow,  and  ray  miserable  state. 
Have  made  me  bold." 


kaff 


Digitized  by 


Google 


$06 


THE  HEIR. 


tMit. 


PML  First  take  ray  life. 

Poly,  Upon  them,  I  say;  ^      [I^A^ 

Knock  them  down,  officers,  if  they  resist. 

[They  are  taken. 

Leucoth,  Ob  they  are  lost !  an  wicked,  wicked 
Psectas ! 

Poly,  So,  keep  them  fast ;  vie  will  have  them 
faster  shortly :  and  for  you,  minion,  I  will  tie  a 
clog  about  your  neck  for  running  away  any  mose. 

Leucot/L  Yet  do  but  hear  roe,  father. 

Poly,  Call  me  not  father,  thou  disobedient 
wretch. 
Thou  run-away ;  thou  art  no  child  of  mine. 
My  daughter  ne*er  wore  breeches. 

Leucot/L  O,  sir,  my  mother  would  have  done 
as  much 
For  love  of  you,  if  need  had  so  required ; 
Think  not  my  mind  transformed  as  my  habit. 

Po(y.  Officers,  away  with  him;  peace, strumpet  I 
You  may  discharge  him,'  he  is  but  an  assistant. 

Leucoth,  O  stay  and  hear  me  yet,  hear  but  a 
word, 
And  that  my  last,  it  may  be :  Do  not  spill 
The  life  of  him  in  whom  my  life  subhists ; 
Kill  not  two  lives  in  one ;  remember,  sir, 
I  was  your  daughter  once,  once  you  did  love  me; 
And  tell  me,  then,  what  fault  cau  be  so  great, 
To  make  a  father  niurderer  of  his  child  ? 
For  so  you  are  in  taking  of  his  life. 
Oh  think  not,  sir,  that  1  will  stay  behind  him. 
Whilst  there  be  asps,  and  knives,  and  burning 

coals, 
No  Roman  dame  shall  in  her  great  example 
Outgo  my  love. 

PML  Oh  where  will  sorrow  stay ! 
Is  there  no  end  in  grief,  or  in  my  death 
Not  punishment  enough  for  my  offence, 
But  must  her  grief  be  added  to  afflict  me  ? 
Dry  up  those  pearls,  dearest  Leucoth'oe, 
Or  thou  wilt  make  me  doubly  miserable ; 
Preserve  that  life,  that  I  may  after  death, 
live  in  my  better  part.    Take  comfort,  dear, 
People  would  curse  me  if  such  beauty  should 
For  me  miscarry ;  no,  live  happy  thou. 
And  let  me  suffer  what  the  law  mflicts. 

Leucoth,  My  offence  was  as  great  as  thine. 
And  why  should  not  my  punishment  ? 

Poly,  Come,  have  you  done  ?  Officers  away 
with  him.  [Exit  Philocles. 

ni  be  your  keeper,  but  1*11  look  better  to  you. 
But,  Roscio,  you  and  I  must  about  the  business: 
Sir,  let  it  be  your  charge  to  watch  my  daughter. 
And  see  she  seqd  no  message  any  whither, 
Nor  receive  any.    . 

lExeunt  Polymetcs  and  Roscia 


Eug.  tt  shall,  ray  lord,  Fll  be'  an  Argus ;  none 
shall  come  here,  I  warrant  you. — My  very  heart 
bleeds  to  see  two  such  lovers,  so  faithful,  parted 
so.  I  must  condemn  my  father,  he  is  too  cmel 
in  this  action :  and,  did  not  nature  forbid  it,  I 
could  rail  at  him,  to  wreak  his  long-fostered  ma- 
lice against  lord  Euphues  thus  upon  his  son,  the 
faithful  lover  of  his  own  daughter;  and  upon 
her,  for  should  it  come  to  pass,  as  he  expects  it 
shall,  I  think  it  would  kill  her  too,  she  takes  it  so. 
See  in  what  strange  amazement  now  she  stands ! 
Her  grief  has  spent  itself  so  far,  that  it  has  left 
her  senseless ;  it  grieves  me  thus  to  see  her,  I 
can  scarce  forbear  revealing  of  myself  to  her,  bat 
that  I  keep  it  for  a  better  occasion,  when  thiogs 
shall  better  answer  to  my  purpose. — Lady ! 

Leucoth,  What  are  you  r 

Eug,  One  that  my  lord,  your  father,  has  ap- 
pointed 
To  give  attendance  on  you. 

Leucoth.  On  me !  alas,  I  need  no  attendance, 
He  might  bestow  his  care  better  for  me. 

Eug,  1  came  but  lately  to  him,  nor  do  I  mean 
Long  to  stay  with  him ;  m  the  mean  time,  lady, 
Might  I  but  do  you  any  service. 

Leucoth,  All  service  is  too  late,  my  hopes  are 
desperate. 

Eug,  Madam,  I  have  a  feeling  of  yonr  woe^ 
A  greater  your  own  brother  could  not  have ; 
And  think  not  that  I  come  suborned  by  any 
To  undermine  your  secrets ;  I  am  true, 
By  all  the  gods,  I  am ;  for  further  trial, 
Command  me  any  thing,  send  me  on  any  message, 
rn  do  it  faithfully,  or  any  thing  else 
That  my  poor  power  can  compass. 

Leucoth,  Oh  strange  fate ! 
Have  I  lost  pity  in  a  father's  heart. 
And  shall  I  find  it  in  a  stranger?  Sir, 
I  shall  not  live  to  thank  you,  hut  my  prayers 
Shall  go  with  you. 

Eug.  Tis  not  for  thanks  or  meed. 
But  for  the  service  that  I  owe  to  virtue, 
I  would  do  this. 

Leucoth,  Surely  this  man 
Is  nobly  bred,  howe'er  his  habit  give  him. 
But,  sir,  all  physic  comes  to  me  too  late. 
There  is  no  hope  my  Philocles  should  live. 

Eug,  Unless  the  king  were  pleased  togtint 
his  pardon ; 
Twere  good  that  he  were  moved. 

Leucoth.  Ah !  who  should  do  it? 
I  fear  me,  'tis  in  vain ;  Count  Virro, 
And  my  father,  both  will  cross  it;  but  I 

venture 
If  I  could  but  get  thither. 


»  You  mejf  disckerg*  him^^,  e.  Clerimoot. 
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To  give  you  liberty ;  your  father  led 
Me  CQ  be  jrour  keeper :  but  in  fin  act 
So  meritorious  as  this,  I  will  pot  binder  you; 
Navy  I  will  wait  .upon  you  to  the  court, 
LeucoiL  A  tbou««u4  thanks  to  you;  wellt  I 
wiUgP. 


Grant,  oh  ye  powers  abore,  if  virginV  tears, 
If  a  true  lover's  prayers  bad  ever  power 
To  move  compassion,  grant  it  now  to  mc ! 
Ann  with  io  strong  a  vigour  my  weak  words, 
They  may  pierce  deep  into  his  kingly  breast. 
And  force  out  mercy  in  spite  of  ail  opposers  I 
Mug,  Comei  let's  away.  [ExeutU^ 


ACT  IV, 


Enter  Francisco,  reading  a  Letter, 


Franc,  My  dearest  Lucy,  were  thy  old  sire  as  just 
As  thou  art  truly  constant,,  our  firm  love 
Had  nevep  met  these  oppo^tipns. 
All  my  dffsigoA  as  yet,  all  practices 
That  I  have  used,  I  see  are  frustrated ; 
For,  as  my  fair  intelligencer  writes, 
He  will  belbre  the  next  court-day  provide 
Some  careless  parson,  that  in  spite  of  laws 
Shall  marry  her  to  Shallow ;  this  being  donc^ 
He  means  to  hold  the  court's  severity 
Id  by  a  goldeo  biL    And  so  he  may, 
Alas !  it  b  too  true ;  I  mus(  prevent  it. 
And  that  in  time,  before  it  grow  too  far : 
But  how  ?  there  lies  the  point  of  difficulty.-^ 
But  what  strange  sight  is  this  that  greets  mine 

eyes  ? 
Alphonso,  my  old  captain !  sure  'tis  be. 

Enter  Alphonso. 

AlpK  Thus  once  again  from  twenty. years  exile, 
Tost  by  the  storms  of  fortune  to  and  iro. 
Has  gracious  heaven  given  me  leave  to  tread 
My  native  earth  of  Sicily^  and  draw 
That  air  that  fed  me  in  my  infancy. 
IVaac.  Tis  he !  Most  noble  captain,  oh,  what 
power 
Has  been  so  gracious,  as  to  bless  mine  eyes 
Once  more  with  sight  of  my  most  honoured 
master? 
Afyh,  Kind  youth,  the  tears  of  joy  tha(  \  have 
spent 
To  greet  my  native  country,  have  quite  robbed 
Mine  eyes  of  moisture,  and  have  left  me  none 
To  answer  thy  afiection.    But  tell  me,   . 
Tell  me  how  thou  ha^  lived  in  Syracuse 
These  five  years  here,  since  that  unlucky  storm 
Divided  ns  at  sea.  . 

Franc,  Faith  poorly,  sir. 
As  one  that  knows  no  kindred  or  alliance. 
Unknown  of  any,  have  I  shifted  out : 
But  I  have  beard  you  say  that  I  was  born 
In  Syracuse;  tell  me  what  stock  I  come  of. 
What  parentage ;  how  mean  so^'er  thev  be, 
Tbey  cannot  well  be  poorer  than  myself: 
Speik,  do  you  know  them,  air  ? 

Alph,  Yes,  very  well, 
KfA  I  am  glad  the  iaves  have  brought  me  home, 

yoL.  I. 


For  thy  dear  sake,  that  I  may  now  disclose 
Thy  honourable  birth. 

Franc.  Honourable  ! 

Abh,  Yes,  noble  youth,  thou  art  the  second  soQ 
To  old  lord  Euphues ;  a  man  more  worthy 
And  truly  noble  never  drew  this  air; 
Th^  nnme*s  Lysandro :  this  discovery 
Will  be  as  welcome  to  your  friends  as  you. 

Franc.  You  do  amaze  me,  sir. 

Alph,  ril  tell  you  aU: 
Ft  was  my  fortune,  twenty  years  ago. 
Upon  the  Tyrrhene  shore,  whose  sea  divides 
This  isle  from  Italy,  to  keep  a  fort 
Under  your  noble  father,  where  yourself, 
Then  but  a  child,  was  left  to  my  tuition ; 
When  suddenly  the  rude  assailing  force 
Of  strong  Italian  pirates  so  prevailed. 
As  to  surprisal  of  the  fort  and  us. 
Your  name  and  noble  birth  I  then  concealed^ 
Fearing  some  outrage  from  the  enmity 
Of  those  fell  pirates;  and  since,  from  yourself 
I  purposely  have  kept  the  knowledge  of  it, 
As  loth  to  grieve  your  present  misery. 
With  knowledge  of  what  fortunes  you  had  lost. 
That  this  is  true,  you  straight  shall  see  the  effact; 
rU  go  acquaint  your  father  with  the  tokens. 
And  mid^e  his  o'erjoy'd  heart  leap  to  embraoa 
Thee,  his  new-founc^  and  long-forgotten  son. 

Franc»  Worthy  captain,  your  presence  wa9  al* 
ways 
Welcome  to  roe,  but  this  unlooked-for  news 
I  cannot  suddenly  digest. 

Aipfu  Well,  I'll  go  to  him  presently. 

(ExU  Alphonso. 
shall  find  meims 
to  'quite 
Thy  love,  that  could'st  descend  so  low  as  I, 
When  I  was  nothing,  and  with  such  affection* 
This  was  my  suit  stiU  to  the  powers  above, 
To  make  me  worthy  of  thy  constant  lov^« 
But  m  about  the  project  I  intended. 

[Exit  FBANCisca 

Enter  Vireo  and  Polymetes. 
Polt/.  Why  now,  my  lord,  you  are  nearer  to 
her  love  than  ever  you  were  yet;  your  rival,  by 
this  accident,  shall  be  removed  out  of  the  way; 
for  before,  the  scornful  girl  would  nerer  haicf 
any  man  else, 

So 
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Yir,  I  conceive  you,  Jir. 

Poljf.  I  laboured  it,  for  your  sake,  as  much  as 
.    for  ray  own,  to  remore  your  rival  and  my  ene- 
my i  you  have  your  love,  and  I  have  ray  revenge. 

Vir.  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  you  tliauKS. 
But  it  will  be  after  a  strauj^c  manner,  iflrus  has 
<)ispatched  what  he  was  hired  to;  then,  my  kind 
lord,  I  shall  be  a  little  too  cunning  for  you. 

[Aside. 

Poly.  My  lord,  you  are  gracious  with  the  king. 

Vir.  I  thank  his  majesty,  I  have  his  ear  Ijcfore 
another  man. 

Poly.  Then  see  no  pardon  be  granted,  you 
^may  stop  any  thing;  I  know  Euphues  will  be  so- 
liciting lor  his  son. 

Vir^  1  warrant  you,  my  lord,  no  pardon  passes 
whilst  I  am  there';  1*11  be  a  bar  l»cCwixt  him  and 
the  king.— But  hark,  the  king  approaches. 

Enter  Kingy  with  Attendants, 

Amho,  Health  to  your  majesty. 

King,  Count  Virro,  and  lord  Poly  metes,  wel- 
come; 
You  have  been  strangers  at  the  court  of  late ; 
But  I  can  well  excuse  you,  count;  you  are  about 

a  wife, 
A  young  one,  and  a  fair  one  too,  they  say. 
Get  me  young  soldiers,  count ;  hut  speak, 
When  is  the  day  ?  I  mean  to  be  your  guest ; 
You  shall  not  steal  a  marriage. 

Vir.  I  thank  your  majesty ;  but  the  marriage 
that  I  intended  is  stolen  to  my  handiand  by  ano- 
ther. 

King.  Stolen  !  how,  man  ? 

Vir.  My  promised  wife 
Is  lately  stolen  away  by  Philocles, 
I>nrd  £uphues'  son,  against  her  father's  will ; 
Who  followed  thom,  and  aj:)f)rehended  them  : 
The  law  may  right  us,  sir,  if  it  may  have  course. 

King.  No  reason  but  the  law  should  have  its 
course. 

Enter  Euphves. 

Euph.  Pardon,  dread  sovereign,  pardon  for  my 

son. 
King.  Your  son,  lord  Euphues !  what  is  his 

oflfence? 
Eupfu  No  heinous  one;  my  liege,  no  plot  of 
treason 
AgainM  your  royal  person,  or  your  state ; 
These  aged  checks  would  blush  to  beg  at  pardon 
For  such  a  foul  ofif.nce;  no  crying  murder 
Ilath  st^iiied  his  innocetit  hands ;  "his  fault  was 

love, 
Love,  my  dear  liege  :  unfortunately  he  took 
The  dauuhter  and  heir  of  lord  Polymetesj 
Who  follows  him,  and  seeks  extremity. 

Poly,  I  seek  but  law ;  I  am  abuscid,  my  liege. 
Justice  is  all  I  beg :  my  daughter  stolen, 
Staff  of  my  age ;  let  the  law  do  me  right. 

Vir.  To  his  just  prayers  do  I  bend  my  knee ; 
My  promised  wife  is  stolen,  and  by  the  son 
Of  that  injurious  lord ;  justice  I  crave.  | 
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Euph.  Be  like  those  powers  above,  wboee  place 
on  earth 
You  represent ;  shew  mercy,  gracious  king, 
For  they  are  merciful. 

Poly,  Mercy  is  but  the  king's  prerogative,, 
'lis  justice  is  his  office ;  <*oing  that 
Ue  can  wrong  no  man^  no  man  can  complain; 
But  mercy  shewed,  oft  takes  away  reliet 
From  the  wronged  party,  that  the  law  would  give 
him. 

Euph.  The  law  is  blind,  and  speaks  in  general 
terms, 
She  cannot  pity  where  occasion  serves ; 
The  living  law  can  moderate  her  rigour. 
And  that^  the  king. 

Poly.  The  king  1  hope  in  this  will  tiot  do  so, 

Euph,  Tis  malice  makes  thee  speak, 
Hard-hearted  lord :  hadst  thou  no  other  way 
To  wreak  thy  cankered  and  long-fostered  hate 
Upon  my  head  but  thus,  thus  bloodily 
By  my  son*s  su  Bering,  and  for  such  a  fault 
As  thou  should*!>t  love  him  rathor }  Is  thy  dau|^ 

ter 
Disparaged  by  his  love }  is  his  blood  base. 
Or  are  hia  fortune's  sunk?  This  law  was  made 
For  such-like  cautions,  to  restrain  the  base 
From  wronging  noble  persons  by  attempts 
Of  such  a  kind ;  but,  where  ec^uality 
Meets  in  the  match,  the  fault  is  paraonable. 

Enfeir  Leucothoe. 

Leucoth.  Mercy,  my  sovereign ;  mercy,  gradoos 
kin^. 

Poly,  Minion,  who  sent  for  you?  'twere  mo- 
desty 
For  you  to  be  at  home. 

King,  Let  her  alone ;  speak,  lady, 
I  charge  you  no  man  interrupt  her. 

iewco/ A.  If  ever  pity  touched  that  princely  breast^ 
If  ever  virgin's  tears  had  power  to  move, — 
Or  if  you  ever  loved,  and  felt  the  pangs 
That  other  lovers  do, — pity,  great  king! 
Pity  and  pardon  two  unhappy  lovers. 

King.  Your  life  is  not  in  question. 

Leucoth.  Yes,  royal  sir. 
If  law  condemn  my  Philoclcs;he  and  I 
Have  but  one  heart,  and  can  have  but  one  fate. 

Eupli.  Excellent  virtue !   thou  hadst  not  thb 
.  from  thy  father. 

King.  There's  mubic  in  her  ymce ;  and  in  her 
face 
More  than  a  mortal  beauty : — Oh,  my  heart! 
I  shall  be  lost  in  {Mission  if  I  hear  her. 
I'll  liear  no  more,  convey  her  from  my  presence; 
Quickly,  I  say. 

Euph.  I'his  is  strange ! 

Vir.  I  told  you  what  he  would  do ;  I  knew 
He  would  not  hear  of  a  pardon,  and  I  against  it; 
He  respects  me. 

Poly.  No  doubt  he  does,  my  lord:. 
I  like  this  passage  well. 

King.  But  stay. 
Stay;  laidy,  let  me  hear  yott  ;^be8hrew  my  hearts 
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My  mind  was  romiiDf;  off  another  matter; 

Fir.  Where  the  devil  hath  hn  miad  been  all  this 
while  ?  Perhaps  he  heard  none  of  us  neither,  we 
mtLj  e*en  tell  our  tales  a^in. 

Pofy.    No,  sure  he  heard  us;   but  ^is  very 
strange. 

King.  Tis  such  a  temptins  poison  I  draw  in^^ 
Ixaaoot  stay  mj  drau^ht.^Rise  up,  lady. 

Ltucoik.  Never,  until  your  grace  s  pardon  raise 
me: 
There's  pity  in  your  eve,  oh  shew  it,  sir ; 
Say  paraon,  gracious  king;   'tis  but  a  word. 
And  short,  but  welcome  as  the  breath  of  life. 

King.  Ill  furttier  hear  the  manner  of  this  fact: 
Avoid  the  presence,  all  but  the  lady, 
And  come  not  till  I  send. 

Pofy.  I  like  not  this. 

Vir.  Nor  1 ;  here  is  mad  dancing. 

Eupk,  Heaven  bless  thy  suit,  thou  mirror  of 
thy  sei. 
And  best  example  of  true  constant  love  ! 
That,  in  the  sea  of  thy  transcendent  virtues, 
Drown*st  aJl  thy  father's  malice,  and  redeem'st 
More  ID  my  thoughts  than  all  thy  kin  can  lose. 

[Exeunt, 

King.  Now,  lady,  what  would  you  do  to  save 
the  life 
Of  him  you  love  so  dearly? 

Leucoik.  I  cannot  think  that  thought  I  would  not 
do. 
Lay  it  in  my  power,  and  beyond  my  power 
I  would  attempt. 

King.  YoQ  would  be  thankful  then  to  me, 
If  I  should  grant  his  pardon  ? 

Ltueoih,  If  ever  I  were  thankful  to  the  Gods 
For  all  that  1  call  mine,  my  health  and  bein^ 
Could  I  to  you  be  unthankful  for  a  gift 
I  value  more  than  those,  and  without  which 
These  blessings  were  but  wearisome? 

King.  Those  that  are  thankful,  study  to  nequite 
a  courtesy ; ,  would  you  do  so  ?  would  you  re- 
quite this  favour  ? 

Leucoik,  I  cannot,  sir; 
For  all  the  service  I  can  do  your  grace 
Is  but  my  doty;  you  are  my  sovereign, 
And  all  my  deeds  to  you  are  debts,  not  merits. 
But  to  those  powers  above,  that  can  requite. 
That  from  their  wasteless  treasures  heap  rewards. 
More  out  of  grace  than  merits,  on  us  mortals, 
To  those  ril  ever  pray,  that  they  would  give  you 
More  blessings  than  I  have  skill  to  ask. 

King,  Nay,  but  Leucothoe,  this  lies  in  thy 
power  to  requite :  thy  love  will  make  requital ; 
wilt  thou  love  me? 

Leueoth,  I  ever  did,  my  lord : 
I  WM  instructed  from  my  infancy 
To  love  and  honour  you,  my  sovereign. 

King.  But  in  a  nearer  bond  of  love? 

Leucotk.  There  is  no  nearer,  nor  no  truer  love. 
Thai)  that  a  loyal  subject  bears  a  prince. 

Kmg.  Still  thou  wilt  not  conceive  me,  I  must 
deal 
Plain  with  you ;  wilt  tliou  lie  with  me  ? 


And  I  will  teal  his  pardon  presently; 

Nay  more,  I'll  heap  upon  you  both,  all  favours 

All  honours  that  a  prmcc  can  give. 

Leucoth,  Oh  me  unhappy! 
In  what  a  sad  dilemma  stands  my  choice. 
Either  to  losie  the  man  ray  soul  most  loves^ 
Or  save  him  by  a  deed  of  such  dishonour 
As  he  will  ever  lothe  me  for,  and  hate 
To  draw  that  breath  that  was  so  basely  kept  I 
Name  any  thing  but  that  to  save  his  life; 
I  know  you  do  but  tempt  my  frailty,  sir, 
I  know  your  royal  thoughts  could  never  stoop 
To  such  a  foul,  dishonourable  act. 

King.  Bethink  thyself,  there  is  no  way  but  that ; 
I  swear  by  Heaven  never  to  pardon  him 
But  upon  those  conditions. 

Leucoth.  Oh  I  am  miserable  ! 

King.  Thou  art  not,  if  not  wilful;  yield,  leu- 
cothoe. 
It  shall  be  secret ;  Philocles  for  his  life 
Shall  thank  thy  love,  but  never  know  the  price 
Thou  paid*st  for  it    Be  wise ;   thou  heard'st  m^ 

swear : 
I  cannot  now  shew  mercy,  thou  moy'st  save  biro. 
And  if  he  die,  'tis  thou  that  nrt  the  tyrant. 

Leucoth.  I  should  be  so,  if  I  should  save  him  thus: 
Nay,  I  should  be  a  traitor  to  your  grace,. 
Betray  your  soul  to  such  a  foe  as  luKt. 
But,  siuceyour  oath  is  past,  dear  Philocles, 
ni  shew  to  thee  an  honest  cruelty. 
And  rather  follow  thee  in  spotless  death, 
Than  buy  with  sinning  a  dishonoured  life.     • 

King,  Yet  pity  me,  Leucothoe;  cure  the  wound 
Thine  eyes  havo  made :  pity  a  begging  kins; 
Uncharm  the  charms  of  thy  bewitching  face. 
Or  thou  wilt  leave  me  dead  I  Will  nothing  move 

thee? 
Thou  art  a  witch,  a  traitor,  thou  hast  sought. 
By  unresisted  spells,  thy  sf>vcreign*s  life : 
Who  are  about  us  ?  Call  in  the  lords  again  ! 

Enter  Polymetes,  Viaao,  Euphues,  ^c- 

Lord  Polymetes,  take  your  daughter  to  you. 
Keep  her  at  home. 

PoU/.  I  will,  my  liege ;  Rosdo,  see  her  tlicre. 
I  wonder  what  is  done. 

King,  Euphues,  I  have  ta'en  a  solemn  oath 
Never  to  grant  a  pardon  to  thy  son. 

Euph,  Oh  say  not  so^  my  liege ;  your  grace,  I 
know, 
Has  mercy  for  a  greater  fault  than  this. 

lCi)ig.  My  oath  is  paat,  and  cannot  be  recalled. 

Poly.  This  is  beyond  ouf  wishes. 

Vir,  What  made  him  swear  this,  I  wonder? 

Euph.  A  heavy  oath  to  me,  and  most  unlooked 
for! 
Your  justice.  Sir,  has  set  a  period 
Unto  a  loyal  house,  a  family 
That  have  been  props  of  the  Sicilian  crown. 
That  with  their  bloods  in  many  ai  honoured  field, 
'Gainst  the  hot  French,  and  Neapolitan, 
Have  served  for  you,  and  your  great  ancestors : 
Their  cl^dien  now  cau  never  more  do  so. 
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Farewell,  my  fec^verefgn !  i^rWlst  I  in  fskn 
Spend  the  sad  remnant  of  my  childless  age, 
I II  pray  for  your  long  life,  and  happy  reign, 
And  mny  your  grace,  and  yotn*  posterity, 
At  need,  ^nd  hands  as  good,  and  hearts  as  trae. 
As  ours  have  crer  been  ! 

King,  Farewell,  good  old  man. 

Eupk.  For  yon,  my  lord,  your  cruelty  has  de- 
served 
A  curse  from  me,  but  I  can  utter  none ; 
Your  daughter's  goodness  has  weighed  down  your 

malice. 
Heaven  prosper  her !  \Exit  Ecphces. 

Poly.  Amen.  ^ 

King,  He  is  an  honest  man,  and  truly  noble. 
Oh  my  rash  oath  !— my  lust,  that  was  rlie  cause ! 
Would  any  price  %*ould  buy  it  in  again ! 

Vir.  Your  majesty  is  just 

Pofy.  Tis  a  happy  land, 
Where  (he  king  squares  his  actions  by  the  law. 

King,  Away,  you  are  base  and  bloody, 
That  feed  your  malice  with  pretence  of  justice; 
Tis  such  as  you  make  prioccs  tyrannous, 
And  hated  of  tlieir  subjects;  but  look  to  it. 
Look  your  own  heads  stand  fast ;  for  if  the  law 
po  find  a  hole  in  your  coats*  beg  no  mercy. 

Fir,  Pardon  us,  my  lord,  we  were  wronged. 

Foly,   And  sought  redress  but  by  a  lawful 
course. 

King,  Well,  leave  me  alone. 

Vir,  Farewell,  my  liege  :— now  let  him  chafe 
'         alone. 

Pofy.  Now  we  have  our  ends.  [E:eeunt, 

King,  Is  there  no  means  to  save  him,  no  way 
To  get  a  dispensation  for  an  oath  ? 
None  that  I  know,  except  the  court  of  Rom6 
Will  grant  one ;  that's  well  thought  on : 
I  will  not  spare  for  gold,  and  that  wiU  do  it*— 
Kicanor ! 

Enter  Nicanor. 

Kic,  Sir! 

King.  What  book  is  that 


Thou  hadit  fHmt  Piafrl,  abost  the  price  Of  uns  ? 

Nic.  Tis  called  the  Taxes  of  the  ApoctoGtial 
Chancery.''' 

King,  Is  there  a  price  for  any  ftin  set  down? 

Nic.  AAy,  sir ;  how  heinous  e'er  it  be. 
Or  of  what  nature,  for  such  a  sum  of  money 
As  is  set  down  tbc^  it  shall  be  remitted. 

King.  That's  well ;  go  fetch  the  book  presently. 

Nic.  I  will,  my  lord*  [Esii  Nicaror. 

King.  Sure  there  is  perjury 
Among  the  rest,  and  I  shall  know  what  rat« 
It  bears,  before  1  have  committed  it 

Re-enter  Nicanor. 

IIow  now,  hast  brought  it  ? 

Nic.  Yes,  sir. 

King.  Read;  I  would  know  the  price  of  peijuty. 

Nic,  I  shall  find  it  quickly,  here's  an  indei. 

[Be  retidf. 
^  Imprimis.  For  murder  of  all  kinds,  of  a  clergy- 
man,  of  a  laymaii,  of  father,  mocber,  son,  bro- 
ther, sister,  wife."— 

King.  Read  till  you  come  at  perjury. 

Nic.  "  Item,  for  iropoisoning,  enchahttnents, 
witchcraft,  sacrilege,  simony,  and  their  kind  and 
bfinches. 

'*  Itentf  pro  lapsu  carnit^  fornication,  adultery, 
incest  without  any  exception  or  distinctbn;  for 
sodomy,  brutality,  or  any  of  that  kind." 

King.  My  heart  shakes  with  horror 
To  hear  the  names  of  sudi  detested  sins. 
Can  these  be  bought  for  any  price  of  tnotit^y  f 
Or  do  these  merchants  but  deceive  the  world 
With  their  false  wares!  No  more  of  Ihatfooi 

book; 
I  will  not  now  know  what  I  eame  to  know. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  redeem  my  oath 
By  sudi  a  course  as  this;  no  more,  NIcanOr, 
Unless  thou  find  a  price  for  Atheisrm. 
Well,  this  is  not  the  way  to  help,  I  see ; 
I  have  thought  of  another  that  may  prove, 
And  both  discharge  my  oath,  and  save  his  life. 
Nicanor,  run  presently,  call  idatho  bitber^ 


»°  'Tis  called  the  Taxes  of  the  Apostolical  Chancery— This  book,  entitled.  The  Tdx  of  the  Bbmm  Chancery, 
which  hus  been  several  tiroes  traoslated  iiito  English,  wos  first  poblished  at  Rome  in  the  year  i514.  It 
famishes  the  roost  flagrant  instances  of  the  abominable  profligacy  of  the  Roman  court  at  that  liihe.  Among 
other  passages  in  it  are  the  following :  "  Ahsoluiio  a  lapsu  caruis  svper  qnocunque  actu  libiJinoso  cowmiss* 
per  Clericum,  etlam  cum  monialibuSi  intra  et  eitra  septa  monasUrii ;  out  cum  consanguineii  tel  afinibtts. 
cutjilia  spirituali,  aut  quibfudam  aliis,  site  ah  pnoquoque  de  per  se,  site  shnul  ab  omnibus  abtolutio  petatur 
turn  dispensatione  ad  ori^nes  et  beneficia,  cum  inhibituthe  tuu  36.  due,  3,  Si  verb  cum  iUis  petmtur  abt^tim 
etiam  a  crimine  ammisso  contra  naturam,  vel  cum  brutis,  cum  dispensatione  ut  supra,  et  cum  inhibitiane  tor. 
90.  due,  12.  car.  16.  Si  vtrd  petatur  tantum  absolutio  a  crimine  contra  naturam,  vel  eum  brutis,  cum  Us- 
pensatione  et  inhibitione,  turon  36.  due,  9.  Absoiutio  pro  moniali  qui  se  permisit  plurits  cognosd  intra  vel 
extra  septa  monasterii,  cum  rehabilitate  ad  dignitates  illius  ordinis  itiam  abbatialem,  turon  36.  due.  9,"  In 
the  edition  of  Bois  le  Doc  there  is  "  Absolutio  prp  eo,  qui  interfetit  patrem,  matrem,  sororem,  i 
g,  $.  veL  7.*'    Vide  Pat/le,  art.  Bancju 
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llacho'lliekMr^W;  ooiMMii4  hiA  to  ttUOw  hftflte, 
I  long  to  be  resolved. 

Nie.  I  nio,  sir.  [tliit. 

King.  He  k  a  subtto  lumtr^  ilid  raHy  UnA 
Some  poiitt,  that  in  llie  Itv/s  obecoiity 
lies  hid  fhim  uv^-toine  (Miot,  may  do  us  good. 
I  have  fteeo  some  of  his  professioi} 
Oat  of  a  case  as  plafai,  as  clear  as  day 
To  our  weak  judj^entsy  add  no  doubt,  at  first, 
Meant,  like  our  thoughts^  bj  those  that  made  die 

law ; 
]^ick  out  such  bard,  inextricable  doubts, 
That  they  have  spun  a  suit  of  seren  years  long, 
And  M  their  hood-wink  clients  in  a  wood, 
A  most  irremeable  labyrinth, 
Tin  they  hate  quite  consumed  them ;  this  they 

can  do 
In  other  cases,  why  not  as  well  iu  this  t 
I  have  seen  others  could  extend  the  law 
Upon  the  rack,  or  cut' it  short  again 
To  their  own  private  profits,  as  that  thief. 
Cruel  Procrustes,  served  his  hapless  guests, 
To  fit  them  to  his  bed.    Well,  1  shall  see ; 
I  would  Nicanor  were  returned  again, 
I  would  fain  ease  my  conscience  of  that  oath. 
That  rash  and  inconsiderate  oath  I  took. — 
But  see ;  here  they  are  coming. 

Enter  Matho,  imd  Nicanor. 

Mai.  Health  to  my  sovereign ! 

King.  Matho,  welcome. 
I  sent  for  thee  about  a  business 
I  would  entreat  thy  help  in. 

Mat.  Your  highness  may  command  my  service 
in  that, 
Or  any  thing  lies  in  my  power. 

King,  ^s  to  decide  a  case  that  troubles  me. 

Mat.  If  it  lie  within  the  compass  of  my  know- 
ledge, I  will  resolve  ^our  highness  presently. 

King.  Then  thus  it  is:  I^rd  Euphu^p'  son, 
Young  Philocles,  has  lately  stolen  away 
The  daughter  and  heir  of  Lord  Polymetes, 
Who  is  his  enemy :  he,  following  hini  hard. 
Has  apprehended  him,  and  brings  him  to  his  trial 
To-morrow  morning.  Thou  hast  neard  this  news? 

Mat.  I  have,  my  liege,  with  ever^  circumstance 
That  can  be  thought  on  in  the  business. 

King.  And  what  \vill  be  the  issue  of  the  law  ? 

Mat.   He  roust  die  for't;  the  case  is  plain, 
unless 
Your  grace  will  grant  his  pardon. 

King.  But  can  there  be  uo  means  thought  upon 
To  save  him  by  the  law  ? 

Mat.  None,  my  lord. 

King.  Surely  there  may ;  speak,  mdh,  111  give 
dice  double  fees. 

Mat.it  cannot  be,  my  liege,  the  statute  is  plain. 


King.  Ntfy^  miw  fhoti  mt  tdo  hottest;  rfioa 
shotttd'st  do 
As  other  lawyers  do,  first  take  my  tndtrtrf. 
And  then  tell  me  thou  canst  do  me  no  good. 

Mat.  I  dare  not  undertake  it ;  could  it  be  dohe, 
I'd  go  as  far  as  any  man  would  do. 

King.  Yes,  if  it  were  to  eut  a  poor  maft*s 
throat,  you  could  t 
For  some  rich  gnping  hindlord  you  could  grind 
The  face  of  his  poor  tenant,  stretch  the  lavv 
To  serve  his  turn,  ahd,  guided  by  his  angels. 
Speak  oracles  more  than  the  tongaes  of  meri ; 
Then  you  could  find  exceptions,  reservations^ 
Stand  at  a  word,  a  syllable,  a  letter, 
Oreoin  some  scruples  out  of  your  ovrh  brains: 
But  in  a  case  so  full  of  equity. 
So  charitable  as  this,  you  can  find  nothing. 
I  shall  for  ever  hate  all  your  profession. 

Mat.  I  do  beseech  your  highness  to  excuse  me ; 
I  cannot  do  more  than  your  laws  will  let  me; 
Nor  falsify  my  knotvledge,  nor  m^  conscience. 

King.  Then  I  am  miserable.  Rise,  Matho,  rise, 
I  do  not  discommend  thy  honesty. 
But  blame  my  owu  hard  fate :  ah  Philodes^ 
I  would  redeem  thy  life  at  any  prioe. 
But  the  stars  ct<m  it,  cruel  fate  condemns  th^,. 

[Exeunt^ 

Enter  Constable  and  Watch. " 

Con.  Come,  fellow-watchmen,  for  now  yOtt  ttrt 
my  fellows. 

Watch.  It  pleases  you  to  call  tts  so,  master 
constable. 

Con.  I  do  it  to  encourage  you  in  your  ot^dep 
it  is  a  trick  that  we  commanders  mive;  your 
great  captains  call  your  soldiers,  fellow-soldiers^ 
CO  encourage  them. 

3  WatcL  Indeed,  and  so  they  do.  I  heard 
master  curate  reading  a  story-book  the  other  day 
to  that  purpose. 

Con.  Well,  I  must  shew  now  what  vou  have 
to  do,  for  I  myself,  before  I  came  to  this  prefer* 
roity,  was  as  simple  as  one  of  you ;  and,  for  your 
better  destruction,  I  will  deride  my  speech  into 
two  parts.  First,  what  is  a  watchman  ?  Second- 
ly, what  is  the  office  of  a  watchman  ?  For  the 
^rst,  if  any  man  ask  me  what  is  a  watchman }  I 
may  answer  him,  he  is  a  man  as  others  are ;  nayi 
a  tradesman,  as  a  vintner,  a  tailor,  or  the  like, 
for  they  have  long  bills. 

3  Watch.  He  tells  us  true,  neighbour,  we  hava 
bills  indeed. 

Con.  For  the  second,  what  is  his  office  ?  I  an- 
swer, he  may,  by  virtue  of  his  ofiice,  reprehend 
any  person  or  persons  that  walk  the  streets  too 
late  at  a  seasonable  hour. 

4  Watch.  May  we  indeed|  ihaster  constable. 


'"  CwttabU  and  Watch—'Thh  Constable  ahd  Watcb  are  psor  imitations  of  Shakespeare*!  Dogberry^ 
^in  Much  Ad9  about  Nothing.    & 
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€#».  Nay,  if  joa  meet  any  of  these  rogues  at 
seasonable  hours,  you  may,  by  virtue  of  your  of- 
fice, commit  him  to  prison,  aud  then  ask  him 
whither  he  was  going. 

1  WiUcA,  Why  that's  as  much  as  my  Lord 
Mayor  does. 

.  Con,  True,  my  Lord  Mayor  can  do  no  more 
than  you,  in  that  point. 

8  Watch.  But,  master  constable,  what  if  he 
should  resist  us  f 

Con,  Why,  if  he  do  resist,  you  may  knock  him 
down,  and  then  bid  him  stand,  and  come  before 
the  constable.  So,  now  I  think  you  are  suffid- 
ently  instructed  concerning  your  office :  take  your 
stands,  you  shall  hear  rogues  walking  at  these 
seasonable  hours,  I  warrant  you ;  stand  dose. 

Unter  Eugenio. 

Evg.  Now  do  I  take  as  much  care  to  be  ap- 
prehended, as  others  do  to  escape  the  watch ;  I 
must  speak  to  be  o?erlieard,  and  plainly  too,  or 
else  these  dolts  will  never  conceive  me. 

Con,  Hark,  who  goes  by  ? 

Bug,  Oh  my  conscience,  my  consdenoe,  the 
terror  of  a  guilty  conscience  ! 

Con,  How,  conscience  talks  he  of  ?  he*s  an  ho- 
nest man,  I  warrant  him,  let  him  pass. 

4  Watch,  Aye,  aye,  let  him  pass;  good-night, 
honest  gentleman. 

Eug,  These  are  wise  officers !  I  roust  be  plain* 
er  yet.  That  gold,  that  cursed  gold,  that  made 
ne  poison  him,  made  roe  poison  Eugenio ! 

Con,  How,  made  me  poison  him !  be*s  a  knave 
I  warrant  him. 

3  Watch,  Master  constable  has  found  him  al- 
ready. 

Con,  I  warrant  you  a  knave  cannot  pass  me; 


go  reprehend  him,  I'll  take  his  i 
myself. 

1  Watch,  Come  afore  the  constable. 

S  Watch,  Come  afore  the  constable. 

Con,  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you  would  have  escaped, 
would  you  ?  no,  sirrah^  you  shall  know  the  bag's 
officers  have  eyes  to  hear  such  rogues  as  you. 
Come,  sirrah,  confess  who  it  was  you  poisoned. 
— He  looks  like  a  notable  rogue. 

1  Watch,  I  do  not  like  his  looks. 

2  Watch.  Nor  I. 

Con,  You  would  deny  it,  would  you,  sirrah  ^ 
we  shall  sift  you. 

Eug,  Alas,  master  constable,  I  cannot  now 
deny  what  I  have  said,  you  over^beard  me;  I 
poisoned  Eugenio,  son  to  Lord  Polymetes. 

1  Watch,  O  rascal ! 

2  Watck,  My  young  landlord ! 

Con,  Let  him  alone,  the  law  shall  punish  him ; 
but,  sirrah,  where  did  you  poison  him? 

Eug,  About  a  day's  journey  hence;  as  he  was 
coming  home  from  Athens  I  met  him,  and  poi- 
soned him. 

Con,  But,  sirrah,  who  set  you  a  work  ?  con- 
fess, I  shall  fiud  out  the  whole  nest  of  these 
rogues;  speak. 

Eug,  Count  Virro  hired  me  to  do  it. 

Con,  Oh  lying  rascal ! 

1  Watch.  Nay,  he  that  will  steal  will  lie. 

S  Watch,  rU  believe  nothing  he  savs. 

S  Watch,  Belye  a  man  of  worship ! 

4  Watch,  A  nobleman ! 

Con,  Away  with  him.  I'll  hear  no  roore,  re- 
mit him  to  prison.  Sirrah,  you  shall  hear  of 
these  things  to-morrow,  where  )ou  would  be  loth 
to  hear  them.    Come^  let's  go*  [Ettunit, 


ACTV. 


lEnter  Frahkliv,  Shallow,  Luct,  Francisco 
tR  a  Parson*t  habit,  and  a  true  Parton  other- 
wise attired, 

Frank,  111  take  your  coundl,  sir,  I'll  not  be 
seen  in  it,  but  meet  you  when  it  is  done ;  you'll 
marry  them  ? 

Franc.  Fear  not  that,  sir,  I'll  do  the  deed. 

Frank.  1  shall  rest  thankful  to  you ;  till  then 
T\\  leave  you. 

ShaL  I  pray,  father,  leave  us,  we  know  how 
to  bdiave  ourselves  alone  ;  methinks,  Lucy,  we 
are  too  many  by  two  yet. 

Lucy,  You  are  merry,  sir.  [£rftifi^ 

Manet  Feavklin. 

Now  they  are  sure,  or  never ;  poor  Frandsco, 
Thou  met'st  thy  match  when  thou  durst  undertake 
To  over-reach  me  with  tricks.    Where's  now 

your  Sumner? 
7ore  heaven  I  cannot  but  applaud  my  brain, 


To  take  my  daughter  even  against  her  will. 
And  great  with  child  by  another;  her  shame 

published. 
She  dted  to  the  court,  and  yet  bestow  her 
On  such  a  fortune  as  rich  fallow  is : 
Nay,  that  which  is  the  master-piece  of  all, 
Make  him  believe  'tis  his,  though  he  ne'er  touch- 
ed her. 
If  men  ne'er  met  with  crosses  in  the  world. 
There  were  no  difference  'twixt  the  wise  and  fools; 
But  ril  go  meet  them  ;  when  'tis  done,  1  fear 
not.  [Exit 

Enter  Francisco,  Fanon,  Shallow,  Luct. 

Franc,  Nay,  fret  not  now,  you  had  been  wofse 
abused 
If  you  had  married  her;  she  r.evcr  loved  you. 

Lucy.  I  over  scorned  thy  folly,  and  bated  thee; 
though  sometimes  afore  my  father  I  would  toakm 
anastof  thee. 
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ShaL  Oh  women,  moiuitroas  women !  little 
does  her  father  know  who  has  married  her. 

Ltuy.  Yes,  he  knows  the  parson  married  me, 
and  you  can  witness  that 

Franc  And  he  shall  know  the  parson  will  lie 
with  her. 

SkaL  Well,  parson,  I  will  he  revenged  on  all 
thjcoat;  I  will  not  ploogh  an  acre  of  ground 
for  you  to  tvthe,  I'll  rather  pasture  my  neigh- 
boors  cattle  tor  nothing. 

P^n**  Oh  be  more  charitable,  sir;  bid  Ood 
give  them  joy. 

SkaL  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do,  he  is  not  the 
first  parson  that  has  taken  a  ^ntleman's  le^vings^ 

Franc.  Uow  mean  you,  sir  ? 

ShaL  You  guess  my  meaning.  I  hope  to  have 
^ood  lock  to  horse-fl^  now,  she  is  a  parson's 
wife. 

Franc  You  have  Iain  with  her  then,  sir  ? 

SkaL  I  cannot  tell  you  that,  but  if  you  saw  a 
woman  widi  child,  without  lying  with  a  man,  then 
'  ^haps  I  have  not. 

Ijuy.  Impudent  coxcomb !  darest  thou  say 
that  ever  thou  layest  with  me  ?  Did'st  thou  ever 
so  much  as  kiss  my  hand  in  private  ? 

SkaL  These  things  must  not  be  spoken  of  .in 
company. 

Imcw.  Thou  knowest  I  ever  hated  thee. 

Skal,  But  when  you  were  in  the  good  humour, 
you  would  tell  me  another  tale. 

Xttcv.  The  fool  is  mad ;  by  heaven,  my  Fran- 
dsco,  1  am  wronged.  [He  ditcavert  kimseff. 

Franc.  Then  I  most  diange  my  note.  Sirrah, 
unsay  what  you  have  spoken ;  swear  here,  before 
the  parson  and  myself,  you  never  touched  her,  or 
1*11  cut  thy  throat ;  it  is  Francisco  threatens  thee. 

SkaL  I  am  in  a  sweet  case,  what  should  I  do 
now  ?  Her  father  thinks  I  have  lain  with  her ;  if 
I  deny  it,  he  will  have  a  bout  with  me ;  if  I  say 
I  have,  this  young  rogue  will  cut  my  throat 

Franc.  Come,  will  you  swear  ? 

SkaL  I  would  I  were  fairly  ofl^  1  would  lose  my 
weach  with  all  my  heart — ^I  swear; 
I     ^  Franc  So,  now  thou  art  free  from  any  imputa* 
tion  that  his  tongue  can  stick  upon  thee. 

£n/erFBANKLiN. 

Frank.  Well,  now  I  see  'tis  done. 

SkaL  Here's  one  shall  talk  with  you. 

Frank.  God  give  you  joy,  son  Shallow. 

Franc  I  thank  you,  father. 

Frank.  How's  this,  Francisco,  in  the  parson's 
habit?  *^ 

Franc*  I  have  married  her,  as  you  bade  me,  sir ; 
but  this  was  the  truer  parson  of  the  two,  he  tied 
the  knot,  and  this  gentleman  is  our  witness. 

Frank.  I  am  undone ;  strumpet,  thou  hast  be- 
trayed thyself  to  beggary,  to  shame  besides,  and 
tbst  io  open  court;  but  take  what  thou  hast 
tOQitbt,  hang,  be^  and  starve,  I'll  never  pity  thee. 

Lmcv.  Good  bir. 

SkaL  I  told  you  what  would  come  on't 

FroKii,  Huw  did  yopr  wisdom  lose  her? 


SkaL  E'en  as  you  sec,  I  wn  beguOed,  and  so 
were  you. 

Frank.  Franosco,  take  her;  thou  aeest  the 
portion  thou  art  like  to  have. 

Franc  His  such  a  portion  as  will  ever  pleats 
me ;  but,  for  her  sake,  be  not  unnatnraL 

Lucy.  Do  not  reject  me,  father. 

Franc.  But  for  the  fault  that  slie  must  answer 
for,  or  shame  she  should  endure  in  court,  behold 
her  yet  an  untouched  virgin.  Cushion,  come  forth ; 
here,  signior  Shallow,  tiuie  your  child  unto  yo«, 
make  much  of  it,  it  may  prove  as  wise  as  the  fa- 
ther. [HeJUngt  tke  Cuikion  at  km. 

Frank,  This  is  more  strange  than  t'other;  abb 
Lucy,  wer't  thou  so  subtle  to  deceive  thyself  and 
me  ?  Well,  take  thy  fortnne,  'tis  thine  own  choice. 

J^»c.  Sir,  we  can  force  no  bounty  from  you» 
and  therefore  must  rest  content  with  what  your 
pleasure  is. 

Enter 'EviPBVESy  Alphonso. 

Alpk.  Yonder  he  is,  my  lord,  that's  he  in  the 
parson's  habit ;  he  is  thus  disguised  about  the  bu- 
siness I  told  you  of.  Lysandro,  see  jrour  noble  fa- 
ther. 

Euph.  Welcome,  my  long-lost  son,  from  all  tha 
storms 
Of  frowning  fortune  that  (hou  hast  endured. 
Into  thy  fauer's  arms. 

Lucy.  Is  my  Francisco  noble  ? 

Frank.  Lord  Euphues'  son !  I  am  amazed. 

Eupk.  I  hear,  Lysandro,  that  you  are  married  f 

Franc.  Yes,  my  lord,  this  is  my  bride ;  the  daugh* 
ter  and  heir  of  this  rich  gentleman ;  'twas  only 
she,  that  when  my  state  was  nothing,  my  poor  scif 
and  parentage  unknown,  vouchsafed  to  know; 
nay,  grace  me  with  her  love,  her  constant  love. 

Eupk.  Such  merit  must  not  be  forgot,  my  son. 
Daughter,  much  joy  attend  upon  your  choice. 

Franc,  Now,  wants  but  your  consent. 

To  Frank. 

Frank,  Which,  with  a  willing  heart,  I  do  be- 
stow. 
Pardon  me,  worthy  son,  I  have  so  long 
Been  hard  to  you ;  'twas  ignorance 
Of  what  you  were,  and  care  I  took  for  her. 

Franc.  Your  care  needs  no  apology. 

Eupk.  But  now,  Lysandro,!  must  make  thee  sad 
Upon  thy  wedding-day,  and  let  thee  know 
There  is  no  pure  and  oncompounded  joy 
Lent  to  mortality  :  in  depth  of  woe 
Thou  meet'st  the  knowledge  of  thy  parentage; 
Thy  elder  brother Philooles  must  die; 
And  in  his  tragedy  our  name  and  house 
Had  sunk  for  ever,  had  not  gracious  heaveii 
Sent,  as  a  comfort  to  my  childless  age. 
Thy  long-lost  self,  supporter  of  the  name. 

Franc.  But  can  there  be  no  means  to  save  hii 
life? 

Eitpk.  Alas,  there's  none;  the  lung  has  takea 
an  oath 
Never  to  pardon  him ;  but  nnce,  they  say. 
His  majesty  repents^  and  fain  weul<i  save  hiov 
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fr^MC  Thpa  am  I  wnuiMz  lilot^  man  long 
blind, 
Hift^  corns  at  last  to  Mf  tbemhed-for  <uo> 
But  finds  it  in  eclipse ;  fuch  is  my  case, 
Tp  met%,  in  iJlis  dark  n  oa,  m j  dearest  friends. 

£uph,  Ijbd  you  not  heard  this  news  before^ 
Lysandfo  ? 

Frune.  Yt«»6ir;  and  did  lament, 
M  for  a  wertby  stnoge r,  but  ne'er  knew 
Jflily  sorrow  stood  eogi^^  by  such  a  tie 
As  brotbeiliood.  Where  may  we  see  him,  sir? 

Supk.  This  Boroing  he's  aivaigned:  put  off 
that  hahil  voo  are  in,  and  go  along  with  lae; 
leave  your  oiends  here  a  whik. 

Franc  Farewell,  father; 
I)ear  Ii]ey,till  soon,  farewell ;  noo^t  but  so  sad 
A  ehaoce  could  make  me  cloudy  aqw.    [ JB^ean/. 

Frank*  Well,  Lacy,  thy  choice  has  proved'bet^ 
ter  than  we  expected ;  but  this  cloud  of  grief  has 
dimmed  our  mirth,  but  wi)l,  I  hope,  blow  over ; 
Heaven  grant  it  may  !  And,  signior  Shallow, 
thoagh  you  have  nmsed  what  my  love  meant  you 
once,  pray  be  my  guest. 

lahaL  I  tb^^'you,  sir,  rU  not  be  strange. 

lExeunt. 

Enter  King,  Nicanor. 

K(mg,  Nioanfir,  I  Mould  find  some  privy  placOi 
Where  I  might  stand  unseen,  unknowu  of  any, 
To  hear  th'arraignineiit  of  yuaag  Pbilocles. 

Nk.  The  judgies  are  bow  entexiog ;  please  you, 

Here  to  aspend,  yoo  may  both  hear  and  see. 

KimM.  Well,  FU  go  up; 
And,  me  a  jealous  husband,  hoar  and  see 
That,  thait  will  strike  tne  d^.    Am  I  a  king. 
And  euMOt  pardon  sach  a  small  offsace? 
I  cannot  do*t,aQr  am  I  Cmtar  now ; 
Lust  has  uncrowned  me,  and  lay  casbota'en  oath 
Has  reft  me  of  a  king's  prerogati^B. 
Come,  come,  Nicanor,  lielp  me  to  ascend, 
And  see  (hat  fault  thatl  want  power  to  mead. 

[They  oicend. 
Enter  three  Judges,  Vikro,  Polymetes,  Eu- 

PHUES,  Francisco,  Leucothoe,  Clerimont, 

and  Roscio. 

1  Jf^g^'  ^ring  forth  the  pritoaer;  where  are 

the  witnesses  ? 
Poly,  Here,  my  lords ;  I  am  the  wronged  party, 
and  the  fact,  my  man  bare,  besides  the  officets 
that  took  them,  can  justify. 

2  Judge.  That's  enough. 

Enter  PfitLOCLis,  with  a  Guard. 

1  Judge.  Philocles,  stand  to  the  bar,  and  an- 
swer to  such  crimes 
A#  shall  be  here  objecte4  ag^nst  thy  life. 
llead  tb^  indictment. 


PhiL  Spare  that 
I  do  confess  the  imd.  that  I  am  charged  with. 
And  speak  as  much  as  my  accusers  can. 
As  much  as  all  the  witnesses  can  prove; 
TwasI  that  stole  awaf  the  daughter  and  heir 
Of  lord  Polymetes,  which,  were't  to  do  again, 
Hather  than  k)6e  her,  I  again  would  venture. 
This  was  the  fact:  yovr  sentence,  honowred  ^ 
thers. 

CUr.  *Tis  brave  and  resolute. 

1  JudMe.  A  heavy  sentence,  noble  Pbilodes; 
And  such  a  one,  as  I  could  wish  myself 
Off  from  thb  place,  some  other  migbt  deliver; 
You  must  die  for  it,  death  is  your  senieaoe. 

PhiL  Which  I  embrace  ^idi  wiWngness.  Now, 
my  lord. 
Is  your  hate  glutted  yet^  or  is  my  life    [To  Bolt. 
Tuo  poor  a  sacrifice  to  apoease  the  rancour 
Of  your  inveterate  malice  r  If  it  be,  to  '^ 
Invant  some  scandal,  that  may  after  Mot 
My  reputation.--^Father,  dry  your  tears, 

[IbKvm. 
Weep  not  for  me,  my  death  shaU  leave  no  stain 
Upon  your  blood,  nor  blot  on  yoar  fair  name  i 
The  honoureil  ashes  of  my  ancestors. 
May  still  re^  quiet  in  their  tear^et  urns 
For  any  fact  of  mine ;  I  might  have  lived. 
If  heaven  had  not  prevented  it,  and  found 
Death  for  some  foul,  di«hoooorab!e  act. 
Brother,  farewell ;  no  sooner  have  I  found 

[To  Peanc. 
But  I  must  leave  thy  wished-for  oompanv. 
Farewell,  my  dearest  love ;  live  thou  still  happy; 
And  may  some  one  of  more  desert  than  I, 
Be  blest  in  the  enjoying  what  I  lose. 
I  need  not  wish  him  happiness  that  haa  Cfoee, 
For  thoo  wilt  bring  it ;  may  he  prove  as  good 
As  thou  art  worthy ! 

Leueoth,  Dearest  Philocles, 
There  is  no  rpom  for  nay  man  but  thee 
Within  thb  breast.    Oh  sood  my  lords. 
Be  merciful,  condemn  us  oath  tocetber. 
Our  faults  are  both  alike ;  why  should  the  law 
Be  partial  thus,  and  lay  it  all  on  him  f 

1  Judge  Ladyy  I  would  we  could  as  Uwfolty 
Save  him  as  you,  he  should  nut  die  for  this. 

Enter  Constable,  leading  Edo^vio. 

How  now,  who's  that  you  have  broogbt  diereP 
Con.  A  benefactor,  an't  please  foor  lonyups  ; 

I  reprehended  him  in  my  watc^  IM  oigbt 
Fir.  Irus  is  taken ! 

2  Judge.  What*s  his  o&nce  ? 
Con.  Murder* 
Watch.  No^  Mr  Constable,  'twas  hot 

of  a  man. 
Con.  Go,  thou  art  a  fool. 
Fir.  1  am  undone  for  ever,  all  will  0fL 

3  Judge.  What  proofs  hare  yoo 


If  it  be,  io 


Ucent  spv^  fcoRfta/i  ^,^1  think  we  ili^Dld  reM  ffi— fc  F. 

ioogle 


Digitized  by  ^ 


May.] 


THE  IIETIL 


U7 


Con,  His  owrn  pfrof^ion,  iF  it  please  ycmr  ho- 
nour. 

SJud^e.  And  that's  an  ill  profes^^ion,  to  be  a 
murderer;  thou  meamest  he  has  confestthe  fact? 

Coit,  Yes,  ray  lord,  he  camtot  deny  it. 

1  Judge.  Did  he  not  name  \he  party,  who  it  wfts 
that  be  had  pomned  ? 

Cm.  Mmty,  Mrich  heirerehcc  he  it  spoten,  it 
was  Etigetif oi*  tny  !ord  Polytftetes'  son. 

Poly.  HowSthhj! 

1  Judge.  He  died  }6ng  sinfce  at  Athens. 

Pofy.  I  canarvt  tell  whail  shotild  think  of  it; 
This  is  the  man  that  lately  btoujght  me  ittftvs 
My  son  was  l?Ttng. 

9  Judge.,  Fellow,  stan(J  to  the  bar;  thouliear'st 
%  accusation,  what  cairst  thou  ^ay  ? 

£ir^.  Ah,  oiy  good  lord, 
I  cannot  how  dehy  what  1  hrfwe  said  ; 
TTits  mail  oVri^eard  rae,  as  my  bleedihg  heart 
Was  making  a  confession  of  my  crime. 

Cam.  I  tflftd  him,  ah\  shall  please  your  lord- 
sliips,  the  king's  officers  had  eyes  to  hear  such 
rascals. 

1  Judge,  ^on  ha^e  beeh  eareffal  in  your  olRce, 
constable ; 
You  may  ncKr  leave  your  prisoner. 

Cob.  ni  leave  the  felon  with  your  lord^ip. 

1  Judge.  Farewell,  good  constable;  murder,  I 
see,  will  out.  ,  [Ejcit  Constabie. 

Why  didst  thou  poison  him? 

■Bug;  I  was  poor,  and  want  made  me  be  hired. 

^  Judge.  Ifiretl,  by  whom  ? 

Eug.  By  count  Virro ;  there  he  stands. 

Fir.  I  do  beseech  your  lordships  not  to  credit 
what  this  base  fellow  speaks;  I  am  innocent 

1  Judge.  I  do  believe  }ou  are;  sirrah,  speak 
truth. 
Yon  have  not  long  to  live. 

Eug.  Please  it  your  lordship,  I  may  ndate  the 
manner; 

3  Judge.  Do, 

Eug.  Cugenio  was  alive,  when  first  the  news 
Was  spread  iu  Syracuse  that  he  was  dead ; 
Which  false  report,  count  Virro  crediting, 
•Became  an  earnest  suitor  to  his  sister, 
Thinking  her  heir;  but  finding  afterwards 
Her  brother  lived,  and  coming  home. 
Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  he  sent  me  to  him, 
And,  with  a  promise  of  five  hundred  crowns, 
BriM  rae  topoiiOn  him :  ih'at  thlsis  ti'ue, 
here's  biS  own  hand  to  witness  it  against  him.       i 
Please  it  your  lordships  to.p6ruse.tbewntiog* 

1  Judge.  This  is  his  hand. 

%  Judge.  Sure  as  I  live,  I  have  seen  warrants 
from  him  with  just  these  characters. 

S  Judge.  Besides,  metliiuks  this  fellow's  talc  is 

Pth.  Tistoo  true. 
This  fellow's  suddeo  going  from  my  house 
Put  roe  into  a  fear. 

1  Judge.  Count  Virro,  stand  to  the  bar ; 
What  can  you  say  to  clear  yqu  of  this  murder? 

Vir.  Nothing,  my  lords,  I  must  confess  the  fact. 

VOL.  I. 


I      S  Judge.  Wity,  then,  agauist  you  both  dt»  I  pro- 
nounce 
Sentence  of  death. 

Ambo.  The  law  is  just. 

Po/y.  Wretch  that  I  am,  is  my  dissembled  grief 
Turned  to  true  sorrow  ?  Were  m^  acted  tears 
But  prophecies  of  ray  ensuinj;  woe, 
And  is  lie  ti^ly  tk?ad  ?  Gji  pardon  me, 
/Dear  ghost  of  my  Eugenio,  'twas  ray  fault 
That  called  this  hasty  vengeance  frora  tho  gods. 
And  shortened  thus  tliy  life;  for  whilst  with  tricks 
I.  sooti^ht  to  fastcin  wealili  upon  our  liousc, 
I  brought  a  c^innibal  to  be  the  grave 
Of  me  and  wine  1  ba^^e,  bldody,  murderous  count  I 

Fir.  Vile  cozener!  cheating  lord.!  dissembler! 

1  Jud£;e.  Peace i  sCopxhe  mouth  of  maledictiuu 
there. 
This  is  no  pllaoe  to  rail  iti. 

Etfph.  Yfi  just  powers. 
That  to  the  quality  of  man*s  offence 
Shape  your  correcting;  rods,  and  punish  there 
Where  he  has  siimedl  did  not  niy  bleeding  heart 
Bear  sacb  ateary  akare  in  tkb  da/s  wee, 
1  could,  with  a  free  soul,  applaud  your  justice. 

P^fy.  Lord  EuphueSjOnd  Phttodes,  forgive  me; 
To  make  Amende,  I  ktiQw^s  iaapAssible, 
For  what  my  malice  wrought;  but  I  would  fain 
Do  somewhat  that  might  testify  my  grief 
And  true  rep^tanctt..    . 

Eug.  That  is  what  I  looked  J&v- 

Euph.  You're  kind  too  late,  my  lord ;  had  you 
been  thus 
When  need  required,  y'  had  saved  yourself  and 

me. 
Our  hapless  sons;  but  if  your  grief  be  true, 
I  can  forgive  you  heartily. 

PhiL  And  I. 

Eug.  Now  comes  my  cue.  My  lord  Polymetes, 
Under  correction,  let  me  ask  one  question. 

Polj/.  What  qui^stjon  ?  speak. 

Eug.  If  this  young  lord  should  live,  would  you 
bestow  your  daughter  willingly  upon  him  ?  would 
you,  my  lord  ? 

Poll/.  As  willingly  as  I  would  breathe  myself, 

Eu^.  Then  dry  all  your  eyes. 
There  8  no  man  here  shall  have  a  cause  to  weep. 
Your  life  is  saved,  Leucothoe  isnoheir,  [To  Phil, 
Her  brother  lives;   and  that  clears  you,  count 

Virro, 
Of  your  supposed  murder. 

All.  Ilow  !  lives  ? 

Eug.  Yes,  lives  to  call  thee  brother,  Philocles, 

Litucoth.  Oh,  my  dear  brother ! 

[He  discovers  himself. 

Poll/.  My  son,  welcome  from  death. 

£«/g.  Pardon  me,  good  my  lord,  that  I  thus 
long 
Have  from  your  knowledge  kept  myself  concealed; 
My  end  was  honest.* 

Poly.  I  see  it  was. 
And  now,  son  Philocles,  give  me  thy  hand  j 
Here  take  thy  wife,  she  loves  thee,  I  dare  swear ; 
And  for  the  wrong  that  T  intended  thee, 
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Her  portion  shall  be  double  what  I  meant  it 
FhiL  I  thank  your  lordBbip. 
Pofy,  Brother  Eupbuesy 
I  hope  all  enmity  is  now  iofgot 
Betwixt  our  houses. 
Euph,  Let  it  be  ever  so,  I  do  embiaoe  your 

love. 
Vir.  Wellf  my  life  is  saved  yet,  though  my 
wench  be  lost. 
Qodgiveyou  joy! 
FhiL  Ijiauks,  good  my  lord. 
\  Judge.  How  suddenly  this  tragic  scene  is 
dianged. 
And  turned  to  comedy ! 
^  Judge,  Ti5  very  strange. 
Foly,  Let  us  conclude  within. 
King,  Stay,  and  take  my  joy  with  yoo. 

[TkttmgMpeukiJrimdkioe. 
£uph.  His  miyesty  is  coming  down,  let  oi  at- 
tend. 

Enter  King, 

King,  These  jars  are  well  dosed  up  t  now,  Phi^ 
loclesy 
What  my  rash  oath  denied  me»  this  blest  hour. 
And  happy  accident,  has  brought  to  pass^ 
The  saving  of  thy  life. 

FhiL  A  life,  my  liege, 
That  shall  be  ever  reiuly  to  be  ^>eiit 
Upon  your  servioo. 


King.  Thanks,  gotfd  Philodes. 
But  Where's  the  man,  whose  happy  presenoa 

brought 
All  this  unlooked  for  sport  ?  where  is  Eogenio  ? 

JSti^.  Here,  my  dread  liege. 

King,  Welcome  to  Syracuse. 
Wekx>me  Eugenio ;  pr*y thee  ask  seme  boon. 
That  may  requite  the  good  that  thou  hast  done. 

Eug,  I  thank  your  majesty ;  what  I  have  done 
Needs  no  requital :  but  I  have  a  suit 
Unto  lord  Eupbues;  please  it  your  majesty 
To  he  to  him  an  intercessor  for  me, 
I  make  no  Question  but  I  shall  obtain. 

King.  W  hat  b  it  ?  speak ;  it  shall  be  granted 
thee. 

Eug,  That  it  would  please  him  to  bestow  oa 
me 
His  niece,  the  fair  and  virtuous  lady,  Leda. 

Euph.  With  all  my  heart;  I  know  'twiU  pleasa 
her  well : 
I  have  of^n  heard  her  praise  Eugenia. 
It  shall  be  done  within. 

King.  Then  here  all  strife  ends. 
Ill  be  your  guest  myself  toKia^v,and  help 
To  solemnize  this  double  marriage. 

Pofy.  Your  ro^al  presence  shall  much  honour 
us. 

King,  Then  lead  away ;  the  happy  knot  you  tie, 
Concludes  in  lo?e  two  houses' enmity. 


THE  EPILOGUE. 


Our  Heir  is  fallen  ftxwi  her  inheritance ; 
^ut  has  qbtaine4  h^f  loye:  you  may  adyance 


Her  higher  yet;  and  fVom  your  pleased  hands  give 


A  dowry,  that  wUl  make  her 


EpmoN, 

The  Heire,  a  Comedie,  as  it  was  acted  by  the  Company  of  tlie  Revels,  1080.  Written  by  T.  BL 
The  second  impression.  London,  printed  by  Augustine  Mathewes  for  Thomas  Jooes ;  and  are  to  be 
Iq14  at  his  shop  in  S.  D^08tl^ls  Church-yan^  in  f1eet>it|eet.    1633,    4tQ. 
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BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 

JAMES  SHIRLEY. 


Jakzs  Shiklet  wcs  descended  from  the  family  of  the  Shirkpi,'^  Sussex,  or  Warwickshire.  He 
iMf  bom  in  ike  year  1594^  in  the  parish  qf  St  liary  Woo^hurcn,  where  Stocks-market  formerly 
•foirf.  Hk  mmmatical  learning  hi  acquired  in  Merchant'Tavlors  School,  and  from  thence  was  re- 
moved  to  St  John's  College,  Osfcrd;  but  in  what  condition  he  Jived  there,  wheth&r  as  servitor,  batler, 
or  commoner,  Wood*  says,  he  wa»  not  able  to  discover.  At  that  time,  Dr  Laud,  afterwards  archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  presided  in  that  seminary;  and,  having  observed  early  marks  of  genius  4n  young  Shir^ 
ley,  conceived  a  great  regard  for  him,  but  is  said  to  have  prevented  him  from  entering  into  holy  or- 
ders, on  account  of  a  lar^e  mole,  which  disfigured  his  left  cheek,  and  which  he  deemed  a  sufficient  rea- 
sen  for  r^uunf  to  permit  him  to  be  ordamaL  He  t^'erwards  left  Oxford,  and  removed  to  Catharine 
Hall,f  Cmmbndge,  where  Wood  suf poses  he  took  his  degrees  in  arts,  and  entering  into  holy  orders, 
began  kis  wunistry  in  or  near  St  Albans.  It  wtas  not  kmg  before  he  began  to  entertain  scruples  about 
kss  religion,  sohich  ended  in  his  embracing  the  tenets  of  the  Koman  Catholic  church.  On  this  change 
he  quitted  hi$  living,  and  taught  a  grammar  school  at  St  Albans  ;  but  this  also  growing  irksome  tO( 
him,  he  come  to  resuk  in  the  metropolis,  lived  in  Gray's  Inn,  and  commenced  writer  for  the  stage.  In 
tlus  profession  he  met  with  considerable  success,  and  obtained  sufficient  advantages  to  enable  him  to 
live  with  credit  and  decency,  until  the  breaking  out  ff  the  civil  wars,  which  occasioning  the  theatres 
to  be  shut  up,  he  was  compelled  to  leave  London,  and  accepted  an  invitation  from  Willitun,  then  earl, 
efterwfards  thske  qf  Newcastle,  to  take  his  fortune  with  hm  in  the  wars,l  On  the  decline  of  the  king's 
fortune,  he  retired  obscurefy  to  London,  where,  in  1647,  he  published  the  folio  edition  of  Beaumont 
end  Fletcher's  works,  and  was  some  time  maintained  at  the  expence  of  Thomas  Stanley,  Esq,\\  He 
eftenoards  returned  to  his  former  profession  of  teaching  school,  chiefly  in  White-Friars,  and  gained  a 
decent  subsistence  from  it  until  the  kin^s  return  ;  but  whether  on  that  event  he  had  any  office  or 
employment  conferred  on  him  to  recompense  his  sufferings.  Wood  says  he  could  not  discover.  At 
leigii,  after  a  life  of  full  sevent^two  years,  in  which  he  had  experienced  variousfortunes,  he,  with 
kis  ssLond  wtfe.  Frames,  were  drivenfrom  their  house  near  Fleet-street,  by  the  great  fire  which  hap^ 
pened  in  1666,  into  the  parish  of  St  Giles  in  the  Fields,  where,  being  overcome  by  the  fright  and  the 
lou  they  had  sustained,  added  to  the  it{firmities  of  old  age,  they  both  died  in  one  day,  and  were  bu- 
ried in  one  grave  in  St  GUeis  church-yard,  on  the  29th  of  October,  1666.  Wood  says,  that  Shirley 
emsted  his  patron,  the  dtfke  of  Newcastle,  in  composing  rf  certain  plays,  which  the  duke  afterwards 
published;  he  also  was  consulted  by  Fletcher,  after  the  death  of  his  coa^utor  Beaumont,  and  was  be- 
tida  a  drudge  for  John  Ogilvy,  in  writing  annotations  for  that  author's  translations  <f  Homer  and 
Virgil,  Dry den,^  with  great  injustice^  has  classed  him  with  Flecknoe,  a  writer  too  contemptible  to  de^ 


•  Athen.  Oxon.  2  toI.  p.  316, 

f  JBancrofk't  £pi|nuiis,4to.  1639,  B.  i.  Epi;.  13« 

fAth.  OxoiLp.777. 

^  See  Mac*F]eckooc. 
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terve  the  sUghiest  mention.  According  to  thefoihion  of  the  timei,  in  which  every  poet  of  reputation 
took  another  at  his  poetical  iony  and  as  such  patroniud  and  supported  his  reputation ;  Shirley  was 
adopted  by  Chapman^  in  the  same  manner  as  Brome  was  by  Dekker^  Field  by  Mastinger,  Randolphjintf 
and  afterwards  Cartwrighty  by  Ben  Jonson, 

Shirley  wrote  several  books  for  the  instruction  of  youth  in  grammatical  learnings  many  poems,  and 
the  following  dramatic  pieces  ; 

1.  The  Weddingy  a  Comedy y  acted  at  the  Fhctnixy  in  DruryLane.  4ta,  16«9.  Ato,  1683*  4/o,  1660. 

2.  The  Grateful  Servant,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.  Alo,  1683.  4to, 
1637. 

3.  The  School  of  Complimentiy  a  comedy,  ogled  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,  4to,  1631. 
4to,  1637,  and  in  4to,  1667,  under  the  title  of.  Love  Tricks,  or  the  School  qf  ComplimentSj  as  acted  at 
the  duke  of  York's  theatre.  Little  Lincoln  »•  Inn- Fields. 

4.  ChangeSy  or  Love  in  a  Maze,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Salisbury  Court.   4to,  1632. 

5.  A  Contention  for  Honour  and  Riches,  a  Masque,    410,163$. 

6.  The  Witty  Fair  One,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury'Lane.    4to.  1688. 

7.  The  Triumph  of  Peace,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  Four  Inns  of  Court,  at  the  Banqueting- 
House,  Whitehall,  ifeb.  3, 1633.    4to,  1633.    See  Warton*s  History  of  Poetry,  VoL  IL  p.  400. 

8.  The  Bird  in  a  Cage,  a  comedy y  acted  at  the  Phanixy  Drury'Lane.    4to,  1633.  ' 

9.  The  Traitor,  a  tragedy,  acted  by  his  majesty  s  servants,    4to.  1635. 

Thts  play  was  revived  and  reprinted  in  4to,  1692  :  and  P.  Motteaus,  in  his  Gentleman*s  Journal, 
says,  **  Shirley  only  ushered  it  on  the  stage,  but  that  it  was  written  by  one  Mr  Rivers,  a  Jesuit,  vh 
wrote  it,  and  died  in  Neagate.**  See  also  Gildon  on  it.  Oldjs  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine.  It  was  also 
revived  iw  17 18,  at  Lincoln  s-Inn-FieldSy  and  printed  inSvo  the  same  year.  To  tlust  edition,  as  well  as 
the  former  in  1692,  the  name  of  Rivers  is  put  as  the  author. 

10.  The  lAidy  of  Pleasure,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury'Lane,    4to,  1637. 

11.  The  Youns  Admiral,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4ta,  16t7. 

12.  Hide  Parke,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1637. 

13.  I'he  Gamester,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Privare  HousCy  Drury-Lane.    4io.  1687. 

14.  The  Examphy  a  comedyy  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1^87. 

15.  'The  Royal  Master,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  New  Theatre  in  Dublin,  and  before  the  Lord 
Deputy  (f  Ireland  in  the  Castle.    Ato,  1688. 

By  the  Dedication  to  the  Earl  ofKildare,  it  appears  that  the  author  was  that  year  in  Ireland, 

16.  The  Duke*s  Mistress,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  Houne,  Drury-Lmse,    4t9, 1638. 

17.  The  Maid*s  Revence,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1689. 

18.  Chubot,  Admiral  of  France,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  Hou$e,^Drury-Lane,    Ata,  1639. 
Chapman  joined  m  uriting  this  play. 

19.  The  Bally  a  comedy y  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4^0, 1689. 
Chapman  also  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

20.  Arcadia,  a  pastoraly  acted  at  the  PhotniXy  Drury-I^ne,    4to,  1640. 

21.  The  Opvortunityy  a  comedy y  acted  at  the  Private  HousCy  Drury-Lane,    4tOy  1640. 

22.  Loves  Crueltify  a  tragedyy  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640, 
.23.  $t  Patrick  for  Ireland,  the  first  part.    4to,  1640. 

24.  The  Constant  Maid,  a  comedy.    4to,  1640. 

This  u(u  afterwards  published  under  the  title  of  Love  will  find  out  the  Way.  By  T,  B,  4io, 
1662. 

25.  The  Coronation,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  164a 

This  play  was  printed  uith  the  name  of  John  Fletcher,  as  the  author,  and  as  suck  it  is  included  m 
the  works  of  him  and  Beaumont ;  Shirley,  however,  claims  it,  in  the  catalogue  printed  at  the  end  of 
The  Cardinal,  and  says  it  was  falsely  ascribed  to  Fletcher, 

26.  The  Humorous  Courtier-y  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 

27.  The  Triumph  if  Beauty,  a  masque.     8w.  1646. 

28.  Tlte  Brothers,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    Svo,  1654, 

29.  The  Sisiersy  a  comedyy  acted  at  the  Private  EousCy  Blackfriars.    Svo,  1652. 

SO.  The  Doubtful  Heir,  a  tragi-comedy y acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars.    Bvo,  1652. 
iji.  The  Imposture,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blaekfiiars,    Qvo,  1652. 

32.  The  Cardinal,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    Qvo,  1652. 

33.  'The  Court  Secret,  a  tragi-comedy,  never  acted,  but  prepared  fir  the  scene  at  Blackfriars,  Bvop 
1653. 

These  last  six  were  printed  in  one  volume. 

34.  Cupid  and  Death,  a  masque,  presented  before  the  ambassador  of  Portugal,  on  the  i6th  cfMarck, 
1G53.     4to,  1653.     4to,  1659. 

35.  The  Politician,  a  tragedy,  presented  at  Salisbury-Court,    4to,  1655. 
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36.  7%e  OentUmim  cf  Venice,  «  tragi^amedy,  presented  at  «  prhate  home  in  SaUAury-CimrU 
Mo,  1655. 

S7.  The  Contention  ofAjax  and  Ulvitesfor  Achilleii  Armour,  a  WHUgtse.    8vo,  1659. 

38.  Uonoria  and  Mammon,  a  comedy,    Qvo,  1659. 

39.  Andromana,  or  the  Merchants  Wife,  a  tragedy.    4<o,  1660. 

Langbaine  mentions  only  thirt^teven  dramatic  pieces  by  Shirty,  but  says  there  mere  others  in  MS, 
One  of  them  was  intitUd,  BMamo,  or  Lov^s  Victory,*  a  comedy*  Shirley  tmpears  to  have  left  some 
ikddrem  :  ometf  them,  in  Wood*s  time,  was  the  butkr  of  Fumival*s  inn  in  Holbom, 


TO 

Mastee  WILLIAM  PRINNE,t 

uttebpBarrister  of  uncolnVinn. 


The  fame  of  joar  candoar  and  innooetit  love  to  learning,  especially  to  that  musical  part  of  1 
knowledge,  poetry,  and,  in  particular,  to  that  which  concerns  the  stage  and  scene,  (yourself,  as  i  hear, 
having  lately  written  a  tra^y,)  doth  justly  challenge  from  me  this  dedication.  I  had  an  early  de- 
sire to  ooogratulate  your  happy  retirement;  but  no  poem  could  tempt  me  with  so  fair  a  circumstance 
as  this  in  die  title,  wherein  I  take  some  delight  to  think  (not  without  imitation  of  yourself,  who  have 
ingeniously  fanded  such  elegant  and  apposite  names  for  your  own.  compositions,  as  **  Health's  Sick« 
ness^"  "  The  Unlovetiness  of  Love-Locks,''  &c.)  how  aptly  I  may  present  you  at  his  time  with  •*  The 
Bird  io  a  Cage  f  a  comedy  ^hich  wantetb,  I  must  confess,  much  of  that  ornament  which  the  stage 
and  action  lent  it,  for,  it  comprehending  also  another  play  or  interlude,  personated  by  ladies,  I  must 
refer  to  yinir  ima|iitatioo,  the  music,  the  songs,  the  dancing,  and  other  varieties,  whidi  I  know  would 
have  pleased  yov  wfiniiely  in  the  presentment.  I  was  the  rather  inclined  to  make  this  oblation,  that 
posterity  might  read  you  a  patron  to  the  Muses,  and  one  that  durst,  in. such  a  critical  age.  bind  up 
the  wounds  which  ignorance  bad  printed  upon  wit  and  the  professors.  Proceed,  inimitable  Meoeaas^ 
and  having  soch  convenient  leisare,  and  an  indefatixable  Pegasus  I  mean  your  prose,  (which  scometh 
the  road  of  comoMMi  sense,  and  deipiseth  any  stile  in  his  way,)  travel  still  in  the  pursuit  of  new  dif- 
coveries ;  which  you  may  publish,  if  yov  please,  in  your  next  book  of  Digressions.  If  you  do  aoC 
happen  preseody  to  convert  the  oigiuis,  yon  may  in  time  confute  the  steeple,  and  bring  every  parish 
to  one  belL 

This  is  all  I  have  to  say  at  this  time ;  and  my  own  occasions  not  permitting  my  personal  attend- 
ance, I  have  entreated  a  gentleman  to  deliver  this  testimony  of  my  ser\'ice.  Many  faults  have 
escaped  the  press,  which  your  judgment  will  no  sooner  find  than  your  mercy  correct ;  by  which  yoa 
shall  teach  others  a  charity  to  your  own  volumes,  though  they  be  all  errata.  If  you  continue  where 
vou  are,  you  will  every  day  enlarge  your  fame ;  and,  beside  the  engagement  of  other  poets  to  oele- 
Lrate  your  Roman  Lousuncy,  in  particular  obli^  the  tongue  and  pen  of  your  devout  honourer, 

JAMES  SHIELEY. 


•  Mr  Malon'e's  af  tempt  to  ascertain  the  order  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  p.SSl. 

+  This  is  he  who  wrote  Uistrio-mattrix,  the  Players  Hronrge,  or  Jctor$  Tragedy,  pnnted  ia  1633.  It  is 
a  large  railing  rhapsody,  consisting  chiefly  of  stupid  quotations  from  tlie  Fathers}  froai  whence  he  endea- 
vours to  prove,  that  all  who  write,  act,  or  frequent  plays,  are  certainly  danmed.  He  particularly  reflect* 
ed  upon  the  king  and  queen  for  the  countenance  and  encourageinenc  they  gave  to  plays,  for  which  be  was 
prosecuted  in  the  Star- Cham  her,  and  sentenced  to  stand  twice  In  the  pillory,  lose  aa  ear  each  tiaie,  pay 
fiOOOI.,  suffer  perpetual  imprisonment,  and  have  his  hook  burnt  by  the  common  hangnmB. 

Mr  Dodslry.  , 

This  very  extraordinary  man,  whose  severe  pooishment,  and  R9man  conHancy  ia  snbanttlog  to  it,  -had 


Digitized  by 


Google 


C    222    ] 


THE 


BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiB. 


DvKZ  of  Mantua. 
Perenotto,    Captain    of  Ms 

Guard, 
Philenzo,  Uroer   of  Eugenia^ 

under  the  ditguise  and  name 

ofRoUiardo. 

olVill\    ]  Noblemen. 

MORELLO,    *> 

DoHDOLo,    >  Courtiers, 
Grutti,     j 


Ambassador  of  Florence. 
BoNAMico,  a  Mountebank^  or  d&* 

cayed  Artist. 
Servant,  Ouard,  Attendants. 

EuoEViAy  tke  DukeU  Daughter. 
Don  ELLA,        '\ 
KATHARtKAy     /  Lodies,  mttetk* 
Maroon  A,        >    dant  on  the 
FiDELLA,  i    Princess. 

Cassiavai        J 


ACTL 


SCENE   I. 

Enter  Fulyio,  Orpiano. 

Orp,  He  does  not  meaii  this  building  for  a  col- 
lege, I  hope  ? 

Fuh,  Tliat  were  an  ill  foundation ;  there  are 
more  scholars  than  can  live  one  by  another  al- 
ready :  'tis  pity  we  should  have  more  plenty  of 
learned  beggars. 


Orp.  Tis  past  all  my  oonjecture  why  be  builc 
it. 

Fuh,  Signior  Perenotto,  captain  o'  the  guard. 
Is  of  counMl  only  with  the  duke  in*t. 

Enter  MoRELLo. 

MoreL  Signior  Orpiano,  and  Fulvio. 
Fuh,  My  spark !  whitber  in  such  baste?  Let 
us  change  air  a  little. 
Morel.  Yon  are  travelling  to  your  mtstress* 


no  small  effect  upon  the  minds  of  the  people,  and  contributed  more  than  is  generally  imagined  to  the  dis- 
asters of  the  tiroes,  was  bom  at  Swanswick,  near  Bath,  in  Somersetshire,  la  the  year  1600.  lie  was  e<l«- 
cated  in  the  last-mentioned  city ;  entered  of  Oriel  College  in  1016,  and  took  the  degree  of  B.A.  Jamary 
SO,  1680.  From  thence  be  was  removed  to  Lincoln's  Inn,  where  he  studied  the  common  law,  and  l>ecBiDe 
successively  barrister,  bencher,  and  reader,  in  that  society.  After  the  execution  of  his  sentence,  oo  ac- 
count of  Histrio-mattrix  he  printed  other  pieces  which  gave  equal  offence,  which  occasioned  his  being 
again  prosecuted.  In  cons^uence  of  which,  he  was  fined,  branded,  and  imprisoned,  and  in  each  with 
equal  or  more  severity  than  before.  The  place  of  his  confinement  was  Mount  Oiguiel,  in  the  island  of 
Jersey,  where  be  continued  three  years;  at  the  end  of  that  time,  being  chosen  member  for  Newport,  ia 
Cornwall,  be  was  released,  and  entered  London  in  triumph ;  and  he  soon  had  an  opportunity  to  revenge 
the  severe  treatment  he  had  experienced  from  his  inveterate  foe,  archbishop  Laud.  He  sat  in  the  Loqgr 
Parliament,  and  was  one  of  the  secluded  members  who  were  imprisoned  on  account  of  their  zeal  for  n 
peace  with  the  king.  From  this  time  he  was  an  avowed  enemy  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  was  by  him  im- 
prisoned In  Dunster  Castle,  in  Somersetshire.  At  the  Restoration  he  became  instrumental  in  recalliaj^  tbo 
kingt  and  was  rewarded  with  being  appointed  keeper  of  the  records  in  the  Tower,  and  a  salary  of  5001. 
per  annum.  Ue  was  Soon  after  named  one  of  the  commissioners  for  appeals  and  regulating  the  excise, 
itas  elected  member  for  Bath,  and  embroiled  himself  with  the  House  of  Commons,  on  which  account  be 
was  obliged  to  make  a  submissioo.  Ue  died  at  his  chambers  in  Uacohi's-Ian,  October  24^  1660^  aad  wtf 
buried  under  the  ehapel  there. 
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MS 


Orp,  MAdam  Dooella  if  newl  j  returned  to 


iVi/o.  With  the  princess? 

Orp,  She  was  but  late  retired  into  the  coon- 
tiy: 
What's  the  matter? 

Morel  Your  lordships,  I  hope,  have  heard  the 
dake  sent  post  for  theaiy  as  thejr  say.  There  is 
fomechiLg  in  it. 

Fuh.  What? 

Morel  Does  not  Tour  lordship  know  ? 

FiUv.  ^oil. 

Mortl  Your  lordship's  wisdom  and  mine  is 
Buch  about  a  scantling  then ;  jet,  for  aught  I 
bear,  there  be  others  of  the  court  as  ignorant  as 

we. -Vour  honour's  pardon,  I  beseech  you;  I 

must  in  all  haste  to  the  priucess's  lodging. 
,  Orp,  Farewell,  sigoior. 
Tour  amorous  lock  '  has  a  hair  out  of  order. 

Mord,  Um !  what  an  oversight  was  this  pf  vuj 
barber! 
I  must  return  now  and  have  it  corrected,  dear 
signior.  [Exit, 

Fulv.  Here's  a  courtier,  that  will  not  miss  a 
bair  of  his  compliment  when  he  is  to  appear  be- 
fore his  mistress.  Everj  morning  does  this  fel- 
low put  himself  upon  the  rack,  with  putting  on's 
apparel ;  and  manfuUjr  endures  his  tailor  when 
be  screws  and  wrests  his  body  into  the  fashion  of 
bis  doublet.— But  that  the  court  cannot  subsist 
without  a  fool,  I  should  marvel  what  thb  fellow 
does  to  follow  it. 

Orp,  There  are  more  have  much  about  his  par- 
ed of  brains:  the  benefit  of  youth  and  good 
cloches  procured  their  places,  and  ignorance  and 
impudence  have  since  maintained  them. 

fuh.  Two  great  helps,  as  the  world  goes. 

Enter  Gemtleman-Vthen,  Donoolo^  and 
GauTTf. 

^  Gea/ibviciii-l/sA.  Clear  the  presence,  the  duke 
'  IS  entering. 

Enier  Dvke,  Euosn u,  Pbrbitotto.  Attend- 
ants, 

Emg.  I  erer  was  obedient 

puke,  TTs  for  thy  honour,  which  I  know 

Is  to  thyself  a  preaous  sound. That  building, 

1  late  erected,  thep  sliall  be  thy  palace. 

Eug.  Or  my  prison,  sir,  if  I  do  rightly  onder- 


Duke.  That  name 
Is  tO(»  unworthy  of  it,  my  Eugenia. 
I^orwill  it  seem  restraint  to  my  loyed  daughter. 


Since  free  to  all  delights,  thy  mind  shall  be 
lu  own  commander ;  ever^r  day  shall  strive 
To  bring  thee  in  fresh  rarities :  time  shall  be 
Delighted  with  thy  pleasures,  and  stay  with  thee. 

Ettg.  Indeed  I  shall  think  time  has  lost  bis 
wings, 
When  I  am  thus  caged  up. 

Duke,  Thou  shalt  give 
To  him  feathers  when  thou  pleasest    Mantua 
Shall  pour  her  raptures  on  thee.— Why  have  I 
A  crown,  but  to  command  what  thou  can'st  wish 

for, 
My  dear,  Eugenia  ? 

Eug,  A  deer,  it  seems ; 
For,  as  you  bad  suspicion  of  my  %rildness, 
You*U  measure  out  my  walk. 

Duke,  I  am  thy  father. 
Who,  hy  example  of  the  wisest  kings, 
But  build  a  place  to  lay  my  treasure  in, 
Safe  from  tbe  robber,  where  I'll  place  a  guard-* 

Eug,  Do  you  suspect  I  shall  break  prison  ? 

DttA:^.  To  keep  on  violence,  and  soliciting, 
Which  may  disturb  thy  pleasures,  until  we 
Shall  find  out  one  to  match  thy  birth  and  virtues ; 
My  dukedom  is  too  poor  that  way.    Maintain 
Thy  father's  soul :  thou  hast  no  blood  to  mix 
With  any  beneath  prince.    Forget,  as  I  shall* 
Thy  love  was  ever  falling  from  thy  greatness, 
Into  the  arms  of  one  carries  but  stile  of  hon'iur. 

Eug.  Sir,  I  am  your  daughter. 

Duke,  Thou'st  deserved  my  blessing :  and  thy 
obedience 
In  this  new  crowns  thy  father.    I  see  I  need  not 
Urge  what  I  am  to  move  thee,  and  lay  force : 
Thy  understanding  does  appear  convinced, 
And  loving  duty  teaches  thee  to  more 
Than  the  command. — Perenotto— 

Eug.  What  narrow  ground  I  tread !  I  know 
he  is 
Too  pasnonate  to  be  denied  his  will. 
And  yet  to  yield  will  make  me  miserable; 
'Tis  my  misfortune  to  be  bom  so  great. 
Each  oommon  man  and  woman  can  e^joy 
The  air,  when  tlie  condition  of  a  princess 
Makes  me  a  prisoner :  but  I  must  ob^. 
In  hope  it  will  not  last. — I  have  a  soul 
Is  full  of  grateful  duty,  nor  will  sufier  me 
Farther  dispute  your  precept :  you  have  power 
To  steer  me  as  you  please. 

Duke,  All  the  Graces 
Speak  in  my  girl — each  syllable  doth  carry 
A  volume  of  thy  goodness :  all  my  cares. 
So  well  rewarded,  do  convert  to  sweetness ; 
I  thank  thy  filial  piety.    Know,  my  giri, 


-.n  ^!!f  "«^««»  loek.^  €,  One  of  the  hve-hcki  anciently  worn.    Prynne,  to  whom  this  play  is  satiri- 
|»ny  dedicated,  wrote  a  book  against  tbem.    See  Dr  Warbortons  note  on  Muck  udo  akoui  Nothings  A.  b. 

u  VlSK^Sf^  *tJ*r  *>«fn  derived  from  France.    InOr^enU  Quip  form  VpetartCourtUr,  1M«, 
"  ■*«r:;^*  ^"'  y«"  b«  Frenekefted  with  a  looe-hcke  down  your  shoulden  ?  wherein  you  May  weare 
^£^^^I^:^iT''t"i  '^S^^^oued  or  alladed  to.     ^BonJomon^i  Epicene,  A,  4.  S.  •! 
i<8otani/i-Msp«niatff^yA.9»l».t{|  andinotbfrpleces.  .  . 
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(^iklRLKY. 


That  ptace  wherein  I  lock  so  rich  ft  jewe!^ 
I  do  pronounce  ag(».m,  shall  be  thy  paradise 
Thy  paradise,  my  Eugenia,  saving  tnat 
Xn  this,  man  only  finds  no  being ;  other 
]>elights  shall  stream  themselves  into  th^  bosom. 
And  those  that  pass  shall  flow  again,  to  mvite 
Thy  sense  to  tasting. — Perenotto—  i 

Peren,  Your  Grace's  pleasure  ? 

l>uke.  Admit  those  ladies  that  attend. 

Tuh,  The  duke  shews  much  indulgence. 

Orp,  Observe  the  issue. 

Ihike,  We  will  not  limit  thy  companionft; 
£lect  what  Mantuan  beauties  thou  canst  best 
Delight  in,  they  shall  scire  thee ;  or  if  ^ome 
Of  your  own  train^  whom  we  have  thought  most 

proper 
To  be  your  persooal  guftrd,  affect  you,  they 

£nt€r  DoiiELLAy  KATHARrKA,  Mardona,  and 

FiDEtLA. 

Attend  our  ple^isores :  see,  they  are  ignorant 
Yet  of  our  purpose.    If  to  any,  thy 
Afiectioi)  be  not  free,  thy  breath  discharge  them. 
And  ^point  thy  own  attendants. 

Eug.  I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  appoiDtroent. 
Ladiesy'  I  ktio^  yoti  lore  me.- 
'  [She  soet  to  the  Ladia. 

Don.  Doth  your  Grace  hold  sospidon  any  of 

Serve  you  not  with  oar  heart  ? 

iSug,  I  do  not  dotftit ; 
Or  if  I  dicL  you  now  approach  a  trial ; 
For  my  ssne,  can  you  oe  content  to  be 
AU  prisoners. 

Ladict,  Prisofiers  ! 

JEiig.  Yes^  shut  up  close  prisoners,  and  be 
barred 
The  conversation,  nay  the  sight  of  men. 

Kath,  Marry,  heaven  defend !  wherein  have 
we  offended, 
That  we  must  lose  the  sweet  society 
Of  men  ? 

Mar.  How  have  we  forfeited  our  freedom? 

Duke.  No  one  argue 'tis  our  pleasure. 

Don.  fLas,  madam,  1  am  new  contracted  to  a 
handsome  ^gnior. 

Kath,  I  have  but  newly  entertained  a  servant, 
that  gave  me  these  gloves :  they  smell  of  him  still, 
a  sweet  courtier ! 

Don.  Not  one  man  among  so  manv  ladies ! 
Not  a  gentleman-usher  \  nor  a  page  f 
How  shall  we  do,  madam  ! 

Afar.  I  beseech  your  Grace  let  me  be  ex- 
empted. 
If  I  have  committed  an  offence  deserves  your 

anger, 
liCt  one  of  your  lords  cut  off  my  head  rather — 
signior  Dondolo  ? 

Fid,  8hall  we  express 
8o  cold  a  duty  to  her  highness  ?  fie,  ladies. 

Eug.  You  shall  but  suffer  with  me.  I  partake 
As  much  severity  as  any  of  you  shall. 

Vuke.  I  will  expect  your  duties,  lords,  in  w- 
Icnce. 


Orpiano,  you  shall  to  Florence  with 
Our  daughter's  picture:  your  conunissioo's  seal- 
ed.— 
Now,  fair  laiiies 

I  hope  youVe  fixed  t9  wait  upon  Eu<;enk, 
If  your  restraint  be  a  burthen,  it  shall  be 
In  her  power  to  enlarge  you,  and  elect 
New  fVrends  into  your  places. 

Ladies.  Tis  our  duties 
To  obey  your  grace  and  her. 

Duke.  Perenot,  are  all  things  prepared  f 

Peren.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Duke,  For  once  then  let  us  usher  yon. 

Kath.  Whither  do  we  go? 

Peren.  V\\  tell  you. 

Don.  WhitWer? 

Peren,  To  take  physic,  madam. 
The  duke  has  prepared  to  stay  all  looseness  in 

your  bodies : 
You  most  be  all  fast:  stone-wall^  and  mortar  will 
bind. 

Fid.  Come,  follow  with  a  courage. 

Dok.  I  hope  we  shall  be  allowed  our  little  dogs 
and  monkeys. 

Dond,  Sweet  madam.     [Exeunt  omna  prater 

FuLvio,  Orpiano,  Dondolo,  and  Grutti. 

Crvt.  Madam  Katharina  ! they  are  gone, 

signior. 

Dond.  Would  I  had  known  this  afore. 

Fulv.  The  duke  will  be  censuHed  for  this  act 

Orp.  Tis  very  strange !  good  lady, 
1  read  a  forced  obedience  in  her  eye. 
Which  hardly  held  up  rain. 

Enter  Morello. 

Morel  Save  you,  dear  signior.  Which  way  went 
the  ladies  ? 

Orut.  News,  signior,  news. 

MoreL  I  beseech  you  I  may  partake. 

Fulv.  Ilave  you  forgot  there  was  sospickm 
She  affected  signior  Philenzo,  the  cardinars  ne- 

I)hew. 
as,  poor  gentleman,  he  suffers  for*L 

Fulv.  By  this  restraint  he  would  make  her  sore : 
his  jealousy  is  not  yet  over. — Signior  Morello,  if 
your  lock  rectified  ?  You  have  missed  your  Udy 
but  a  hair's  breadth. 

MoreL  Nay  but,  my  lurds  and  gentlemei^  wbert 
are  the  ladies  gone,  indeed  ? 

Grut,  We  ha'  told  you. 

Mor,  What,  committed  to  New-prison  ? 

Fulv.  Very  true,  signior. 

Dond.  Our  dandng  days  are  done :  shot  np 
close,  not 
A  man  must  enter. 

Morel.  Would  I  were  a  mouse  then.— Why  bdt 
is  the  duke  mad  ^ 

Orp.  Take  heed  what  you  say,  agnior :  tboop 
we  be  no  tnformers,  yet  wails  ^Mve  ears. 

Alore^.  Ears!  would  I  had  left  imnebobiadiBe: 
here's  news  indeed !        ^ 
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Ftt/p.  An'  /ad  come  a  tiule  sooner,  you  might 
Im*  takeo  your  leave ;  but  U  was  your  barber's 
fault. 

MorcL  Would  be  bad  left  me  Tthe  suds  ao  hour 
afro! 
What  shall  ue  do,  gentlemen  ?  Tis  a  hard  case, 
when  a  man  that  has  aa  inteoiioa  to  marry  aud 
lire  honest — 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

IIov  DOW,  what  art  thou  ? 

RoL  Any  thing,  uothing ;  yet  a  man,  yet  no 
man; 
For  I  want  — ^— — 

MortL  What }  th'  art  no  capon,  I  hope. 

HoL  Money,  sir ;  will  you  spare  any  from  your 
precious  siab? 

Grut,  1W  art  rery  free. 

RoL  Yet,  sir,  I  am  in  debt. 

Dond,  What  do'st  owe  ?     • 

Hoi,  Nobody  barm. 

tulv.  Whence  cam'stf 

KoL  I  dropt  from  the  moon. 

Orp.  So  metbiitks;  thou  talk'st  Tery  madly  : 
Tb'ast  muoti  humour  in  thee. 

RoL  Ha*  ye  any  thing  to  do,  that  ye  account 
impossible,  ifreatlemen  ? 

Fuiv.  Why,  wilt  thou  do't? 

RoL  An*  you'll  pay  fur't.  Let  mo  have  money 
cooogh,  and  I'll  do  any  tilings 

Orp.  Uold,  hold ! 

RoL  Yes,  I  will  hold. 

lloreL  I'll  lay  with  thee ;  what  wilt  hold  ? 

RoL  Why  paradoxes.- 

Grut.  Ik  Dond,  Paradoses ! 

MoreL,  I  hold  you  a  paradox. 

Fulv.  Let's  hear  some. 

RoL  There  are  no  beasts  but  cuckolds  and 
flatterers  ;  no  cold  weather  but  i'the  dog-days ; 
no  physic  to  a  whore ;  no  fool  to  an  aldeminn ; 
no  schojar  to  a  justice  of  peace ;  nor  no  soldier  to 
a  belt  and  buflf  jerkin. 

Orp,  A  smart  fellow. 

Enter  Duke. 

Mm^L  The  Duke. 

J}ttke.  So,  tiiy  fears  are  over ;  in  her  restraint 
1  bury  all  my  jealousies. — IIow  now,  wliat  fellow's 
this? 

Fuh.  Such  an  humourist  as  T  never  iKifore  con* 
yerscd  witlial^  it  seems  he  makes  himself  free  of 
a^l  places. 

Duke.  What  would  he  haire  ? 

RtU,  Thy  pardon,  mighty  nuin,  if  it  be  no  trea- 
son to  pray  for  tliee.  Save  thee,  wilt  employ  me  ? 
'ris  racatton,  and  I  want  work.  Ask  mo  not  what 
I  can  do,  let  me  have  money  enough,  and  I'll  do 
an?  thing. 

Duke,  You  have  your  senses? 

RoL  I  take  it :  I  can  see  greatness  big  with  an 
impostbume,  yet  towering  in  the  air  like  a  fnulcon; 
I  can  hear  a  man  swear,  I  am  thy  eternal  slave  and 
will  serve  thee;  \vhcn,  if  opportunity  were  offered, 
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for  price  of  a  plash  doak,  he  wiH  he  the  first  shali 
strip  thee  to  the  very  soul :  I  can  taste  wine  that 
anotlior  man  pays  I'or^  and  relish  any  thing  that 
comes  of  free  cost:  I  can  smell  a  knave  through 
n  furred  gown,  a  politician  throu«;h  a  surplice,  a 
fool  through  a  scarlet  outride :  I  can  touch  a  wench 
better  than  a  lute,  and  tcLI  money  with  a  secreta- 
ry, to  shew  I  ha'  lobt  my  feeling:  tush,  all's  no* 
thing,  I  have  a  humour  to  do  stimething  to  Iji 
talked  on;  nothing  can  come  amiss  to  me  ;  let  me 
have  money  enough,  and  my  life  to  a  dieese-pa** 
ring,  I'll  do  ^ny  thing. 

liuke.  You'll  escept  somewhat. 

lioL  Not  to  do  o'er  the  seven  wonders  of  the 
world,  and  demolish  'em  wlien  I  ha'  done.  Let 
roe  hare  money  enough,  what  i>tnr  so  high,  but  I 
will  measure  by  this  Jacob's  staff !  Divine  moneys 
th^  ioul  of  all  tilings  sublunary,  what  lawyer's 
tomi^ue  will  not  he  ttpt  wkh  silver  ?  and  will  not 
money  with  a  judge  make  it  a  plain  case?  Does 
not  ^uty  greatness  find  ease  with  Aurun  paiptt- 
UU  i  and  he's  a  slight  physician  cannot  give  a 

golden  glister  at  a  dead  lift. Money,  \  adore 

tliee ;  it  comes  near  the  nature  of  a  spirit,  and  is 
so  subtle  it  can  creep  in  at  a  craimy,  be  present 
at  th^  most  inwurd  counciU^^  and  betray  'ein: 
money  !  it  opens  locks,  draws  curtains,  buys  wit, 
sells  honesty,  keeps  courts,  Aglits  quarrels,  pulls 
down  churches,  and  builds  alms-litiuses. 

Dtt/ce.  A  wild  fellow. 

Fulv*  Will  your  Grace  hare  him  punished  for 
this  insolence  ? 

Duke,  No,  his  humour  is  good  mirth  to  os. 
Whence  art? 

RoL  I  am  of  oo  country, 

Duke.  How? 

RqL  I  was  born  upon  the  sea, 

Duke.  When? 

RoL  In  a  tempest,  I  was  told 

MoreL  A  blustering  fellow. 

Duke.  Thy  name? 

Rol.  Rolliardo. 

Duke.  And  how  long  hast  thou  been  mad  thus  ? 

RoL  Your  highness  may  be  merry — and  if  you 
have  DO  employment  for  me,  I  am  gone. 

Duke,  Stay,  we  command  you,  and  bethiuk 
again. 
What  to  except  in  your  bold  undertaking. 

RoL  I  except  nothing,  nothing  Duke,  it  were 
no  glory 
Not  to  be  general,  active  in  all ;  let  me  have 

money 
Enougli,  aiKl  ril  do  any  thing, 

Duke.  You  shall. 

Fuh.  Will  your  Grace  set  him  a*-work  f 

Bol.  Name  ilie  action. 

Duke.  What  snv  you  to  a  lady  ? 

RoL  I  will  fall  upon  her,  as  Jupiter  on  Danac : 

let  me  have  a  shtiwer  of  gohl,  Acrisius'  brazen 

tower  btiall  mqlt  again,  were  there  an  army  aliout 

hi  I   would  compass  her  iu  a  moatUy   or  dio 

Duhc.  Ua !— A  lady  without  guard  would  try 
SF 
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jQor  wk  and  monej,  to  get  ber  lof£ 

JluL  A  toy,  a  toy, 

Duke.  Through  a  credolity,  joo  may  too  nmeh 
Traduce  the  sex,  and  merit  sodi  a  justice 
No  money  witi  boy  off: — admit  tome  branches 
Grrm  not  so  straight  and  beaotiful  as  natnre 
Intmded  them,  will  von  dts^ce  the  stem  ? 
Or  for  some  wrrmao^s  lenity,*  accuse 
'Jliat  fair  creation?  money  buy  their  lore  ! 
Promiftc  a  salary  of  that  sacred  flame 
Themselves  cannot  direct^  as  goided  by 
l))\inc  intelligence? 

Rol  Your .  hichness'  pardon  ;  if  yon  prohibit, 
I  ma^t  not  undertake ;  but  let  me  hare  freedom 
anil  money  enou^li,(for  tlmt's  the  circle  I  walk  in), 
dnd  if  I  do  mit  conjure  up  a  spirit  hot  enough  to 
cf  (flame  a  frozen  LuoretiaS  bosom,  make  mummy 
of  my  fle^li,  and  sell  me  to  the  apothecaries.' 
Try  me  with  some  master- piece;  a  woman's  love  is 
an  easy  as  to  cat  dinner  without  saying  grace,  get* 
tin;;  of^  children,  or  going  to  bed  drunk ;  let  me 
hare  money  enough,  and  task  me  to  the  purpose. 

Futv.  &  Orp.  He's  constant. 

Duke,  Admit  there  be  a  lady,  whom  a  prince 
Might  court  for  her  aflecticm ;  of  a  beauty 
Great  as  her  virtue;  add  unto  them,  liirtn. 
Equal  to  both,  and  all  three  but  in  her 
Noc  to  be  matched^Suppose  this  miracle 
(Too  precious  for  man's  eye)  were  shut  up,  where 
A  guard  more  watchful  than  the  dragon  s  did 
Forbid  access  to  mankind  : — men  picked  out^ 
between  whose  souls  and  money  were  antipathy 
Beyond  that  which  we  know ;  and  you  as  soon 
IVliglit  bribe  to  be  a  saint : — what  would  yon  do 
With  your  enough  of  money,  were  your  life 
Engaged  to  win  her  love  ? 


JM  The  sky  may  fail, «  and  aMemica  err  larks 
About  the  city. 

Dmke,  The  fellow's  impodeot — Sirrah,  diofl 
hast  laaded  thyself  opon  a  reck ;  you  shall  have 
seow  of  what  you  would  contemn,  a  life :  put  on 
a  roost  fortified  resolution,  you  ikall  need  it;  «e 
have  a  dauehter  thus  locked  op 

Ftilv,  What  d<jeft  tlie  Duke  iDcao? 

Duke,  A  virgin. 

Orp.  He  is  in  a  passion. 

Duke,  Shalt  not  engage  thee  on  a  work  iO 
much 
Impos^ble  as  procurement  of  her  love; 
Make  it  appear,  with  all  thy  art,  thou  eanst 
Get  but  access  to  her.     A  month  we  limit ; 
But  take  heed,  boaster,  if  you  fail,  your  lil'e 
Sliall  only  satisfy  our  charge,  and  teach 
All  other  mountebanks  to  be  at  distance, 
VVith  such  bold  undortokii^:  you  sliall  expect 
A  severe  justice.  • 

By  this,  I  shall  know  the  fidelity  of  those  are 
trusted. 

BoL  Tis  a  match.   I  shall  hare  money  enough? 

Duke,    You  shall.     What  d'ye  call  enough?^ 

RoL  1  will  not  be  particular,  and  agree  o'  tbc 
sum ;  you  look  I  should  die  if  I  perform  not,  and 
I'll  IfMik  to  be  merry,  and  %vant  nothitig  while  I 
live ;  V\\  not  take  the  advantage  on  you,  because 
I  hope  to  receive  credit  by  it :  if  I  use  now  aod 
then  a  round  turn,  set  mo  up  o*  tlie  tick  for'L  But 
who  sliall  pass  his  word,  if  1  do  this  feat,  yuu'ti 
let  me  keep  my  head  o'  my  shoulders? 

Duke  <Jur  royal  word  secures  ihee. 

Jiol,  Tis  enough. 

Fuiv,  What  security  can  your  grace  expect  for 
bis 


*  Orfortomewomans'leuUy^a'CMte 

That  fair  crrationf  money  bvy  their  love  f 

Prom  M«  a  salary  of  that  sacred  Jf ante 

7%em«e/i'«<  cannot  direct ^  as  guided  by 

Vioine  inteHigeme  7-  -This  passage  is  very  obscure,  if  at  all  ioteUigiWe.  fa  the  first  line 
I  should  not  hesitate  to  read  Uvity  instead  of  Unity,  What  follows  may  have  this  meaning  :  IVill  yovt  as 
if  guided  by  divine  iatelUgrnce^  premise  yourself  a  reward  from  that  heavenly  passion^  which  woaieny  mhofeei 
and  inspire  it f  cannot  direct  for  any  purpose  beneficial  to  themstlvea  f — ()r.  In  yet  plainer  terms :  Dogou^as  € 
superior  being,  pretend  to  turn  the  pnfsions^  which  fmnien  cjmnot  direct  for  their  advantage,  to  your  own  /— ' 
In  drfiMirc  of  this  explanation,  which  is  wrung  with  some  degree  of  violf  nee  from  the  text,  it  may  be  oh- 
scrveif,  that  the  duke,  who  is  the  speaker,  has  just  imprisoned  hii  daughter,  lost  she  should  dispose  of  hfr- 
sclf  inipniperly.  Such  a  sentiment,  therefore,  from  one  reflecting  on  the  impotence  of  female  reason,  is 
not  out  of  character }  but  seems  naturally  enough  to  arise  f^om  his  own  particular  situation  and  opiuioos* 

^  Make  mummv  of  my  flesh,  and  sell  me  to  t/te  apothecaries.^^**  M^mniy  Is  said  to  have  been  first 
brought  info  use  in  medicine,  by  the  niallce  of  a  Jewish  physician;  who  wrote,  that  flesh  thus  erohakncd 
was  good  for  the  cure  of  divers  diseases,  aod  particularly  bruises,  to  prevent  the  blood's  gatberiist  *"<' 
C(»HgiilHtlng.  it  is>  however,  believed,  that  no  use  whatever  can  be  derived  fram  it  in  medicine ;  aadthat 
fill  uliich  is  ^old  in  tlie  shops,  whether  brought  from  Venice  or  Lyons,  or  even  directly  from  the  Levaft 
b.v  Alexandria,  is  factitious,  the  work  of  certain  Jews ;  who  counterfeit  it  by  drying  carcases  iaovcn?* 
nffcr  having  prepared  them  with  powder  of  myrrh,  caballin  aloes,  Jewish  pitch,  and  o^er  coarse  or  na^ 
wholesome  drugs."    See  Chambfrs's  Dictionary^  \ote  Mummy. 

♦  T/k  tiky  may  fail,  &c. — Sec  Note  *7,  to  The  Muses  Lmkim^'Class^    Dodslev's  Kdit. 

'  fVh^l  d'ye  call  enough? — In  the  4toeditlon  this  sentence  follows,  which  in  the  errata  Is  directei! to  1*» 
olilifeniied  :  "  Yet  it  shall  be  wider  tweuty-thoasoud  crowns.  I  will  cot  leave  the  pawn  here  for  twi^ 
fomutb,*"  '^  u  * 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SaiiLEt.] 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


2e7 


Foith<oBiiii(^  if  be  fail } 

Duke.  We  ba'  studied  tlmt, 
Tis  but  the  loss  of  some  superfluous  crowns: 
Let  tbe  end  cttrry  what  success  fate  please, 
^11  the  expellee  will  not  be  lost,  to  try 
The  faith  of  those  we  shall  employ  in  this. 
Our  citj*s  strong  the  river  that  environs 
On  three  partM,  shall  be  carefully  attended, 
A  wall  makes  safe  a  fourth,  which  shall  be  guarded.' 
Our  vigils  shall  be  so  exact,  he  sliall 
Deserve  his  liberty,  if  be  escape  us. 
We  are  constant,  sir. 

Fulv,  Would  he  might  pay  for  his  curiosity ! 

KoL  ril  wait  upon  your  highness  for  some 
Ernest:  I  have  a  month  good,  let  me  have  fair 
play,  and  my  bargain,  money  enough ;  if  [  do  come 
short,  let  my  bead  be  too  heavy  for  my  shoulders; 
if  I  do  more  than  is  expected,  you'll  believe  it  pos- 
sible hereafter  when  a  man  has  money  enough 
he  may  do  any  thing. 


Duke.  Maintain  yoor  bamoor  ttill-->ntfend  u^ 

[RreuHt. 

Mnnent  Morello,  Dokdolo,  and  Gruttf. 

MoreL  Herd's  a  mad  fellow ;  does  he  mean  to 
get  into  the  ladies? 

Dond.  It  seems  so. 

Crui.  Or  I  wou*d  not  be  in  his  takhig  when  the 
moon  changes. 

Morel.  Our  best  course  then  is  to  observe  nnd 
humour  him,  he  may  have  a  trick  more  than  tve 
know ;  he  seems  to  be  a  good  fellow,  let's  be 
drunk  together,  and  get  him  to  confess  it ha  ! 

DondL  and  Grut,  A  match. 

MoreL   Like  errand  knights  our  valiant  wits 
must  wrestle, 
To  free  our  ladies  from  the  enehaoted  caittle* 

[Exeunt* 


ACTIL 


SCENE  L 
Enter  Bonamico  and  a  Servant. 


Serv,  D  ye  think  this  hair 
And  habit  will  sufficiently  disguise  you. 
From  your  inquiring  creditors? 

Bonam.  No  question. 
Hare  you  dispersed  my  bills  about  the  city  ? 
Does  every  public  place  carry  tl»e  scroll^ 
As  I  commanded  ? 

Serv.  I  have  be^n  careful. 

Bonam.  What  do  tliey  say  abroad  ?  do  they  not 
wonder? 

Serv.  They  arc  strucken  dumb  at  reading;  he 
that  has 
Tiie  use  of  tongue,  em|)loys  it  to  express 
His  admiration  of  your  art, —  your  deep 
Invisible  art* 

Bonam.  There's  hope  then  we  shall  prosper. 
In  this  believing  age,  Italy  is  full 
Ofjugi;lin£:  mountebanks,  that  shew  tricks  with  oils 
A  lid  powders.    Here  an  empiric  dai^s  boast 
HimscU'  a  Paracelsian,  and  daub 
F^ch  post  with  printed  follies,  when  he  went 
0*  ilie  tick  with  some'midwife,  or  old  woman. 
For  his  whole  stock  of  physic.    Here  a  fellow 
Only  has  skill  to  make  a  handsome  periwig. 
Or  10  sow  teeth  i'  the  gums  of  some  state  madam, 
Which  she  coughs  cmt  again,  when  so  mudi 

phlegm 
As  would  not  strangle  a  poor  ilea,  provokes  her. 
Proclaims  himself  a  rectifier  of  nature,  . 
And  is  believed  so,  getting  more  by  keeping 
Mouths  in  their  quarterly  reparations, 
Thaa  knowing  men  for  all  their  art  and  pains 
In  the  cure  of  tbe  whole  body — Shall  we  doubc 
To  be  made  ricli,  rich,  Carlo,  by  our  art, 
Wbci-eof  I  am  the  first  a«4b9ld  professor 


In  Italy?  we  shall  grow  fat  and  ^nrchase,— 
Dost  not  think  so  ? 

Serv,  To  go  invisible 
Who  will  not  learn  at  any  rate  ? 

Bonam.  True,  Carlo. 
There  may  be,  in  the  throng  of  our  admirers, 
Some  will  presume  't  abox'^  the  power  of  art 
To  make  men  walk  and  talk  invibibic ;     ' 
But  we  can  clear  the  mystery,  and  make 
Mantua  in  the 
A  matter  feasibi 


proof  acknowledge  it 
►le, — Here's  some  cua 


some  customer: 

Enter  Roluardo. 

Ila !  'tis  the  humourist,  the  undertaker 
The  bird  I  spread  my  art  for;  be  has  money 
Enough,  and  s  apt  to  prove  a  fortune  to  me. 

RoL  So,  the  covenants  are  sealed :  I  am  like  a 
famous  cathedral  with  two  rings^of  bells,  a  sweet 
chime  o'  botji  sides.  Now  'tis  noised,  i  ha'  money 
enough,  how  many  gallants  of  all  sorts  and  sexes 
court  me !  here's  a  gentleman  ready  to  ruu  him- 
belf  in  the  kennel  for  haste  to  give  me  the  wall ; 
this  cavalier  will  kiss  my  hand,  •  while  t'otiier 
signior  crinkles  in  the  hams,  as  he  were  studying 
new  postures  against  his  turn  comes  to  salute  nie. 
As  I  walk,  every  window  is  gluzed  with  eyes,  ns 
some  triumph  were  in  the  street;  this  Madona 
invites  me  to  a  banquet  for  my  diacoursc,  t'other 
Bona-roba  sends  uie  a  spark,  a  third  a  ruby,  a 
fourth  an  emerald,  and  all  but  in  hope  to  put 
their  jevveli  to  usury,  tliatthcy  may  return  again 
with  precious  interest— *Thus  far  it  goes  well : 
yery  *vc'll.    What's  next? 

Bonam.  Save  you  signior, 

RoL  What  art  thou  ? 

Bonam.  One  appointed  liy  fate  to  do  you  ser- 
vice. Sir. 

J?e/.  But  I  gave  fate  oo  CQmtpission  to  take 
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joa  ap  fur  itoc :  I  hft*  more  followers  than  the 
Duke  already.  Pr'ythee  hoTe  me  eommended  to 
the  lady  Destinies,  and  tell  'em  I  am  provided. 

BonaM,  Mistake  me  not,  he  speaks  to  yon^  has 
power 
To  mnke  yon  happy. 

RoL  Pr'ythee  make  thyself  happy  with  c  wfmn 
suit,  first,  thy  house  is  but  poorly  thatched  i  and 
thou  be*bt  so  good  at  making  happy,  why  hast  no 
better  clotlies  ? 

Boncan.  Tis  no  felicity :  or  admit  the  sua 
Dispeuseth  a  rich  warmth  about  tl>e  world, 
Ifet  liath  no  heat  itself. 

RoL  Philosophy  ! 

Bontutt.  To  omit  circumstance,  I  know  what 
you 
Have  undertaken,  to  the  general 
Amazement:  upon  penalty  of  death, 
Tou  must  procure  access  to  the  fair  princess, 

'Tis  in  my  art  to  help to  perfect  what 

The  Duke  holds  so  impossible. 

RoL  How  canst  thou  assist  me  ? 

Bonam.   Altho'  my  outside  promise  no^  my 
brain 
Is  better  furnished :  I  hn'  gained  by  stndy 
A  secret,  will  advance  tlie  work  yoii  labour  with ; 
Y\\  teach  you,  sir,  to  go  invisible 

RoL  How  ?  th'  hast  no  cloven  foot:  I  scent  briro* 
stone,  and  thou  be'st  a  devil,  tell  me. 

Bonam.  1  triBe  not ;  I  am  a  roan,  whose  fame 
Shall  out-live  time,  in  .teaching  you  this  mystery. 
For  which  I  must  expect  reward-^^you  are, 
(Loud  noise  proda4'ms  it)  able,  and  can  pay  tee 
Out  of  the  Duke*!*  exchequer,  being  youreelf 
His  walking  treasury. 

RoL  You*ll  teach  me  to  go  invisible,  you  say  ? 

Bonam,  I  can,  and  wkh  your  safety  ;  for  I  deal 
not 
"With  magic  to  betray  you  toji  faith   ' 
Black  and  satnnictil ;  I  abhor  the  deviL 

RoL  Very  Mke  so, 

Bonam.  Which  some  have  conjured  mta  a  ring 
To  effect  the  wonder :  I  admit  of  ue 
Suffumigation,  incense  offered  to 
Infernal  spirits;  but  by  art,  whose  rule» 
Are  lawful  and  demonstrative— ~ 

7^0^  You  rhink  I  admire  you  all  this  while — 
harkee,  when  did  yoU'  eat  ?  or  do  you  hope  again, 
that  you  are  put  to  this  pitiful  and  desperate  exi- 
gent? I  see  you,  ray  would-be-invisible,  fine  knave ! 

Bonam.  D'ye  mock  me,  sir  f 

RoL  y\\  tell  you  a  better  project,  wherein  no 
courtier  has  prefooled  you.  Stick  your  skin  with 
feathers,  and  draw  the  rabble  of  the  city  for  pence 
a-piece  to  see  a  monstrous  bird  hronght  from  Pe- 
ru :  baboons  Imve  passed  for  men  already,  been 
token  for  usorcrs,  i^their  furred  gowns  and  night- 


caps: keep  a  fool  iii  play,  to  tell  die  mnltitnde  of 
a  gentle  faith,  that  you  were  caught  in  a  wilder- 
ness, and  thou  roay'st  be  taken  for  some  far* 
country  bowlet  * 

Banam,  Do  yo«  despise  my  art? 

RoL  Art !  but  such  another  word,  and  I  fAttlSi 
mar  the  whole  expectation  of  your  invisible  tT«f> 
fie :  in  to  your  ikesr,  and  lesrre  me :  distingnish 
nnen  before  yon  practise  on  'era;  'tis  wboleiKmie 
caution. 

Bonam.  I  leave  yon  to  the  miserf  of  your  en- 
belief.  When  you  bear  of  me  hereafter,  yoo  will 
curse  your  fortune  to  have  thus  neglected  me. 
Fare  you  well,  sir.  [Exit, 

Enter  Perevotto,  wiik  three  wfour  of  the 
GuardU 

RoL  This  is  Perenotto,  captain  of  die  goard. 

Reren,  Not  yet  attemped  yon  f 

1  Guard.  We  have  nut  seen  him,  my  loni, 

Peren.  He's  here. 

S  Guard,  Is  that  be  that*  has  gold  enoag^  f 
would  I  had  some  of  his  yellow-hammers. 

RoL  D*y^  hear  ? you  are  one  of  the  list 

I  Guard,  A  poor  halbert  man,  sir. 

RoL  Poor!  hold  thee,  there's  gold  for  dice: 
— thou  wo't  be  honest  now  f 

1  Guard,  O  yes,  sir. 
'  RoL  Not  a  penny ;  and  thou  hadst  not  been  a  (od, 
thou  wouldst  ha*  l>een  a  knave,  and  so  thoa 
might^it  have  got  by  me:  yet  by  those  scurvy 
legs  there's  some  hope  thoalt  be  converted ;  at  all 
adventures  take  it. 

1  Guard.  1  will  be  what  you  please,  sir. 

RoL  Tell  me  what  condition  is  that  sjgniorof,' 
is  he  rich  ? 

1  Guard.  He  loves  money. 

RoL  Come,  shalt  be  my  pensioner — hcrc'i 
more  f^old  for  thee ;  and  will  he  take  a  bribe? 

1  Guard,  D'ye  make  question  of  that,  sn-  ?  he 
bought  his  office,  and  therefore  may  sell  his  con- 
science ;  he  has  sold  two  hundred  one's  twice 
over:  he  was  brought  up  at  conrt,  and  knows 
what  belongs  to  bis  place,  I  warrant  you. 

RoL  Good. 

1  Guard.  Am  I  not  a  knave,  sow,  sir? 

RoL  I  like  thee. 

1  Guard,  To  your  cost : — I  hope  yon  wo'not 
tell  him  what  I  say;  but  if  yon  do,  and  he  chaocc 
to  turn  me  out  of  my  office,  your  gold  is  restoratire. 

Peren.  To  your  stations,  and  be  circumspect 

[Exit  duari. 

RoL  Noble  sir,  yon  are  the  only  man  I  hare 
ambition  to  honour. 

Peren.    I  should  be  prond  to  merit  sock  s- 
phrase. 
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R9L  Tis  in  yottr  power  to  oblige  my  sool-^ 
we're  private^ 
I  an  jeiloofl  of  the  wind,  lemst  it  convey 
Our  Dotse  too  far.     This  morn  I  bad  some  traf- 

4c 
With  a  jeweller;  and,  if  ray  judgment  err  not. 
Ill's  richly  famished  roe« 
What'iays  your  lordship  to  this  diamond  ? 

Perfa.  Tis  a  glorious  one. 

RoL  Does  it  not  sparkle  most  divinely,  signtor  ? 
A  mw  of  these  stucK  in  a  lady's  forehead, 
Would  make  a  Persian  stafQ*er  in  his  faith. 
And  give  more  adoration  to  this  light 
Thsa  to  the  sao-beam.    I  ha*  fellows  to  Vra, 
A  nest  of  hrivht  ones. 

Perea.  llus  boa  is  studded  like  a  frosty  night 
with  stars. 

RoL  You  liai'e  outbid  their  value;  make  me  a 
gainer 
In  changing  tliem  for  your  commands. 

Ptrtn.  How,  sir? 

RoL  Vm  serious. 

fereiL  I  never  shall  deserve  this  bounty :  tf 
You'd  poiut  me  out  some  service  to  begin  my  gra- 
titude— 

RU.  You  have  a  noble  soul, 
ril  teach  you  how  to  roerir  more. 

Peren.  I  am  covetous  of  sudi  a  knowledge. 

R9I.  Make  but  my  path  a  smooth  one  to  the 
Princess  ■ 
I  im  brief,  you  know  my  undertaking. 

Ptren,  So  I  should  l>e  a  traitor  ? 

RoL  It  cuines  not  near  the  question  of  a  life ; 
dot,  111  enable  yoQ  to  boy  another  dukedom, 
•ttte,  and  title. 

Peren.  Although  'twere  necessary  in  the  affairs 
Wwdih^h  consequence  to  deliberate, 
^^  for  this  once  I'll  be  as  brief  as  you  ; 
Iwo'aotdo't. 

Rai.  How  ! 

Penra.  No  indeed,  sip»nior,  you  shall  pardon  me 
At  this  lime,  and  I'll  keep  your  jewels  too, 
fW  they  are  gifts:  hereafter  you  will  know  me. 
00  fare  you  %w«ll,  sir.  [Exit, 

R0L  Was  I  not  told  this  officer  was  corrupt  ? 
i  want  faith  to  believe  the  mimcle, 
Sttte  he  does  but  jest  with  me,  ha? 

Enttr  MoRELLo,  Dokdolo,  anrfGuuTTi. 

MoreL  The  guard  will  accept  no  money. 

DomL  What  an  a£e  do  we  live  in,  when  ofiicers 
•in  take  no  bribes ! 

Cmi.  Not  the  goldeu  one. 

Bond,  Here's  Rotliardo. 

RoL  I'm  quite  lost. 

Grut,  Tis  he. 

R9L  Yet  he  keeps  my  jewels ;  there  may  be 
some  hope: 
ni  to  iiiro  again ;  'tis  but  his  modesty 
Aifint,  not  to  seem  easy;  he  must  be  courted. 
Statesmen,  like  virgins,  first  slir»uld  give  denial, 
Hiperieocc  and  opportuuity  make  the  trial.— 
^*  y^  gallauia. 


MoreL  And  yon  go  there  too,  mwe  yoorselQ 
you  are  in  a  worse  pickle  than  we  are. 

J>oa^.  And  how  is't  w*  ye,  signior? 

Orut,  Do  yon  thrive  in  your  Impes? 

RoL  I  do  not  despair,  gentlemeu ;  you  see  C 
do  not  wear  my  hat  in  my  eyes,  crucify  my  aniif^ 
or  intreat  your  lordnbip's  bniin  to  melt  m  a  peti- 
tion for  me. 

MoreL  I  did  but  jest,  I  know  yon  ha««  a  wwf 
to  the  wood  in  your  pericranium,  what  is'C?  w« 
arc  honest,  simple-minded  lords. 

RoL  I  think  so. 

Qrut»  Nay,  nay,  impart. 

Dond,  We  tell*  no  ules. 

MoreL  Wou'd  %vc  were  whipM  an*  we  do. 

Hot.  Why,  shall  I  tell  you?— You  are  ihMt-^- 

MoreL  Very  secret—^ 

RoL  Coicontbs. 

All  three.  How? 

RoL  A  miserable  leash  of  comt  mimics. 

Mor^L  Mimics  !  what's  that? 

RoL  You  perfumed  goats  I 
.  MoreL  Oli,  is  that  it^  I  never  heard  wlnit  m 
mimic  wa^  before. 

RoL  D'ye  tliink  I  am  so  wretched,  in  a  point 
that  concerns  my  life  nttd  honour,  to  trurit  h^ 
ways  and  purposes  to  you  (hat  have  no  souls?   ' 

Dond,  No  bouls! 

MoreL  Peace,  how  comes  he  to  know  that? 

Grut.  Why,  hast  thou  none? 

MoreL  1'wns  more  than  over  I  could  see  m 
myself  yet. 

RoL  Tliiags  that  hai-e  forfeited  thetr  creation; 
and,  had  not  your  tailors  took  compn^sion  on  yo«i» 
you  had  died  to  all  men's  thoughts,  who  long  smoa 
wou'd  hare  forgotten  that  ever  there  were  socii 
things  in  nature. 

Dond.  Shall  we  sufllbr  this? 

RoL  Vcs,  and  make  lop;s,  in  token  of  yoa^ 
thankfulness.  If  I  were  at  leisure,  I  would  oiakik 
you  shew  tricks  now. 

MoreL  Do  I  look  like  a  jackanapes? 

RoL  But  i  wo'not. 

MoreL  It  were  not  your  best  course. 

RoL  How? 

MoreL  Alas  «<*«  I  should  but  shame  myself^ 
and  be  tnush'd  at  'fore  all  this  company. 

RoL  When  you  see  me  next,  avoid  me  as  yo« 
would  do  your  poor  kindred  when  they  come  to 
court.  Get  you  home,  say  your  prayers,' and  wan- 
der tlint  yotj  come  off  without  beating,  fiir 'tis  one 
of  my  mirades.  [Erit, 

MoreL  Had  w^e  not  bettor  a*  gone  to  tavern,  as 
I  plotted  at  first  ?  he  ooold  uoc  have  been  more 
valiant  in  his  drink. 

Grut.  I'm  glad  he's  gone. 

Dond.  I  know  not  what  to  make  on  htm. 

MoreL  Make  on  him,  quotha  I  Ite  inndc  little 
reckoning  of  us,  and  he  bad  not  gone  a»he  did,  € 
biiould  ha'  made— 

Dond.  \yiiat? 

Morel  Urine  in  my  breeches — he  squeezed  me, 
I  think  I  was  ready  to  mcU  o'  both  siue^ 
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Grtif.  Bot  harkee  you,  fligoior,  we  forget  the 
ladies  still. 

MoreL  Well  remembered. 

Bond,  Let's  consult  to  purpose  about  that — 
shall  we? 

MoreL  No.  every  one  think  what  he  can  by  him- 
self, my  thou|i;hts  ftliatl  be  private,  and  not  free  at 
this  time ;  every  one  scratch  his  own  head. 

Grut,  And  he  that  gets  the  first  hint,  comrou- 
jucate — 

Dond.  A  match. 

MoreL  Let  me  see— hum. 

Dond.  What  if  I  did— nothing,  roy  brains  are 
dulL 

Grut,  Ten  to  one,  but  if  I  did— let  it  alone,  a 
fox  ovkt;  I  wrrc  best  dnnk  some  sack,  they  say 
It  helps  invention. 

MoreL  O  rare  f 

Both,  Rub,  rub,  out  with  it 

MoreL  No,  'tis  gone  back  again,  I  drank  but- 
ter'd  sack  this  nioi:ning,'aiid  it  slipt  back  when 
\was  almost  at  my  tongiie*s  end — but  it  was  a  de- 
licBCe  project,  whatsoever  it  was. 

Grut,  Recover  it  with  thy  finger.^ 

Dond.  Follow  it,  Moiello. 

MoreL  Now,  now,  now,  let  me  alone — make 
no  noise,  'tis  coming  agniu ;  1  ha't,  1  ha*t — 

Dond.  Hold  it  fast  now. 

Grut.  Lose  it  not,  thou  art  great  <vith  wit ;  let 
«s  deliver  tliee.    What  is't? 

MoreL  Some  wifer  than  some — 
[Thej/foUow  him  up  and  dounfor  discovery. 

Dond.  Wilt  not  fell  us? 

Grui.  Didbt  not  promise? 

MoreL  No  haste— as  occasion  serves-^it  cost 
■lore  than  so,  yet  you  may  know't. 

Dond.  Well  said. 

MoreL  Hereafter,  but  not  now.  Away,  do  not 
tempt  roe,  I  will  eat  the  sweat  of  my  own  brain. 
O  rare !  never  was  such  a  strain  of  wit  invented. 
D*ye  hear,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  command  me 
any  service  to  the  ladies,  I  do  purpose  to  visit 
ihem — with  a  quirk — bey. 

Grut.  How? 

MoreL  Marry  do  J. 

Dond,  Nay,  'Morello. 

MoreL  Gentlemen,  as  I  told  you,  if  you  have 
any  thing  to  the  ladies,  before  I  go,  1  am  the 
messenger.  There  is  a  crochet,  and  so  forth — a 
carwhicliet  is  found  out — your  ears. — I  will  do 
Mich  a  stratagem  as  never  the  like  was  heMrd  of 
in  the  world.    Oh  rare !  [Esit. 

Dond.  He's  mad, 

Grut.  So  am  I,  that  he  »  so  reserved. 
Whatsfmirsdo? 


Enter  Bokami'co. 

Bonam.  Save  you,  sienior;.  Pray  wbereaboots 
is  the  sign  of  the  invisible  man  ? 

Dond.  and  Grut.  The  invisible  roan ! 

Bonam.  Cry  ye  mercy,  m^w  I  see  it.      [Exit. 

Dond.  See*t !  he  does  more  than  we  can.  The 
gentleman's  mistaken ;  here's  no  such  sign.  Yet 
he  went  in  tlicre. 

Grut.  He  has  better  eyes  than  we  to  disdo* 
guish  it. 

Enter  a  Servant.    . 

Ser.  This,  ny,  this  is  it. 

Dond,  What  is  it,  pray  ? 

Ser.  What's  that  to  yuu  ? 

Grvt.  In  courtesy  we  ask. 

Ser.  Then,  by  the  sign,  this  is  the  house  whi- 
ther I  am  going  to  enquire  for  a  gentleman  dial 
tcadies  men  to  walk  invisible. 

Grut.  That  would  be  seen.    Tliis  is  news. 

Ser.  News  I  either  you  have  slept  long,  or  you 
are  gentlemen  of  very  small  intelligence.  Exa- 
mine the  next  paper  you  see  advanced,  and  io- 
forra  yourselves.    Farewell,  gallants.  [Eiit» 

Dond.  He's  entered  there  too. 

Grut.  Teach  men  to  walk  invisible !  a  very 
fine  trade. 

Dond.  Would  'twere  true ;  we  should  desire  m 
other  device  to  get  in  to  the  ladies. 

Re-enter  Bonaic ico  and  Servant  to  the  House, 
Grut.  Tis  impossible— See,  see,  more  gentle- 
men !  Pr'ythee  let's  to  him ;  this  will  be  a  trick 
worth  our  learning. 

Dond.  Stay,  we  are  not  acqusunted^  let's  knock 
first. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Tour  pleasures,  gentlemen  ? 

Dond.  Pray,  sir,  what  sign  is.lhis? 

Ser.  The  invisible  man,  sir. 

Grut.  Man  !  I  see  no  man. 

Dond,  Here's  nothing  but  a  cloud. . 

Ser.  Right,  sir,  and  he's  behind  it ;  the  maali 
invisible. 

Dond.  Pretty  faith ;  it  may  be  the  inan  i'd^ 
moon  for  aught  we  knutv. 

Ser.  Would  ye  any  thing  with  my  master? 

Grut.  He  diies  teach  to  walk  invisible,  they 
say. 

Ser.  He  is  the  only  professor  o(  the  miracukNts 
invi«»ihlc  art. 

Dond.  May  we  change  a  little  diacourae  widj 
him? 

Ser.  There  are  some  genileroeo  with  him;  but 


''  Becover  it  teitk  th^fjin^r^u  e.  make  yourself  sick,  by  putting  your  fwser  down  your  (liroat»  i 
%  io£  it  up  again.    ^. 
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ril  tell  him. 
himself. 


I  ana  prevented,  he's  coming  forth 


jfe/l/fT  BONAMICO. 

Dnnd,  Sienior  Altomaro,  I  take  it. 

Bonnm.  Tis  my  name,  sir,  a  poor  artist,  not 
wann  in  these  parts  of  Italy. 

Grui,  And  you  were  not  too  busy,  sir, — 

Bonam.  Please  you  walk  in.  I  am  now  alone; 
;yoar  persons  will  grace  my  poor  hnbit^ttion. 

J)ond.  We  saw  four  or  five  enter  but  now. 

Bonam.  I  ha*  dispatched  'em,  they  arc  fresh 
departed. 

DoHcl,  Which  way  ? 

Grul,  Here's  not  a  man.  Arc  they  not  sunk  ? 
•Came  ihcy  out  here  ? 

P.onam,  Up<m  my  credit,  sir,  no  other  way^, 

Dond,  Then  they  went  invisible. 

Bonam,  Ri^ht,  sir,  they  came  hither  to  that  pur- 
p')se;  their  riesi^s  required  haste. 

Grut,  This  man  can  do't,  I  see  already. 

Dond,  Sir,  if  you  can  assure  us  this  invisible 
walkini;,  f  Jr  we  are  not  so  isnorant  as  we  seem, 
wc  have  seen  the  play  of  tlie  Invisible  Knight, 
and— 

Bonam,  That  of  the  Ring  too,*  ha*  ye  not  ? 

Dond.  Yis, 

BonaauThe  one  was  ma«;ic,  and  t'«»ther  an  im- 
p')sture;  what  I  do  is  by  art,  fair  and  natural. 
Are  you  in  debt,  and  fear  arresting?  you  shall 
save  your  nioney  in  protections,  come  up  to  the 
face  of  a  scrjeant,  nay,  walk  by  a  shoni  «f  tlie&e 
mankind  liorse- leaches,  and  be  raace-protif.^  If 
Tou  ha\'e  «  mrnd  to  rail  at  'cm,  or  kick  some  o' 
their  loose  flesh  out,  iliey  sha*not  say  black's  your 
eve,*®  luif  with  all  their  lynx's  eyes  discover  you. 
Would  you  see,  when  the  mercer's  alwoad,  how 
his  man  plays  the  merchant  at  home  with  his  mis- 
trcW  silkworm,  and  deals  underhand  for  commo- 
dity; would  yourself  talk  with  a  lady  in  secret, 
sit  down,  play  with  her,  ravish  a  diamond  from 
her  finger,  and  bind  her  soft  wrist  with  a  brace- 
let, }cm  her  abrtiad,  at  home,  before  her  scr- 
^^ants,  m  the  presence  of  her  jealous  husband, 
nay,  tniss  her  up,  when  the  tame  lord  is  a-hed 
with  her,  and  to  his  eyes  be  undiscovered  as  the 
wind,  siirnior  ?  Do  you  suspect  your  mistress  plays 
double?  Would  you  hear  how  she  entertains 
t*iither'5  love,  and  know  what  she  does  i'the  clo- 
set with  the  smooth  page?  Would  yoa  be  present 


at  secret  counsels,  betray  letters^  see  how  snch  a 
lord  paints  his  thi<;hs,  this  perfume  his  breath, 
t  other  marshal  his  fine  French  teeth,  see  this 
statesman's  eyes  put  out  with  a  bribe,  how  that 
officer  cozens  the  duke,  and  his  secretary  abuses 
'em  boH),  this  lawyer  take  fees  o'  both  sides, 
while  the  jud^e  «;xamines  the  fertility  and  price 
of  the  manor  before  the  witnesses,  and  then  de- 
crees who  shall  have  the  land  ?  Would  you  sec 
.fustice  emuioy  her  scales  to  wei^h  li^lic  gold, 
that  comes  in  f<>r  few  or  corruption,  and  Aourisfi 
with  her  sword,  like  a  fencer,  to  luake  more  room 
for  causes  i'the  court — 

Dond,  All  this  and  more  may  be  done,  if  we 
can  but  {*o  invisible;  but  how  can  you  assure  us 
of  that?  I  would  fain  sec  any  man  go  invisiUe 
once. 

Bonam.  See  him,  sir  ? 

Gnit,  Video  pro  intelligo,  I  mean,  sir. 

Bonam.  Nay,  sir,  you  need  not  distinguish,  for  it 
is  possible  to  see  a  man  invi<5ibte.  Observe  me* 
yon  see  me  now  perfectly  in  evei-y  part,  if  I  should 
walk  before  you  without  a  body — 

Grut.  How? 

Bonam.  JMy  head  only  viable,  and  han^ng  ia 
the  air  like  a  comet. 

Dond.  That  weit»  a  flftranj^e  si«iht. 

Bonam.  Sometimes  nothing  shall  be  seen  hot 
my  arm ;  anottier  while  one  of  my  ie^  hopping 
without  a  body. 

Grut,  This  is  admirable. 

Bonam,  When  1  please,  I  will  have  nothin«; 
conspicuous  but  my  hand,  nay,  perhaps  ray  little 
finder. 

Dond,  Do  not  you  conjure  then? 

Orut,  Come,  you  wiU  cast  a  mi^  before  our 
eyes. 

Bonam.  Tts  a  mystery  indeed,  but  a  safe  on^ 
signiors. 

Dond.  Why,  look  you,  sir,  if  you  will  bo  plea- 
sed that  we'  may  see  you  first  walk  invisible,  we 
shall  not  only  credit  your  art,  hut,  at  any  rate,  be 
ambitious  to  be  your  disciples. 

Bonam,  Why,  gentlemen,  you  speak  but  justice* 
you  shall  have  experiment.  I  will  be  invisible  first, 
but  as  t'other  in  this  kind,  I  will  not  demcmstrate 
without  half  in  hand.  Let  me  ha%*e  fifty  crowns 
apiece ;  HI  poifit  you  a  day  wben  i  will  be  invi« 
sible. 

Grut,  Can  you  not  do  it  presently  > 


'  That  of  the  Ring  fro— This  is  the  comedy  of  The  Two  merrif  WUcmaids,  or,  The  best  Words  weare  fJl< 
Garland.     ByJ.C.  I«V0. 

*  Jface-;9r0a/—>  Brain  worm,  in  Every  Man  in  hh  Ifumour,  when  in  the  disjrnise  of  a  serjeant,  or  baitifV 
eavf,  **  A  kind  of  little  kin^  we  are,  bearing  the  diminutive  of  a  mace,  made  like  a  youqg  artichoke,  that 
always  rarries  pepper  and  salt  in  itself." 

'°  BtocA  «  jf^mr  tfj0— The  same  phrase  is  ioStuhhs's  jinatomU  n/Ahtsss^  1505^  p.  <^.^ — "  Then  having 
MtraoojQed  themselves  ibet  for'a  small  si>ace,  they  returne  a^ne,  noi  to  their  pristine  cursed  life,  (t  dure 
say,)  bat  to  their  couotrey,  and  tlien  no  man  say  ktacke  i*  ikeir  et«,  bui  all  is  wel,  and  they  as  gooA 
^bristiails,  as  tho$e  that  suj^r  them  imyucisbcd."   The  expression  is  even  yet  to  lie  beard  among  the  yol-. 
|ar. 
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Bonam,  I  mn  be  invisible  iti  a  tivftiklinc;  bat 
tvliat  assurance  can  jou  liave,  ttmt  I  aoi  here  at 
t^  same  instant,  when  you  see  no  part  of  me?  I 
mar  deceive  yoti. 

jbond.  He  says  trne. 

Bonam.  1  do  purpose  therefore  to  give  you  rea- 
lity and  proof;  for  I  will  walk  in  visible,  ail  boi— 
my  hand. 

Both,  Yoiirhand? 

Bonank  Only  mv  hand ;  you  shall  toodti  it,  sec 
every  line  in  it,'and  tlie  rest  of  my  body  be  to  you 
imrtsiblo.  This  will  require  a  little  time  for  pre- 
paration ;  and  when,  with  the  consent  of  your 
eyes  and  understaiidinf^s,.!  keep  my  promise  in 
this  point,  you  wiU  think  your  money  is  well  ex- 
petided  to  >ie  taught  the  roystcry. 

Vond,  Thi«  is  very  fair. 

Orut,  The  crowns  arc  ready,  sir. 

JDoHtl,  Expect  tlieoB  within  this  Innir. 

Enter  Rolliari>o. 

Bongm,  At  your  own  pleasures.— Ha,  Rolliar- 
do  \  I  most  not  be  seen»  gentlemen. 

Both,  Farewell,  iocompurnbic  signior — what 
lock  bad  we  to  liglit  upon  this  artist !  he  shall  not 
publish  it ;  tve*ll  bu^  the  whc»le  secret  at  any  vh- 
loe,  and  then  f^et  mm  remove  into  some  other 
province. — Who  is  tbi»  ? 

RoL  Am  not  1  mad  ? — sura  I  am,  thoufrh  I  do 
not  know  it ;  and  all  the  world  is  luit  a  ^diam, 
a  bouse  of  correction,  to  whip  us  into  our  sense*^. 
I  have  known  the  time  wlien  jewels  and  gold  had 
•ome  virtue  in  tliem;  tlie  geiieratiuo  of  men  now 
are  not  subjept  to  corruption.  Demucritusi  tlie 
irorhl  is  refmcd. 

DontL  It  is  Rolliardo;  bo  looks  melancholy, 
let  us  have  a  fling  at  him. — Give  you  joy  of  the 
i;reat  lafly,  sir :  which  it  the  next  tvay  to  the 
moon,  pray  } 

Red.  Bolt  upright,  mosk-cat;  and  if  you  make 
haste,  you  may  be  one  of  her  calves :  next  time 
she  appears,  ynu  shall  see  her  beckon  to  you, 
with  a  pair  of  horns^  just  of  the  si'^  of  those  are 
preparing  for  your  foreliead,  my  precious  ani- 
mal. 

Dand*  Ha,  ha,  ha !  the  fellow's  mad. 

Grut,  Can  you  tell,  sir,  what  became  of  all  the 
^wallows,  cuckoos,  and  staall  birds,  we  bad  here 
|ast  summer  f 

RoL  Marry,  sir,  they  went  to  sea,  to  avoid  the 
cranes,  and  there  have  been  mustering  ever  since; 
put  for  want  of  a  woodcock  tlicy  have  left  behind 
4hem,  tliey  dare  not  venture  upon  the  pygmies : 

I  roil  ni^y  cfo  well  to  overtake  the  buzzard,  and  re> 
icvc  thp  nrmy*  sir. 
Grui,  Ha,  ha,  hi^ !  [f^ii- 

RoL  I  shall  be  grinned  to  death,  as  I  walk  the 
ftreets:  it  is  no  policy  to  be  dull  and  modest.-— 
But  let  me  see,  which  way  to  con>paM  my  work, 
and  put  myself  out  of  the  common  laughter ;  the 
very  children  will  jeer  me  sht»rtly  1  think,'  nnd 
poini  me  out  with  stones,  the  previous  underta- 


ker.   I  might  have  more  wit,  than  to  run  myself 
into  this  calamity. — Whom  have  we  next? 

Enter  tlu  DukCf  Amhanador^  Fulvio,  Dovoo* 
Lo,  Gaum,  Attendants,  Courtiers, 

Tlia  duke  ?  what  stranger's  that  ?  I  must  not  seem 
dejected. 

Ambas,  Is  this  he,  your  highness  discoorsed  off 

J>icibe.This  is  the  piece  ^adt  up  of  all  perform- 
ance. 
The  mau  of  any  thing  without  exception : 
Give  him  but  i^old,  kings  daughters  and  their  hcir% 
Though  lockt  m  towels  of  brass,  are  not  safe  bom 

hinu 
Nay,  though  I  play  the  chemist  with  my  trus^ 
And  from  a  million  of  sure  con£dence» 
I  draw  the  spirit  of  honesty  into  a  few. 
He  can  cornipt  them. 

Rol.  You  are  my  priuce,  great  sir,  and  yoa  biTt 
spoke 
Not  much  unlike  a  brave  one. 

Dond,  He*ll  jeer  the  duke  too. 

Rot,  If  my  head 
Come  to  be  paid  to  you  before  sun-set, 
rimt  day  when  it  is  forfeit,  I  have  cleared  with  yon, 
And  shall  depart  out  of  your  royal  debt ; 
There's  all  you  can  demand ;  a  good  sharp  sword 
Will  make  an  even  rcck*uing. 

Amhas,  He  seems  confident. 

1  Court.  With  your  grace's  leave,  let  me  coma 
to  him. 

RoL  Now  a  fierce  dog, 

1  Court.  What  came  into  thy  mind,  thoti 
daring  madman?  fool  is  a  word  of  faroar  to 
thee 

RiiL  So,  sir. 

1  Court,  To  undertake  such  an  iropoasibla 
task? 

RoL  Mushroom — III  cast  away  a  few  words  on 
thee  I 
Had  1  another  life,  I'd  undertake  yet, 
Though  I  be  low  in  all  opinion. 
To  venture  it,  with  the  riches  I  have  spread 
To  corrupt  others,  to  make  thee  my  parasite  2 
I  would  engage  my  life  to  wear  no  steps 
To  thy  white  daughter:  thou  and  thy  grave  matroa 
Most  humbly  should  present  her,  when  I  waft 

pleased  too. 
For  fear  I  should  refuse  the  sport  you  brought  mc 

Duke.  I  never  knew  man  bear  Ims  scorn  so  hig^ 
To  him  some  other. 

Gmt,  Not  I,  sir,  you  shall  excuse  me, 'twas  the 
last  thing  I  did. 

H  Court.  In  the  position  general.  111  not  toodi 
him, 
For  motley  may  be  said  tq  purchase  all  things  ; 
But  to  aspire  to  my  good  sovereign's  daughter 
Of  blessed  memonr ^ 

RoL  SheV  not  dead,  I  hope. 

9  Court.  There  gold  and  trash  was  impadentlj 
inferred. 
And  'twas  a  ta^  too  insolent :  in  that  point 


Digitized  by 


Google 


SiilSLEt.j 


tHt  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


«5 


Tou*d  willingly  give  a  pound  of  your  proud  flesh 
To  be  reiesMd 
RoL  1  beard  a  pound  of  flesh,"  a  Jew's  demand 
once: 
Twas  grat  ely  now  remembered  of  your  lordship- 
released  ! 
Fortune,  and  courtesy  of  opinion, 
Gires  many  men  nobility  of  birth, 
That  never  durst  do  noblv,  nor  attempt 
Any  design,  but  fell  belcm  cheir  honours. 
Cased  up  in  chambers, Varcely  air  themselves 
But  at  a  horse-race,  or  i*the  park  with  puppets. 
That  for  which  I'm  your  laughter,  (I  speak  to 
You  flattering  tnbe  of  courtiers,  to  you  glofr* 

worms,) 
Is  my  chief  glory,  that,  perhaps,  being  sprung 
From  humble  parentage,  dare  yet  attempt 
A  deed  so  far  above  nie,  that  sets  alt 
Tour  wisdoms  in  combustion.    You  may  thmk 
Fve  made  a  sorry  bargain  fur  my  life : 
Let  soomers  know,  in  aiming  at  her  only. 
My  memory  after  death  receives  more  honour 
T^  all  your  marble  pinnacles  can  raise  you, 
Or  alabaster  figures,  whiter  far 
Than  e'er  your  souls  were ;  and  that  hour  I  die, 
If  yon  da^e  look  upon  me  without  fainting, 
(Whkh  I  much  feiir,)  you  shall  see  death  so 

scorned, — 
I  mean  for  any  terror, — you  shall  think  him 
Hy  slave  to  take  my  upper  garment  off.'^ 
Bond.  I  told  your  highness  how  you  sliould  find 

him. 
Ambai,  A  brave  resolution  ! 
Duke.  Be  this  the  prologue  to  the  mirth  ;  my 
lord 
Attends  to  entertain  you ;  set  on,  well  leave  him. 
Mi,ha,ha! 

[Exeunt,    RoL.  pulls  Fulv.  backi 
BoL  Sir,  I  observed  you  noble,  and  not  apt 


To  tlut>w  derision  on  me  with  the  rest ; 

Which  does  encourage  me  to  ask  you  a  question^ 

Fulv,  Name  it,  sir. 

RoL  Pray,  what  stranger's  that  walked  with  tho 
duke? 

Fulv.  '  ris  tm  ambassailor  from  Florence,  sir. 

RoL  An  ambassador !  his  design,  I  pray  ? 

Fulv.  To  treat  of  marriage  betwixt  our  princess 
And  the  great  duke's  sou,  desired  much  by  our 

master. 
Who  has  some  hopd  'twill  be  effected  too. 
H'  as  brought  rich  presents  to  her. 

Rol  This  is  all? 

Fulv.  You  have  it  freely.  I^^'* 

RoL  You've  honoured  me— Married  to  Tnsca- 
n}r? — So,  if  my  ambition  had  been  fortunate,  I 
might  have  been  his  taster;  but  my  stars  want 
influence,  they  are  too  dull,  and  weary  of  my 
fate. — Holliardo  then  must  forfeit :  why  that's  the 
worst  on't;  I  will  make  a  glorious  blaze  in  death, 
and  while  I  live  make  the  duke's  treasury  pay  for 
it :  nor  shall  he  accuse  me  I  eihaust  him  poorly ; 
I'll  study  out  some  noble  way  to  build  me  a  re- 
membrance— Ha ! — a  church  or  college !  tedious, 
my  glass  has  but  few  sands ;  1  must  do  something 
I  may  live  to  finish :— i  ha't ;  I  will  send  to  all 
the  prisons  i*the  City,  and  pay  the  poor  men's 
debts  for  them :  the  world  wants  such  a  prece- 
dent. I  ha'  money  enoui;h :  since  I  fail  m  my 
other  ends,  I  will  do  some  good  deeds  before  I 
die,  so  shall  I  be  more  sure  of  prayers  than  if  I 
built  a  church ;  for  they  are  not  certain  to  conti- 
nue their  foundation.  "  Fute,  I  demise  thee :  I 
sink  under  no  cheap  and  common  action,  but  sell 
my  life  to  fame,  in  catching  my  death  by  so  brave 
an  aspiring. 

If  I  obtam  a  monument,  be  this  all 

Writ  on  my  grave;  TMs  man  climbed  high  tofalL 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  t 
Enler  Guard, 

1  Guard.  Come,  gentlemen,  we  most  watch 
still,  that  none  run  away  with  the  princess. 

3  Guard.  He  must  have  an  excellent  stomach, 
that  can   break  the^  stone-walls  to -come  to 


S  Guard.  Beside  this  moveable  wall  of  flesh, 
which  we  carry. 

2  Guard.One  makes  towards  us.— *Tis  a  lady. 

Enter  MobeLlo,  like  a  Lady, 

MoreL  So,  now  am  I  as  valiant  as  Hercules  when 
he  turned  spinster.  Great  Jupiter,  the  patron  of 
'scapes,  assist  my  petticoat,  and  at  my  return  I 
will  sacrifice  my  linen-breeches  to  thee.— Here  be 
the  men,  tlie  men  of  metal :— now,  Venus,  I  b©- 


"  /  Aeord  a  pmmd  •fJU$h^  &c.— See  Tht  Merchant  of  Venice. 

•*  Ifjr  stave  te  take  my  upper  garment  off—If  the  uiyust  censure,  which  Drydeo  bad  passed  on  our  ao- 
thor  did  not  preclude  every  idea  of  his  having  read  the  works  of  the  latter,  the  sameness  of  the  words  hero 
•sed,  with  thow  put  into  the  mmitb  of  Creoo  la  (Edipus,  A. . ,  would  tempt  one  to  suppMe,  that  Mr  Dry- 
dea  had  this  line  in  his  mUul,  when  he  wrote  Creon's  description  of  conscience : 
•*  'Til  my  slaw,  my  drudge,  my  supple  glove. 
My  upper  garment,  to  put  on,  throw  ofi*, 
As  I  think  best :  "lis  my  obedient  conscience." 
The  fint  and  third  acU  of  (Edipus  were  written  by  Mr  Dryden.    See  Defence  of  the  Duke  of  Guin. 
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seech  tbeei  vof  tfaey  be  mi^n,  tfaey  will  let  a  kdy 
enter  without  maoy  questions. 

1  Guard,  Save  you,  sweet  lady ;  yoer  afiairs 
thisway^ 

MoreL  I  go  but  in  to  the  princess^ 

t.iruard,  Fromwhottl? 

MoreL  From  the  duke's  grace. 

i  Guard,  What  ma?  be  your  ladyship^s  naole? 

M<ireL  I  never  thought  to  give  myself  a  name.—* 
my  iip.nie  is  madam — urn.  My  name  is  something 
an  odd  name  j  but— 1  do  not  stand  upon't— oiy 
name  \s  Thorn. 

1  Guard.  Indeed,  Madam  tliom,  if  his  grace 
hath  sent  you  to  sudi  a  purpose,  you  must  shew 
something  for  our  discharge. 

Morel  Why,  hark'e  jou,  it  was  but  forgotten  of 
th«-  duke  10  send  his  signet ;— but  I  have  hroogbt 
some  of  his  higaess's  deputies  with  me :  I  hope 
that  will  satisfy. 

[A^he  takes  out  mon^  dkc&ven  hreecha. 

9  Guard.  By  this  gold,  breeches ! 

S  Guard.  No,  they  are  but  silk— here  will  be 
tport ;  i  have  a  hint  already. 

I  Guard,  Stj  you  soP  Tis  very  well— But, 
madamv  we  are  many,  and  we  would  be  loth  to 
venture;  deal  ingeniously,'^  sweet  lady;  have 
you  n^i  more  gold  in  your  breeches? 

MoreL  Not  a  doit,'  as  I  am  virtuous  and  sinful. 

1  Guard,  Pass^but,  d*ye  hear,  an*  you  should 
not  be  secret  now  ? 

MoreL  As  1  am  a  gentleman 

d  Guard.  A  gentleman?  di/st  hear  him?  TU 
^t  him  to't 

'  MoreL  1  have  left  some  crowns  with  your  fel- 
low* 

a  Guard.  Tush,  that  wo'not  satisfy  me. 

MoreL  Indeed,  I  ha'  no  more  money* 

f  Guard.  Yon  have  commodity :  hang  this 
transiiory  gold--*give  me — what's  this? 

Morel  Nothing  but  a  wart  o'  my  little  Anger. 

S  Guard.  A  wart !  let  me  see*t. 

[FulU  offhii  glove. 

MoreL  Tis  a  diamond ;  'twas  my  mother's  lega- 
cy^or  else— 

2  Guard*  Is  it  your  will  I  should  have  it  ? 
MoreL  It  was  my  mother's  will  I  should  wear 

it :  her  ghost  will  haunt  me,  an^  I  should  give  it 
away 

i  Guard.  Ton  know  the  way  bach,  lady. 

MoreL  You  will  give  me  my  gold  again  ? 

1  Gudrd,  Not  a  doh,  as  I  am  vhtaous  and 
sin*nl.  Stand  with  him  for  a  tor,  and  know 
you've  Jio  warrsflt  from  the  dukar— ^Tia  ia  oof 
power. 

MoreL  D'ye  hear,  sir,  an'  it  were  a  dlanbond  of 
gold  you  should  have  it 

S  Guai'd.  Lady,  I  kiss  yoikr  hand.  ' 


JUareiL  You've  kiesed  tho  ring  off  Of  fiogei^  Fitf 
sure. 

1  G^srd.  Use  your  fortune ;  pass. 

MoreL  If  I  get  to  the  ladies,  somebody  shall 
pay  for  this ;  t^'s*  my  comfort. 

3  Guard.  Can  you  wrestle,  madam  ? 

[Taktt  him  iof  the  ahouUer. 

MoreL  Ah— wrestle,  sir,  ladies  do  not  use  t» 
wrestle. 

S  Guard,  They  are  thrown  down  with  their 
good-wills  then.  Come,  you  and  I  will  have  a 
bout;  I  must  hug  j^ur  little  body. 

1  Guardw  llamour  him,  and  you're  past  dav* 

MoreL  Would  you  ha'  me  tear  my  clothes  ? 

1  Guard.  Ill  persuade  him. 

2  Guard.  To  tell  yon  true,  madam,  this  fel* 
low  is  an  ahominablelecher ;  there  is  no  'scaping 
him  without  a  fall ;  a  very  satyr;  be  leaps  all 
comes  near  him :  if  your  ladyship's  modesty  ca» 
dispense  with  a  private  favour^you  understand ; 
for  our  parts,  we  are  satisfied  otherwise,  and  our 
lips  are  sewed  up.  Take  Itim  a  one  side,  and  ste 
how  you  can  mollify  him;  he's  a  cock  o'  the 
game,  and  will  tread  you  an'  you  were  ten  thorns. 

MoreL  Mollify  himf  Doth  he  use  ladies  so? 
He  will  molUfy  me  ? 

2  Guard.  An'  you  were  bis  sister,  v&V%  one  to 
him ;  the  devil  is  itot  more  hot  and  robustioas, 
where  he  finds  opposition  to  the  sport ;  therefore 
the  duke  made  choice  of  him,  as  suspecting  some 
lord  might  come  disguised  o'  this  fashion^  to  pre- 
vent di^nour  to  the  princess  and  ladio.— Vse 
your  own  discretion. 

MoreL  What  will  become  of  me  ?  If  he  be  such 
a  wencher,  he'll  ravish  me,  and  discover  all.  Whet 
a  rascal  was  I  to  venture  thus !  Ill  give  thee  my 
fan  to  persuade  him-*help,  help^ 

S  Guard.  Nay  then. 

[He  throws  him  dawn,  and  dhcottn  ht 
breeches. 
Why,  how  now  ?  breeches ! 

1  Guard.  Ttiis  is  a  man. 

2  Guard.  Sure  'ris  a  woman. 

MoreL  To  tell  you  true^  gentlemen,  I  am  nei* 
ther  a  man  nor  a  woman ;  I  am  an  hermaphro- 
dite. 

1  Guard.  How!  an  hermaphrodite?  what 
would  you  do  among  the  ladies,  then  f 

2  Guard.  An  hermaphrodite ! 

3  Guard,  Let's  search  hink 
MoreL  Ah  \ 

1  Guard.  Stay,  let's  be  advised;  if  be  be 
such  a  monster,  our  best  way  is' to  carry  him  to 
the  Duke. 

2  and  3  Guard.  Agreed. 

MoreL  1  shail  be  uodono— D*  ye  Immv  noHe 


*^*  lfi^«iiiottt{tf— Ingeniously  and  iof  enaouly  afe,  in  oar  ancleat  writers,  used,  witheut  the  least  dfatinc* 
tloDy  for  each  other*  .7 
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tnmk;  ^  but  a  foUy  to  ■dt€«einbW»  I  am  ao 
such  thiQ^  I  am  no  bennapbrodite,  I  ao  a  intad 

i  Guard,  Yoar  nmae^  I  beseech  you  ? 

MtrtL  I4W4iut  jest  all  thU  while;  the  Duke 
Umelf  fot  mat  «port,  to  see  tvbether  I  ouuid 
coKSToa ;  in^  naioe's  MoreNo. 

f  QmNL  "ftgnier  MoreUo !  ^tis  not  possible. 

MortL  As  J  aq»  iri««Qii^  J  aoa ;  I  ao>  no  hei^ 
Bupbrodite;  ao  matter  for  the  gold  or  diamonds, 
^  yottf  own.  I'M  acquaint  his  Grace  how  oare- 
fol  I  found  yoo ;  and  if  he  does  not  reward  yoo 
Mde^  fH  saj  hc^s  the  poorest  duke  in  Cbristen- 
<kn :  rU  tell  lum  presently. 

t  Qmri,  Noble  sigpior,  we^  w«t  upon  yoo 
tohiia. 

MoreL  No,  no,  *m  better  for  me  to  go  alone. 

1  daerrf.  Yoor  pwdon,  jou  shall  tell  him  how 
oreful  TOO  found  us;  we'll  relate  to  him  bow 
emmfif  tob  carried  tbe  business. 

MhneL  Nay,  d'ye  hear,  gentlemen— 

AIL  It  orast  be  SQ^  air ;  come,  sweet  eflfemioate 
«pior.  [Exeunt, 

JMn^  Y*aYe  doo^  me  a  noible  office,  stgaiory 
in  fbis 
IKMorerr;  where  now  lives  her  banished  lover? 

luhk  My  kinsman  lives  in  Florenoe;  but  two 
days  since 
I  reoeifed  letters  from  him. 

Amhn,  In  Florenoe  too? 

JWb.  8ir,  ypu  may  censure  me; 
But  Biy  afisc&on  to  the  imured  lord, 
Aad  not  witbont  respect  mito  the  bonovr 
Of  your  master  too,  hath  been  tlve  cause  of 
Mj  free  langnage. 

Amku,  Trust  me,  senior, 
Ve  are  aH  engaged  to  study  yoo  a  recompence ; 
But  l^otoa  was  unjust  to  banish  bim, 
For  beii^  too  mncfa  a  servant. 

IW9.  Sir,  when  princes  resolve  to  punishr— 

AmhoL  Virtoe  shall 'beti^pason. 
Twts  tyraqny— why  now  is  she  thus  caged  ? 

fuh.l cai)  conjecture  nothing  but  his  jealousy, 
^'^Wi  will  be  ever  active.    By  that  Kiv'e 
^e  interdianged  at  Pisa,  when  we  grew 
Together  in  our  studies,  I  conjure 
Tour  nobleness  to  silence. 

Ambag,  You  mil  dishonour  me  by  suspicion  :— 
Jad  charmed. 

^er  Pe&evotto,  Domdolo,  fu^  Gauixi. 

ftrtn.  My  lioneured  lord ! 
^«6ai.  Signior  Pereaotto ! 
7afo.  My  gentle  sparks ! 
Pond,  and  Qrut,  Your  servants* 


Fmh.  You  are  aU  oouHstiip. 

Ferem.  U  your  lordship  for  {bis  «roiider  ? 

AmbM,  What  wonder,  my  loisd  ? 

Perea.  These  pair  of  gentlemen  have  discoursed 
me  into  admiration;  there's  one  has  andertaken 
to  go  invisible. 

JUnboi.  Invisible! 

Perea.  This  hour  expected,  and  in  4his  place. 

Fuiv.  How? 

Dond,  With  a  trick  that  he  ha<i. 

FmIv,  Do  you  believe  liim,  gentlemen  i 

Orut.  You  sMi  see't. 

Dond.  We  mete  heretics  in  that  point;  but 
oar  understandings  are  convinced;  he  did  de- 
monstrate. 

Ortt/.  And,  because  you  shall  know  the  trutb 
of  his  art,  he  will  be  invisible  all  but  bis  hand  : 
what  4faiok  you  of  that  ?  the  rarest  feUuw  in 
Christendom. 

Amhai.  Nothing  visible  but  his  hand  ? 

Domi,  As  sure  as  we  have  given  him  a  hundred 
crowns  in  hand. 

4mbti^  Why  is  not  the  Duke  presented  with 
this  noH^lty  ? 

Doa^  He's  travelling  to  the  emperor  6rst; 
only  as  he  gees,  for  our  sake,  he  will  shew  us  a 
igary  of  his  art. 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

Here's  Rolliardo;  he's  somewhat  coslixe  o' 
t'other  side,  wanu  faiths 

RoL  Save  you,  nest  of  courtiers ;  smooth  fooes, 
rich  clothes,  and  sublime  compliments,  make  you 
amorous  in  sight  of  your  ladies.  Donzeil  del 
Pbebo  and  Rosicleer'^,  are  you  there?  what  pes- 
tilent -diseases  have  you  got,  4hat  you  wear  so 
much  musk  and  civet  about  you  ?  Oh  for  a  priest 
of  Cupid  to  sacrifice  you  now !  iiow  yourbpeeohes 
would  burn  like  incense,  and  your  hair,  disguised 
in  sweet  powder,  leave  your  bodies  in  a  mist, 
while  your  bones  were  inwardly  oonsumiug  with 
the  iire  of  dame  Venus's  altar ! 

Z^oaJ.  The  same 'humourist  still. 

RoL  I  beard  say  we  shall  have  stfange  appari- 
tions i'the  air,  and  yet  invisible  wgiiders ;  a  |iand 
mustjappear  as  fatal  to  some,  as  that  hung  o*er 
the  capitol ;  for  there  is  a  sus4>icion  some  purses 
will  be  juggled  empty,  and  as  silent  as  the  moon ; 
no  bright  Sol  appearing,  nor  apiece  of  pale>faced 
silver  m  your  silken  hemispheres. 

Kimt,  He  is  a»  infidel. 

RoL  Right,  lehochanan!  right,  my  precious 
Jew  !  we  are  all  infidel  that  wo'not  believe  the 
court-catechism.  My  lord  ambassador,  you  are 
welcome  from  4'lorence:  does  the  great  duke 
pick  sallads  still?  I  mean  continue  his  assise^ re* 
turn  into  his  emrheqoer,  once  in  seven  years,  .the 
wealth  of  Tuscany  ?  Vespasian  was  beld  covetou 


??  DmtU  del  PMo  imd  i?oi/cfcer— Famous  heroes  of  romance.    Sec  Tk^  Mirror  of  Knighthood 


Digitized  by 


Google 


£30 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


[Sbiblby^ 


for  ordabtng  vessels  to  receive  the  beneficial 
public  urine ;  but  *m  heathenism  among  Christi- 
ans not  to  hold  dulcit  odor  lucri  k  re  qualibei. 

Ambai.  lie's  mad. 

RoL  Signior  Perenotto,  it  has  puzzled  my  un- 
derstanding how  you  can  subsist  at  court,  without 
making  use  oftlie  common  sins,  flattery  and  cor- 
ruption ;  take  heed,  you*re  a  great  man,  and  *tis 
ominous  to  die  in  your  bed ;  a  sign  your  children 
are  liice  to  inherit  but  weak  brams :  thou  mayst 
go  to  heaven,  but  thy  heir  had  rather  thou 
shouldst  make  a  joumcv  to  Erebus  for  the  pro- 
verb's sake,  '*  Happy  is  that  son  whose  father  goes 
to  the  devil." — Why,  when  comes  out  my  don  In- 
visible ?  mav  be  he's  here  already,  for  we  cannot 
see  him.  \Vhat  says  my  squirrel  ?  thou  lookest 
dull  and  physical,  methinks :  the  crowns  will  re- 
turn again  invisibly,  never  fear  it.  And  how  does 
my  grave  gymnosophist,  whose  ambition  is  to  be 
registered  an  honest  lord,  though  thou  beest  bu- 
ri^  upon  alms,  carried  to  church  with  four 
torches,  and  have  an  inscription  on  thy  marble 
worse  than  the  ballad  of  the  devil  and  the  bakery 
and  might  be  sung  to  as  vile  a  tune  too. — Gentle- 
men, ril  invite  jfou  shortly  to  see  my  licad  cut 
off;  and  do  only  intreat  you  would  not  laugh  at 
me  when  1  am  dead ;  'twill  vhew  but  poorly  in 
jrou,  and  I  shall  revenge  it  with  my  ghost  walk- 
ing. 

Fuh.  Either  be  is  very  confident  to  atchieve 
his  design,  or,  late  grown  desperate,  he  talks  so 
wildly* 

Enter  Servant. 

DoiidL  I  wonder  signior  Altomaro  forgets  us ! 
Now,  DOW  ye  shall  hear :  this  is  his  servant ;  I 
know  he  is  not  far  off.  Where  is  thy  roaster  f 

Serv*'  He  is  invisible— thb  letter  is  directed 
to  you. 

The  Letter, 
Gentlemen^ 
That  you  may  perceive  I  deal  plainly  tpith  you, 
I  am  now  inviiible  all  but  my  handy  and  here 
it  ii  :  you  may  with  ease  read  every  liney  at  I 
promiied  upon  the  receipt  of  your  crownt,-^ 
His  Hand. 

Serff.  Aj,  sir,  'tis  his  own  band,  I  can  assure 
you. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Dond.  He  does  not  mean  to  serve  us  so?  thou 
dost  but  jest    Where  is  he  invisible  ? 

SeriD.  Here,  I  think,  for  I  cannot  see  him ;  nor 
do  I  know  when  I  shall,  or  where  he  will  be  vi- 
sible again.  Upon  diligent  search  I  fo^Dd  this 
paper,  but  my  master  is  not  to  be  found. 

Fuh.  Then  he  is  invisible,  indeed. 

J|{|»^  All  but  bis  hand.    Ua,ba! 


Grut.  I  do  incline  to  bdieve  that  we  are 
cheated. 

Peren.  With  a  trick  that  he  has.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Ambas.  You  were  heretics  in  that  point,  till  be 
did  demonstrate.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

RoL  I  inonofrcontain  my  merry  spleen.  Ha,ba! 

Fulv.  Come,  my  lord,  let's  leave  them  now,  to 
be  their  own  derision. 

[Ejeunt  Amhauador  and  FuLVXo. 

Enter  Guards  with  Morello. 

Dond.  Signior  Morello,  ha,  ha,  ha!  How  came 
he  in  a  petticoat } 

MoreL  Carry  me  away  quickly ;  they  will  laugh 
me  out  of  my  little  wit. 

Rt^'  No,  no,  do  not,  geutlensen ;  remember 
yourselves. 

Grut.  We  wo*not  then. 

Peren,  Morello !  Til  wait  upon  bira  to  the  Duke 
myself. 

MoreL  What  wise  man  in  Itofy  would  be  in  my 
coat  now  f  [Exit. 

Kol.  I  was  costive,  and  an  infidel;  you  are 
Christian  coicombs ;  and  so,  while  I  see  what  will, 
become  of  the  mirth  that  is  gone  before,  I  leave 
your  wise  signiorships  to  the  mercy  of  your  gar- 
ters ;  which  is  a  speedy  way,  after  a  little  tii^e, 
to  make  yourselves  invisible  indeed.  Fare  you 
well.  [Exit. 

Dond.  Signior  Gruiti,  we  are  guU'd. 

Grut,  I  always  thought  he  would  cheat  us. 
What  shall's  do  to  prevent  ntore  laughter  ? 

Serv.  I  am  resolved.~I  shall  get  no  more  mo- 
ney by  him.  Gentlemen,  be  not  head-hung,  droop 
not ;  'tis  in  this  sconce  '^  to  revenge  yourselveS| 
^d  it  ro^  be  recover  your  crowns  too. 

Dond.  How,  pr'y thee  ? 

Serv.  My  master — 

Dond,  Is  invisible ;  we  know't  too  well. 

Serv.  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  discover  hire 
to  your  eyes  again,  nay,  give  him  to  jonr  ppsses- 
sion? 

Dond.  Tliis* 

Grut.  And  this — ol),  quickly. 

[Give  ^Jm  money. 

Serv.  Then  first  know,  my  master  is  not  that 
man  you  took  him  for ;  no  Altomaro  be,  but  Bo- 
namico  the  decayed  artist,  he  that  made  propei^ 
ties,  and  jgrew  |M>or  for  want  of  pictures ;  who,  for 
fear  of  his  creditors,  left  his  dwelling,  and, in  this 
quaint  disguise,  ^et  up  the  trade  of  cozening  such 
wise  gentlemen  as  you  are.  • 

Grut.  and  Dond,  Bonamico ! 

Serv.  The  same. 

Dond  Oh  that  we  could  reach  him  again ! 

Serv.  Follow  me  close,  and  I  will  bring  you 
within  an  hair  s  breadth  of  his  false  beard  imme- 
diately. 


'f5cofio#— liead. 
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Grut.  That  will  be  excellent 

Dand,  Nimbly,  good  Mercury,  Dimbly. 

\ExeunU 

J^ii/er  EuocvTA,  Fidella,  Mardona,Do^ella, 
Katharina,  Cassiana. 

Fid,  Madam,  you  are  too  passive ;  if  yon  be 
dejected,  what  must  we,  whose  hopes  and  blisses 
depend  upon  your  fortune  ? 

Dom,  Oh  liberty,  liberty !  Are  all  the  Roman 
.ipiriu  extinct  ?  Never  a  Brutus  in  nature  to  de- 
hver  poor  ladies  from  this  captivity  ? 

Cot.  Since  there  is  no  probability  of  oor  en- 
largement, let*s  be  merry,  and  despise  our  su6fer^ 
inf^  laugh,  tell  ules,  siogv  dance,  any  thing  to 
cozen  our  melancholy. 

Emg.  There  are  some  thoughts,  that  stick  upon 
my  memory,  I  would  fain  discharge. 

Katk.  Shall  we  try  our  lutes,  madam  f 

£ug.  And  voices,  if  you  please. 

Don,  Yes,  you  majr  try :  they  say  music  built 
the  walls  of  Thebes ;  it  were  a  greater  miracle  if 
you  could  charm  these  to  fall,  i  shall  never  en- 
dare  to  live  an  anchorite  thus ;  and,  if  it  were  not 
for  the  happiness  that  I  do  sometimes  dream  of 
a  man,  I  should  leap  the  battlement  Now  would 
I  give  i|ll  my  jewels  for  the  sight  of  a  pair  of 
brveches,  though  there  were  nothing  in  ^m.       * 

[Song, 

This  but  feeds  our  dullness.  Shall  we  dance,, 
madam,  and  stir  ourselves  f 

Cm.  I  am  for  that  music :  we  shall  grow  to  the 
ground,  an^  we  use  no  more  activity. 

Bug,  With  all  my  heart. 

Don.  None  o'  your  dull  measures;''  there's 
BO  ^rt  but  in  your  country  6garies;  a  nimble 
dance  will  heat,  and  make  us  merry. 

[Tkey  dance  ;  vhieh  done,  a  hell  ringi, 

Evg.  Hark,  the  bell. 

[JEnl  DoN£LLA,  and  enten  again  witha  letter. 

Von.  Some  news  from  the  Duke ; 
A  letter,  madam,  and  these  jewels. 

Euf.  Ha!  whence — from  Florence?    [Readt, 
This  IS  my  father's  practice ;  III  peruse  Uie  pa- 
per. [Exit, 

Don.  I  have  an  excellent  hint, ladies,  of  a  mirth 
Cannot  but  please  the  princess. 

Firf.  Whatis't? 

Don,  It  will  require  every  one's  endeavour ; 
What  if  we  play  some  pretty  comic  story  ? 

Kath.  A  play? 

Cat,  Shall  we? 

Don,  We  !  do  not  distrust  your  own  perform- 
ance. I  ha*  known  men  ha*  been  insufficient, 
hot  women  can  pUy  their  parts. 

Mar.  I  like  it ;  'twill  be  new. 

Don,  We  will  not  present  it  to  the  priocess^ 
^t  engage  her  person  in  the  action; 


We  shall  be  too  few  else ;  some  pretty  interlude^ 
To  square  with  our  number.— D*  ye  allow  it  ? 

AIL  WiUingly. 

Don.  Come,  1*11.  acquaint  you  with  a  plot  then 
instantly ;  refer  yourselves  to  me  for  your  parts. 
We  can  receive  no  disparagement,  our  spectators 
cannot  jeer  us ;  for  we'll  sfieak  but  to  tlie  people 
in  the  hangings,  and  tbcy  have  as  much  judgement 
as  some  men,  that  are  but  dothes,  at  most  but 
walking  pictures. 

Jm2.  I  shall  be  out 

Cos.  What  part  will  you  give  me?  HI  be -a 
king. 

Katk,  Thou'lt  play  a  tyrant  bravely. 

Don,  Let  me  alone,  I'll  fit  you  alt,  I  warrant 
you. '  [Exeuntm. 

Eater  Dondolo  and  Grutti. 

Dond,  Now  our  invisible  merchant  is  caged,  w« 
may  redeem  our  opinion,  and  pass  again  in  the 
rank  of  discreet  courtiers. 

Qrut,  I  think  now,  to  most  of  the  beholders, 
he  is  invisible  all  but  his  head,  for  he  has  but  a 
small  grate  to  look  out  at 

Dond,  He  shall  gull  no  mor0  with  his  art,  I 
warrant  him. 

Grut,  Nay,  he  is  like  to  lie  by't ;  for  I  hear 
^ince,  all  his  creditors,  like  so  manj  crows,  havo 
light  upon  him,  and  they'll  leave  bim  but  a  thia 
carcase. 

Dond,  Let  'em  pick  out  his  eyes,  what  care  wef 

Grut,  He  sent  me  an  epistle  to  take  pity  on  him. 

Dond.  But,  I  hope,  thou  hast  more  wit  than  ta- 
shew  thyself  a  Christian  to  such  a  rascal  as  he  is* 

Grut^  I  returned  him  my  court-compliment^ 
that  I  was  sorry  I  could  not  serve  him;  I  would 
do  him  any  office  that  stretched  not  to  mine  owi| 
prejudice ;  that  we  had  taken  order  with  his  keep- 
ers, upon  payment  of  our  suins  disburst,  he  migpt 
be  enlarged. . 

Dond,  Which  is  impossible. 

Enter  Bon  ^m  ico  brave. 

Pr'ytheeiet  me  see  his  fetter ;  in  what  submis- 
sive language  the  rogue  does  lieseech  us — Most 
heroic  signiors, — good — I  thn»w  myself  at  the  feet 
of  your  mercy,  for  to  your  justice  I  beg  I  may  not 
be  made  a  sacrifice— nay,  we'll  make  him  beg  ere 
we  ha'  done. 

Grut.  At  the  grate. 

Dond,  I  confess  I  ha*  done  you  wrong--doef 
he  so  ?  it  shall  not  serve  the  turn — there  is  no 
hope  I  shall  ever  satisfy  you,-^all  the  better,  lie 
and  rot — if  I  be  known  a  prisoner  to.  my  credi- 
tors, I  am  irrecoverably  lost ;— oh,  compassionate 
a  miserable  man,  who  otherwise  must  soon  forfeit 
his  day-light^  and  die  in  a  dungeon.^Hay  ha,  ha! 

Bonam.  Save  you,  noble  signiors. 


^'  ISM  meewrcf  See  note  35  to  Jhxandtr  mi  Campatp^ 
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0rut,  Ka! 

Ikmd.  Tm  he. 

Grut  Did  he  not  die  in  prisooy  mi  bis  ghost 
ftMints  us,  hrwte  ? — ^is  m*t  he. 

fioBfiiB.  Wi^  tkit  eternal  mtbttmnee  *^-  of  my  toui 
Did  live  mmrmned  in  my  wani9n/Usk^ 
wmi  19  forth— And  oow  d*ye  like  Don  Aodpea 
§tnri>pen  ?  poor  snake  f  but  he  has  cast  his  skinf 
aa4  recovered  a  new  coat  o'the  Destinies^  spin- 
■ng.    The  bird  is  flown  again. 

I)<md.  How  the  devil  came  he  at  lihertgr  f 

Gruf.  And  thus  gallaat? 
^  Bomam.  The  slave  does  not  beg  of  your  heroic 
pgniorships  a  oourt-oompassion :  debts  must  be 
pwd :  tliere  is  do  danger  of  the  grate,  as  the  ca»e 
poef»  a^  of  forfeiting  his  day-light  in  a  dungeon, 
if  I  mistake  not,  my  illustnpus  pair  of  wigeons, 
By  serene  spiooth-faced  coxcombs,  whose  brains 
•re  curdled  this  hot  weather.  WiH  your  neat 
worship  sell  your  cloak,  ha  ?  of  you  that  superflu* 
^Ris  donble-hatch'd  rapier  ?  there  be  sums  in  na- 
tare  to  lend  you,  upon  security  that  I  shall  hke 

Dmtd,  tiejefraos. 

QruU  Would  we  durst  beat  htm. 

Bmipm.  You  yee  me  now,  gentlemen,  perfect- 
ly: what  if  I  should  walk  before  you  wkhout  a 
Body,  wfkj  i^ead  hanging  iji  the  air  like  a  comet  7 

^nter  Rclliardo. 

Crt^,  Would  thou  wer't  hanged  any  way. 

Doni,  Here's  Rolljiardo  too  { 
Lk's  be  gone. 

Bmnim,  Or  shall  {  appoii^  you  a  day  ^n^ifni  I 
wHt  be  mvisible  all  but  my  hand  ? 

BandL  No,  I  thank  you,  sir;  we  hav«  some 
^siness  at  this  present 

Grut,  Let's  to  the  pnsoD,  aad  kaow  the  woe* 
derbett^er: 
Noble  signior— 

JBofiaai.  For  your  crowaa— 

Dond.  Weai^gM  we  bad 'jem ^ you :  dear 
fli^ior,  talk  no  more  on  'em.  [Exeunt. 

Bqmm.  Firewall  pha^itasmas  then— ha !  'tis  he, 

sir* 

KjoL  K^p  your  way. 

Bof^m.  You  do  not  know  me : 
Bat  i  haf  brought  a  Hfe,  which  by  your  means 
Has  been  preserved  from  wretchedness;  your 

bounty 
llesenres  you  shodd  dispose  it. 

RU,  What  are  vou? 

Bonam,  I  was  the  object  of  a  charity 
Wc  seldom  meet  in  aaankind ;  from  a  prison 


You  sent  a  sum  to  faee  mt. 

RoL  Pr'ythee,  friend,  if  ihoa'sl  Mcif  ed  m  bc- 

naiit,  go  home,  and  say  thy  prayers ; ^I  wooljl 

forget  it 

Bonam,  llong  many  whom  your  ooMeness  en* 
larged, 
I  came  to  make  you  taodcr  of  o^  iarnc»f 
D«»pise  not,  ar,  my  graiiuide. 

HoL  D'ye  mock  me? 

BoHom*  Maf  my  soul  want  htmmt^  mticy 
then !  to  you. 
Next  my  Creator,  I  do  owe  this  my  being; 
I  have  a  soul  is  fuU  (#f  thanks;  but  name 
Employment  tp  assure  you,  and  you 
twicie  happy. 

RaL  I  ha*  nothing  to  say  to  you. 

Bi9Mm.  Then  I  W  sonwrhing  to  say  to  ym. 

RoL  How? 

Bonam,  Aad  you  shall  hear  it  Coo,aad  givama 
thanks; 
You've  sowed  yoarcbari^  in  a  fruhfill  grooad, 
Which  shall  ratom  it  teaiold,  nay  one  hundred. 
What  you  have  done  for  me,  you  sba)i 

ledge 
I  will  deserve  to  the  height 

RoL  Th'  art  liberal  in  lan( 

BoaoM.  ni  be  activa-^oflT  wk£  this  mill«|Aa^ 
ft  bcurvUy  becomes  you,  d'ye  hear?  r    ' 

I  9tudied  for  you  since  you  paid  my  debts  f 
ril  4o  you  a  courtesy,  and  save  yoar  lifis. 
Which  your  attempt  upon  the  pnneesa  ha* 
Left  despenate ;  a  ftiappy  fiMM7,sir, 
If  heaven  will  please  to  prosper  il,  aad  y^m 
Not  be  your  own  enemy  to  reiuse  it 

£0^  Ha, ha, bat  what ai^Ban'st ? 

Bonam,  Na^,  you  shall  iau^  and  beartil^,  ere 
I  ha'  done  wi' ye. 

The  Duke  does  iov«  bis  dipagbtef^  sea^e  ber  all 
Rarities  are  presented  to  btaii.  ,  ^ 

RoL  His  soul's  not  deaier  to  him        wbet  of 
that? 

Bonam,  Why  dMO  you  shall  be  odaMtted  into 
the  castle  of  eomfort,  that's  all ;  the  ooncmlis  in 
ray  brain;  and  wonld  you  couid  as  prphably  pC 
her  consent  to  untie  her  virgin-oone,  as  I  dispose 
your  access  to  her ;  k  shall  notooat  yoa  BMicb.  If 
I  fail,  instead  of  sayipg  of  my  pray«r%  ITi  cane 
the  destinies,  and  die  with  you. 

RoL  lyye  bear,  I  h<  bestowed  three  haadred 
crowns  already  to  «et  your  heels  at  liberty.  If 
you  do  mock  me,  it  shall  cost  me  five  handle^ 
but  I'll  ha'  you  clapped  up  again,  where  ^u  shall 
howl  all  day  at  the  grate  for  a  tae|l  atnig^ftoii^ 
thebasket'^ 


"^  Wkm  thU  denuU  tiMmtee,  &c.— See  7%«  Spmiith  Tragedy. 
"7  The  baskei-^ln  which  brofceameat  was  fanaariy  — Bt4o  tha  prisaai.    8. 

Stowe  sayi,  that  **  the  poorer  sort  of  prisoners,  as  well  in  this  counter,  (<.  e.  the  Poultry,)  as  in  that  ia 
Weod-slrcet,  receive  daily  jwljaf  |r«w  Ite  ikifiiV^  Mk  0^*  ^  the  bi«kl»  »9t  and  brcad.*'-*Strype*i 
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B9fuuiL  Are  you  in  earnest  now  ? 

RoL  Yes. 

Bonam,  By  all  tbat  you  have  threatened*  so  mi 
L    Hkve  but  the  patience  tf>  ivalk,  and  hear  me. 

HoL  Can  thy  art  procure  this? 

Bonam,  My  art !  Why,  leok  you,  I  made  this 
watch.    Hi  bestow  it  on  you. 

RoL  What  to  do  ?  to  reckon  the  hours  I  ha^e 
19  live? 


BoiutnL  It  sha'noteestme  «>m<iol»tro«bie^  as 
that  toy  did,  to  make  yoo  master  of  your  wishes 
stih,  ifHeaven  prosper  k.    CoMe^  let^S  talk  pfi* 
Tately,  yoa  shall  ha'  the  pot. 
Be  that  doth  nsany  good  deeds,  h  may  Mi, 
Among  the  rest,  one  may  reward  tbeto  alt. 
I  long  to  be  discoursing  it.    Pray  lead  the  way* 

RoL  Provide  a|^ia  yon  nwck  mt  not^    Gome 
i  on,  sir. 


ACT  IV. 


SCfiSTB  I. 
Enter  DonnoLo  and  GKtsrtt, 

DontL  Rolliardo  pay  his  debts !  Sure  the  fellow, 
that  never  saw  much  money  in's  life,  now,  by  the 
Dake  made  master  of  so  many  sums,  is  grown 
flMfi  with 'em. 

Grui.  Many  other  hath  he  i^harged,  thev  say. 

D0nd,  He'll  undo  the  Exchequer  an'  be  held  on. 
He  shall  be  chronicled  for't 

Orut,  He  has  some  cause  to  imagine  himself 
diort-liTed,  and  that  makes  him  so  desperately 
charitabie  Coward  his  end.    Signior  Pefeootte4 

£ll/erP£BEN0ttO. 

Peren,  Dondolo  and  Orutd,  newi^  news  for 
ye! 

JJontL  What,  we  beseech  you  ? 

Pertn,  You  have  lost  the  best  roirtb  in  Italy  in 
your  absence ;  your  companion  Morello-^ 

Domti,  Was  canned  to  the  Duke  in  a  petticeat, 
in  which  be  attempted  a  passage  to  the  sequester- 
ed ladies.    What's  the  issue  ? 

Peren.  Mirth  in  abundance. 

One/.  How  came  he  off? 

Peren,  Nay,  'tis  on  still.  The  Duke,  to  make 
himself  sport,  would  call  a  council,  before  whom 
the  poor  signior  must  be  arraigned.  Not  to  hold 
yoa  in  suspence,  the  business  was  merrily  discua- 
sed,  and  tne  pitiful  projector  was  judged--* 

Dond,  How,  how? 

Perm.  T**  wear  the  petticoat  for  a  month.  If 
he  appeal*  without  it,  during  the  term,  he  inours 
his  pierpetual  exile  from  court. 


Dond*  emd  GtuK  Ha^  h%  ba  I 

Peren,  You  may  imagine,  with  what  variety  of 
lamentable  faeeslne  courtier  heard  his  unexpected 
sentence!.  Some  would  have  pleaded  for  him,  but 
fo#  laughter,  which  oontinaed  so  long  and  so  high^ 
that  he  had  time  to  collect  his  scattered  senses; 
and,  instead  of  swooning,  whtoh  wasr  expected,  ba 
^ew  forti^ed,  and  moM  humbly  besought  thU 
Doke^  shice  his  Sentenee  had  past  so  d^oiiiv% 
be  would  be  so  merciful  to  admit  him  that  coorsw 
of  a  moon  to  be  hie  jester;  that,  since  he  eouki 
not  shake  off  the  fool's  eosit,  that  he  might  have 
that  favourable  pretence  to  keep  it  on, 

Grut.  Very  good, 

Perrn.  'TwAs easily  granted;  butevef  since, to 
the  astonishment  of  the  hearers,  he  is  grown  sojo* 
cund  and  airy,  nay,  as  if  be  had  been  bom  with 
a  song  in's  head,  be  talks  everla^ag  balhal ;  no 
man  kughs  at  him^  but  he  hMhea  mat  in  rlwme 
worse  than  a  satyr.  The  Duke  has  privileged  hut 
mirth,  made  him  fool-free,  and  now  he  plays  the 
tyrant.<>-Ue's  hei«  already. 

Enter  Morello  like  ajetter. 

Morel  O yes, O yes, O yes! 

If  there  be  any  one,  in  city  or  in  town, 
Can  shew  me  il  wise  man,  I'll  please  him  for 
his  pains. 

Peren.  Disgrace  has  made  him  witty. 

Dond,  What  will  yoa  say  to  him  will  shew  yos 
a  wise  man  ? 

MoreL  Marry,  if  he  go  far,  he  is  not  so  visa 
a^  he  should  be.  Dondmo^  Gruttt!  old  acquaint- 
ance, how  is't?  how  i8*t? 


^iiiion,  1790,  K  iN.  f«  M,    And  Hfmslilger,  hi  The  City  MmUim,  act  1.  sc.  1.,  menUons  the  sheriTs  ItaiK 
ket: 

**  Thou  antbaakful  wretch, 

Did  our  charity  redeeni  thee  out  of  prison. 

Thy  patrimony  spent,  ragged,  and  lowvy  t 

tVhen  the  sheriJT*  basket  and  bis  broken  meat 

Were  your  fmival  exceediugsi  and  is  this 

So  soon  forgot  ?" 

At  Christmas,  m^  probably  at  some  other  tlaies,  It  is  still  custemary  for  the  levi  ma^  and  sherilh  to 
visit  the  markets,  and  the  bouses  of  those  who  vend  either  meat  or  bread,  aiid  solicit  charity  for  the  pri* 
In  the  several  jailSk 
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Grut.  The  cAse  is  altered  with  you. 
Morel  It  does  appear  so ;  but  uothiog  can  make 
toe  fMTOud,  ril  know  my  fellows. 

Feren.  How  do  you  meau,  Morello  } 
Morel.  Your  lordship  may  oiake  one  at  foot- 
ball; 
lis  all  the  sport  now-a-days. 

What  other  is  the  world  than  a  ball, 
Which  we  run  after  with  hoop  and  with. 

hollow  ? 
He  that  doth  catch  it  is  sure  of  a  fall. 
His  heels  trip*d  up  by  him  that  doth  follow. 
Dond,  Do  not  women  play  too  ? 
Grut.  They  are  loo  light,  quickly  down. 
Jkfore/^0  yes,  they  are  the  bebt  gamesters  of  all, 
For  though  they  often  lie  on  the  ground, 
Not  one  amongst  aliundred  will  fall, 
But  under  her  coats  the  ball  will  be 

found. 
Wtth  a  fading. '« 
But  we  be  three  of  old,  without  exception  to 
your  lordship,  only  with  this  diflference,  1  am  the 
wisest  fool ;  for  you  play  the  tool  in  your  old 
clothes,  and  1  have  a  new  coat  on. 
Pereiu  Does  it  not  become  him  } 
Dond,  Rarely  well ;  Do  you  ever  mean  to  re- 
sign it  ? 

Grut,  Twere  pity  but  he  should  have  a  pa- 
tent for*t,  to  him  and  his  posterity. 

MoreL  Hark  you,  gcmlemen,d'ye  hear  the  news  ? 
Dond.  News!  what  news? 
MoreL  Do  you  not  hear  on't  yet  ?  why,  'tis  in  a 
ballad  siready. 

Grut,  And  thou  can*st  sing  it 
Morel.  Twas  well  gues'd,  and  I  can  ^but  hit  o* 
tfietune. 

There  was  an  invisible  fox^  by  chance 

Did  meet  with  two  visible  geese} 
He  led  *em  a  fine  invisible  dahce^ 
"     For  a  hundred  crowns  a-piece. 
Invisible  all  but  his  hand  he  would  go. 

But  when  it  came  to  be  trtfd^ 
Not  onUf  hu  hand  which  was  left  he  did  show, 

But  a  fair  pair  of  heels  beside. 
Invisible  since  their  wits  have  been, 

But  yet  there  is  hope  of  either. 
Their  wit  and  their  crowns  may  return  againy 

Invisible  altogether,  ^Exit. 

Crut.  And  he  continue  thus  but  a  moon,  he'll 
make  the  court  mad. 

Feren^OYi  'twill  be  eicellcnt;  since  it  is  not 
safe  for  a  wise  man  to  speak  truth,  'twere  pity 
fools  should  lose  their  privilege.    The  Duke. 

Enter  Duke,  Fclvio,  and  Courtiers, 
Fulv.  My  lord. 


Dttifce.  Whatis't? 

Fulv,  Here's  an  important  suitor  calls  himself 
Ad  artist,  humbly  craves  admittance  with 
A  present  which  he*d  tender  to  your  acceptance. 
And,  if  my  judgment  ere  not,  a  most  pleasing  one. 

Duke.  Let  us  see  him  and  his  present; 
It  will  reward  my  daughter's  patience. 

Love  and  obiedience : All  the  rarities 

Ten  kingdoms  yield,  shall  not  be  though  to6 

weighty. 
That  slie  may  shift  each  solitary  hour 
With  a  fresh  object. 

Enter  Bonamico.    A  Cage  dUcaoered, 

Dond,  Bonamico ! 

GnU.  'tis  he. 

Duke.  By  my  lov^  to  goodness, 
It  is  a  master-piece,  'twill  feed  the  eye 
With  plenty  of  delight. 

Bonam,  1  am  as  jocund  since  I  am  admitted,  I 
ulk  as  glib, 
Methinks,  as  he  that  farms  the  monuments.  ^ 

Duke.  Is't  not,  sirs  ? 

Feren.  My  lord,  I  have  not  seen  «>  mocfa  delist 
In  any  piece  these  seven  years. 

Duke,  Where's  the  master  of  this  worl:? 

Bonam,  My  lord, 
I  am  the  constable,  that  put  all  these  in  the 
cage,  and  you  may  call  it  a  point  of  injustice,  for 
they  never  kept  late  hours :  though  they  all  wear 
feathers,  there's  not  a  roarer  amongst  them,  and 
yet,  were  they  suffered,  they'd  fly  high,  for  some 
of  them  are  very  lofty-minded. 

Duke.  A  pleasant  fellow  too. 

Bonam,  Oti,  my  lord,  we  are  atl  bom  in  our 
degrees  to  make  one  another  merry :  the  birds 
make  me  merry,  1  ihake  my  wrfe  merry,  the  fool 
makes  your  courtiers  merry,  and  the  courti^ 
make  your  Grace  merry. 

Duke.  And  whom  do  I  make  merry  ? 

Bonam,  The  whole  commonwealth,  if  you  go-' 
vern  handsomely. 

Duke,  There's  salt  in's  mirth  : 

ni  have  this  fellow  wait  i'the  conrt 

Bonam,  I  shall  be  kicked  out  by  the  pages. 

Duke,  Why  so? 

Bonam,  Because  I  cannot  flatter. 

Duke.  A  conceited  thing : 
We  lack  the  humourist  Kolliardo  here. 

Dond,  We  saw  him  in  the  court  ere  while,  mr 
lord. 

Duke.  This  humour  would  have  been  m  gac^ 
fly  to  him. 
And  stung  him  to  the  quick. 

Bonam.  Not  altogether  so,  Duke. 

Grut.  Fellow,  what  bird  is  that  ? 

Bonam,  Fellow  ! — cry  mercy,  I  do  forget  yoa, 
fellow,    ril  tell  thee :  d'  ye  not  know  hun  ?  'tis 


■»  Fading,-^ A  fading  is  an  Irish  dance.     See  Mr  Tyrrwbit's  note  on  The  Winter's  Tnit^  A.  4.  S.  S. 
'^  That  farms  tht  monuments, — 1  suppose  he  means  the  monumtnts  in  old  St  haul's,  or  those  in  AVcst- 
■ihisier-Abbey.    S. 
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mn  Aralnan  woodcock,  tiie  stine  that  carriod  a 
^Nuidi  of  grapes  in  Januaiy  last  to  Betfalem  Ga- 
bor. 

Dond.  And  what  call  you  this  ? 

Bonam.  This  was  the  duke  of  Venice  his  own 
bnlfioch,  and  taken  by  the  Turks. 

Duke.  By  the  Turks  say*st  thoa?  be  droops 
indeed. 

Bonam.  Since  his  captivity,  the  wretch  endured 
Much  misery  by  the  infidel ;  it  had  nothing 
But  bread  and  water  for  three  monihi. 

Fuh.  A  shrewd  calamity. 

DtUU.  I  do  aSdct  this  fellow's  prate. 

Feren   What's  this? 

Bomam.  This  is  the  blackbird  whidi  was  hatcht 
that  day 
Oondamore  died ;  ^  and  which  was  ominous, 
Abont  that  timo  Spinola's  thrush*'  forsook  hiui. 

Peren.  Was  this  he? 

Bomam.  Yes. 

Duke.  And  what  was  this  f 

Bmmm.  This  was  the  pigeon  was  so  shrewdly 
liandled 
For  carrying  letters  at  the  siege  of  Bergen.  ^ 

Peren,  Alas,  pretty  bird — ^ 

BoMwm.  This,  a  wagtail  of  the  dty,  which  a 
silkroan 
So  dearly  loved,  he  called  it  wife,  but  could  not 
(Tboueh  in  much  jealousy  he  had  caged  her  up) 
Keep  her  from  flying  out.    This  was  a  rail. 
Bred  up  by  a*  zealous  brother  in  Amsterdam,  ^^ 
Which  being  sent  unto  an  English  lady. 
Was   ta*en  at  sea  by  Donkirkers.— Name  but 

Rome, 
And  straight  she  gapes  as  she  would  eat  the  pope ; 
A  bird  to  be  maw  much  on :  she  and  the  horse 
That  snorts  at  Spain,  by  an  instinct  of  nature. 
Should  have  shewn  tricks  together.    I  coi|ld  run 

over-— 
But  yoor  sradons  pardon, 

Duke.  How,  our  pardon  ? 

Bemam,  Fm  now  another  man,  and  know  my 
distance. 

Duke,  This  man  is  good  at  alL 

Bonam,  My  buflbon  face  is  o6f^  I  did  but  sh^ 
The  hnpodent  condition  of  a  mountebank, 
Thi^  sets  off  base  toys  with  miraculous  lies.^ 
Thus  fhr  III  boast :  they  are  the  only  choice 


Italy,  and  other  parts  of  Europe  yield 
For  the  work ;  if  it  prove  so  fortunate 
To  receive  grace  from  vour  divine  acceptance. 
The  workmanship  (so  duty  suffer  not) 
I  frrely  tender- 
Da^  No,  that  were  to  quench 
The  fire  in  ail  desorers— Fulvio. 

Fulv,  My  lord. 

Duke.  Pay  the  cost  double :  HI  send  it  to  my 
daughter. 

Boiiaai.  It  takes  as  art  could  wish  it.     [Atide* 

Duke.  I  know  it  is  a  present,  the  sweet  soul 
Will  raise  much  joy  in.~Signior  Perenotto— 

Feren,  Mv  lord. 

Bonam,  There  are  two  birds  I  ha'  not  named. 

Dond.  What  are  they  ? 

Bonam,  A  pair  of  gulls,  which  you  may  share 
between  you. 

Feren.  It  shall,  my  lord. 

Duke.  If  Florence  now  keep  touch,  we  shortly 
shall 
Conclude  all  fear  with  a  glad  nuptial.    [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Euobnia,  Fxi>ella,Mari>ona,  Donclli, 
Cassiama,  Kathariiva. 

Don.  You  like  this  story  best  then  ? 

Eug.  That  of  Jupiter  and  Danae  comes  near 
our  own. 

Don.  Be  it  so ;  we  are  nil  perfect  in  the  plot, 
1  think. 

Eug.  You  shall  dispose  the  rest 

Don.  You  will  not  be  ambitious  then,  and 
qmurrel  about  the  parts,  like  your  spruce  actor, 
that  will  not  play  out  of  the  best  clothes,  and  the 
fine  young  prince,  who,  if  he  fight,  'tis  six  to  four 
he  kills  all,  and  gets  the  bdy. 

Fid.  We  are  constat,  you  shall  appoint  them. 

Don.  Then,  madam,  without  ceremony,  you 
shall  play  Daoi)e,  that  is  shut  up  in  the  brazen 
tower. 

Eug.  Well,  Ihn  contented,  'twill  sqit  with  my 
present  fortune. 

Don.  I  need  not  to  instruct  you  4n  the  cha- 
racter. You  shall  be  the  king  Acrisius,  her  fa* 
tlier  {  a  jealous,  harsh,  crabbed  man,  who,  in  fear 
of  the  oracle;  commands  her  to  be  thus  enclo* 
sed. 

Mar.  So :— III  %  you  for  a  vinegar  king. 


^  Q^nimmore  iltaL— The  cdebrated  ambaMador  from  Spain,  who  obUined  an  inflaence  over  King 
Jsaes,  M  4lthoooB««ble  to  the  crown  as  d^gn^ful  to  the  nation.  He  died  a  very  short  time  after  the 
ki^s.  In  the  year  1685,  at  a  place  called  Bunoel,  •fpurt  apprehmsiom  of  griefs  at  Howel  says  it  was  g\- 
^^  oat  He  was  then  on  hif  ^^y  iq  Fh^iders,  from  whence  he  designed  to  have  come  to  Engbind.  See 
HowePs  Letters,  edit  J7^,  p.  178. 

^'  Spimola'i  MniffA.— This  seems  to  allude  to  some  circumstance  at  that  time  well  known,  bat  now  per- 
hapi  irrecoverably  lost.  The  marquis  of  Splnola  was  the  person  who  carried  oa  the  siege  of  OUend^ 
aod  that  of  Bsrgem,  taken  qotice  of  l>elow. 

^^  Tk€  ihge  of  Bm-gen.  The  town  of  Bergen  was  invested  by  the  marquis  of  SpinoU  in  l<tf3|  bat  with'* 
est  fscccss.    Afler  being  befort  it  some  time,  he  found  himself  obliged  to  raise  the  siege. 

*'  JmaUrdam-'P^ee  note  16  to  Tke  Mi^for  ^  i^nnharougK    Dodsley *s  edit 
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Don,  No  matter  for  properties—** 
We'll  imngine,  madam,  vou  have  a  beard. 

Bd.  NVhat  shall  1  play  ? 

Von.  You  must  he  ladies,  whom  the  kmg 
leaves  to  keep  her  company  ;  entertain  what  hu- 
mour you  please. 

Cos.  and  Kath.  This  is  our  own  parts  indeed. 

Don.  You  will  play  it  the  more  natural,  and 
let  me  alone  to  p\tij  the  Thunderer,  IMl  wanton 
Jove  it :— now  whet  your  inventions  and  about  it, 
imagine  our  scene  expressed,  and  the  New-pri- 
590,  the  title  advanced  in  form. 

Ettg.  The  New-prison  !  why? 

Don.  O  'tis  an  excellent  name,  where  spec- 
tators throne  together,  as  ours  do  methinks  in  the 
arras  already ;  ihe  music  have  their  part  Dis- 
pose yourselves  for  your  entrances,  while  1  speak 
the  prologue  to  Our  mixed  audience  of  silk  and 
crewel  gentlemen  *'  in  the  hangings. — Hem. 

Kath.  Let  it  he  a  confident  prologue  howso- 
ever. [Musk. 

Don.  Ye  are  welcome  to  New-prison ;  we  have 
still 
Our  ancient  keeper,  and  we  fear  he  will 
iSptali  in  his  old  key  too  ;  but  do  not  look  for 
Clmire  diet,  for  alas,  we  play  ihe  cook  for 
AW  you  are  like  to  feed  on;  let  your  palate 
F.xpect  at  most  then  but  a  root  or  sallad 
Picked  from  the  prison  garden.    We  know  you 

are 
Judicious  hangings,  and  well  seen;  nor  dare 
We  lift  you  up  (too  bold)  lest  we  incense 
Your  piecn  and  spreading  wits  with  impudence. 
As  I  began,  let  me  conclude  in  rhyme; 
Hang  stili,  you  learned  critics  of  the  time. 

Now  Danae  and  the  ladies. 

Eitg.  Was  ever  father  to  his  child 
So  unkind  ?  Ft  makes  me  wild, 
When,  to  beguile  a  tedious  hour, 
From  the  top  of  this  high  tower, 
1  see  every  other  creature, 
Enjoy  a  liberty  by  nature. 
Can  the  silver  running  fountains, 
And  t)ie  cloud-aspiring  mountains, 
Every  grove  and  flowery  field, 
But  a  new  affliction  yield  ? 

Don.  'i1)is  is  excellent;  she  has  played  the 
part  before. 

Cfts.  Waste  not  yourself  in  woeful  plaint, 
Sorrow  will  not  help  restramt. 
Think,  madam,  all  is  but  a  dream, 

That  we  are  in— Now  X  am  out beam,  cream ; 

Help  me,  Katharina,  1  can  make  no  sense  rhypae 
to't. 

Don.  Cream  is  as  good  a  rhyme  as  your  mouth 
can  wish ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 


Cat.  Does  not  the  arrtfs  lattgh  at  me  ?  it  sbakeiy 
methJnks. 

Kath.  It  cannot  chiise,  there^s  one  behind  does 
tickle  it. 

Eug.  A  dream !  alas,  'tis  uo  relief 
For  us  to  flatter  so  much  grief  I 
Fftoey  wants  power  to  delight, 
Or,  if  we  could  think  it  might. 
Such  a  dream  so  sad  would  make  iM, 
That  it  could  not  chuse  but  wake  us. 

Don.  My  lady  l)a«  helped  ber  pretty  well  oat 
of  her  dream. 

Katk.  The  tan  with  gliuering  golden  raja^' 
May  appear  one  of  these  days ;  ^ 

You  kinow  always,  after  winter, 
Comes  the  spring  and  pleasant  summer. 

Don.  Winter  and  summer !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Afar.  Winter  and  summer !  by  ray  faith  that's 
well,  there's  but  half  a  year  between;  there  be 
some  call  themselves  poets,  make  their  rhymes 
straddle  so  wide,  a  twelvemonth  will  hardly  re- 
concile them,  add  I  hope,  a  lady  may  straddle  a 
little  by  poetical  licence. 

Cas,  Madam,  your  father*  king  Acri&ius. 

Mar,  Must  I  e4iter  already  i — Hum. 

Eug.  This  is  his  hour  to  visit  us. 

Mar,  How  fares  our  daughter  ? 

Cas.  What  voids  is  that  ? 

X>oji.  The  king  speaks  through  a  trunk.  , 

Mar.  How  is't,  heroic  birth  ?  what  duloess,  oAd' 
As  Saturn's,  dwells  on  thy  forehead  ?  be  bold 
To  give  thy  grief  a  tongue ;  'instruct,  child, 
My  paternal  nature,  lest  I  grow  wild 
As  the  rude  north  : — thought  of  thee  makes  my 

hairs 
Silver,  my  blood  is  curdled  with  my  cares. 

Don,  Most  high  and  miglity  nonsease!  sore 
the  kiUg  has  swallowed  pills,  and  his  stomacli, 
not  able  to  digest  them,  does  vomit  tbem  up  again. 

iliar.  Is  thy  organ  dumb. 
Or  nm  I  grown  cheap  in  majesty  ?  trivial  fool, 
Shall  I  reap  crabbed  thistles  in  neglect  for  rich 
love  ? 

Cas.  Crabbed  langi^age,  I  am  sure. 

Don.  Sure  my  lady  does  not  understand  him  f 

Eug.  If  my  brow  so  sad  appear. 
My  fortune'b  livery  I  wear. 

Mar.  Weep  no  more,  thy  ^yes  pave  the  ground 
with  pearl. 
My  power  is  raised,  my  crown  thy  tribute,  girl, 
H(rc  is  nothing  to  want. 

Eug.  Nothing  to  want,  indeed  ?  to  be 
A  pnsoner  speaks  nil  misery. 

Mar.  Corse  not  thy  soft  stars,  but  take  thy  fair 
bliss 
With  comfort :  free  from  loud  noise  and  fear  is 


*♦  Properties^  in  the  language  of  the  playhouse,  are  every  inplciieai  necessary  to  th€?  cxhibitlen.  S«r 
notes  by  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Stevens  to  The  tamimg  oftkB  Sirflw,  induction. 

^^  Silk  and  cremtl  geiUlmtm -^rmtl  is  worsted,  b^  note  on  King  Lear^  A.  9.  S%  4.  vuL  9.  p.  4VS.  cdiU 
1178,    S.  18 
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ThjT  SMHiy  station.    When  I  have  aii8crewed 

Mysticai  oracles,  which  not  UDder&tood« 

Do  perpiex  with  involved  senbe — I  shall  then 

^arge  thy  person,  Oanae ;  till  when, 

If  au^^ht  else  do  clo^  liiy  thoughts  with  unkind 

Thoughts,  unload  the  durk  burthen  oi'  thy  uiiod. 

Pronounce  thy  grief  aioud,  my  amorous  darling, 

And  I  will 

Ca^  Let  hiu  chuse  his  rhyme,  I  beseech  you, 
madam. 

Mmr.  Uh,  uh — cold  phlegm  obstructs  my  lan- 
guage— barling,  carling. 

Don»  Ha,  ha,  *tis  time  to  make  an  end. 
He  was  almost  choked  with  his  own  phrase. 

Mar.  And  you  get  me  to  play  an  old  man 
again — 

Don.  We'll  have  a  young  one  for  thee ;  twenty- 
one  and  a  coat,  is  a  double  game: — my  turn 
comes  next, 

Euf.  He's  gone,  and  leaveth  us  behind, 
To  tell  o«r  passions  to  the  wind. 
Ha !  what  o'the  sudden  doth  surprize 
My  active  motion  ?  On  my  eyes 
What  dark  and  heavy  cloud  doth  ai^ 
To  persuade  me  it  is  night  ? 
It  is  some  charm ;  I  cannot  keep 
These  windows  open,  I  must  sleep. 

Enter  Jupiter. 

Cos.  This  was  well  passionated :  now  comes 
Jupiter,  to  take  my  lady  napping ;  well  sleep  too : 
let  the  wanton  have,  her  swing,  would  she  were  a 
man  for  her  sake. 

Jup,  Let  the  music  of  the  spheres 
Captivate  these  mortal  ears ; 
While  Jove  descends  into  this  tower, 
In  a  golden  streaming  shower. 
To  disguise  him  from  tlie  eye 
Of  Juoo,  who  is  apt  to  pry 
Into  my  pleasures,  I  to-day 
Have  bid  Ganymed  go  play, 
And  thus  stole  from  heaven  to  be 
Welcome  on  earth  to  Danae. 
And  see  where  the  princely  maid. 
On  her  easy  couch  is  laid. 
Fairer  than  the  queen  of  loves. 
Drawn  aboot  with  milky  doves. 
To  thee  let  Paphian  altars  smoke. 
Priests  thy  better  name  invoke. 
."When  Hymen  lights  his  holy  fires. 
Thou  that  canst  infuse  desires 
lu  the  gods,  from  tl^  lip 
Let  Jove  heavenly  nectar  sip^ 
And  translate,  by  kissing  thee, 
Into  thy  breast  his  deity. 
But  I  rob  riivself  of  treasure, 
This  is  but  the  |ate  of  pleasure : 
To  dwell  here,  it  were  a  sin, 
When  Elvsiom  is  within. 
Leave  o6f  then  these  flattering  Idsses, 
To  rifle  other  greater  blisses.  [Bell  within. 

V  Eugt  Tba  MI-— news  from  my  fiitber. 


Cos,  Then  your  play  is  interrupted  Jove— -« 
Madam,  I'll  see. 

Don.  Beshrew  the  bell-man ;  and  you  had  not 
waked  as  you  did,  madam,  I  should  ha'  forgot  my- 
self, and  played  Jupiter  indeed  with  you ;  my 
imaginations  were  strung  upun  me,  and  you  lay 
sweetly— how  now? 

Cat,  A  present,  mndam,  from  the  duke :  one  of 
the  finest  pieces  of  paj^cmitry  that  e'er  you  saw  : 
'tis  a  cage  with  variety  of  birds  in  it :  it  moves 
on  wheels.  Your  assistance,  ladies,  to  bring  it  in. 
Eug,  A  cage — if  from  Florttuce,  it  sliall  to  the 
fire, 
Or  whence  soe'er :  it  cannot  be  intended'  * 
But  as  a  mockery  of  my  restraint. 
I'm  very  sad  o*the  sudden  :  ha  !  'tis  so  : 
Break  it  to  pieces. 

Don.  'Twere  pity,  madam,  to  destroy  so  much 

art. 
Eug.  Yet  spare  the  workmanship,  in  the  perusal 

There's  something  pleads  fur  mercy : 1  feel 

within 
Some  alteration,  I  know  not  what ; 
Let  me  intreat  your  absence  for  some  minutes  ; 
I  am  in  earnest,  pray  do,  without  reply. 
Your  eyes  shall  feed  with  plenteous  satisfaction 
On  this  gay  object,  when  1  call  you. 

Ladieg.  We  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

Eug,  Yet  can't  I  say  I  am  alone,  that  have 
So  many  partners  in  captivity. 
Sweet  fellow-prisoners,  'twas  a  cruel  art, 
The  first  invention  to  restrain  the  wing, 
To  keep  the  inhabitants  o*tlie  air  close  captive,' 
That  were  created  to  sky  freedom  :  surely 
The  merciless  creditor  took  his  first  light, 
And  prisons  their  first  models,  from  such  bird- 
loops. 
I  know  ypn  nightingale  is  not  lon^  lived. 
See  how  that  turtle  mourns,  wantmg  her  mate  !. 
And  doih  the  duke,  my  father,  think  I  can 
Take  comfort  either  in  rebtra^nt,  or  in 
The  sight  of  these  that  every  moment  do 
Present  it  to  me  ?  were- these  tendered  me  ? 
They  shall  no  more  be  prisoners  to  please  nic, 
Nor  shall  the  woods  be  robbed  of  so  much  music. 
[She  opens  the  Ca^e.  and  Rolliakdo 
comufrom  the  Pillar. 
RoL  I  take  you  at  your  word,  fair  princess, 
I  am  the  truest  prisoner :  tremble  not, 
Fear  flies  the  noble  mind,  for  injury  dares ^  not 
come  near. 
Eug.  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 
RoT  The  humblest  of  your  servants. 
Eug.  You  are  not  mine ;  for  in  this  bold^t-* 
tempt 
You  have  undone  me. 

Rol.  You  see  I  keep  at  distance. 
Eug.  You're  too  near;  1  will  discover  yoa 
though 
I  fall  myself  by  your  presumprion. 
RoL  Hold,  be  counselled  rather 
But  to  calm  silence  for  a  pair  of  minutet, 
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And  none  shall  perish :  joa  shtdl  sate  him  too 
That  would  for  jrour  sake  lose  bimsetf  fof  ever. 

Eug.  For  mj  sake  f  what  relation  has  mj  birth. 
Or  any  pasnon  I  call  mine,  to  you  f 

RoL  Nor  doom  me  unto  scorn ;  I  anl  a  gentle- 
man; 
And  when  my  ibimitable  resolution 
In  those  attempts  whose  very  sound  breeds  eilrth- 

quakes 
In  other  hearers,  shall  your  knowledge  (ill 
With  wonder  and  amaze,  vou  will  at  least 
Think  I  fall  too  low,  if  I  love  beneath  yoii. 

Eug.  Ha !  this  is  a  strange  accidenL 

BoZ  Was  it  less 
Than  death,  dear  princess,  to  adventure  hither? 

Eug.  It  will  be  death,  however. 

RoL  You're  deceived,  lady. 

Eue.  Ilnw  I  am  perpleied ! 

Rol  It  had  been  death ; 
Your  sight  gives  me  a  lease  of  longer  life, 
Idy  head  stands  fast. 

Eug.  He  speaks  all  mystery ;  I  sha*Dot  get  him 
off, 
I  fear,  without  some  stain. 

jRo^  The  truth  is,  princess^  if  you  now  discover 
me, 
rrhougb  I  mfide  nice  at  first,  td  put  your  fright  by,) 
You  cannot  harm  roe  much,  I  lia'  done  my  task. 
Do  you  fear  me  still  f  why  is  there  such  a  space 
Betwixt  us,  lady  ?— Can  you  keep  that  msin 
At  so  unkind  a  distance,  that  for  your  sake 
Has  in  his  ncdertaking  swallowed  danger, 
Rohb'd  death  of  all  his  fears  ? 

Euf.  For  my  sake  ? 

R(Hi  Your^fr-^- — fair  princess^  dare  yoo  so  far 
trust  roe  yet. 
To  let  me  kiss  ;foar  hand  ? 

Eug,  Audacious !— sir, 
I  shall  grow  loud,  if  you  forget  your  distaocei 
Not  that  you  may  liold  lon«— 
I'm  study mg  how'  I  should  be  rid  of  him  without 

their 
Knowledge :  yet  tliat's  dangerous  too,  and  might 
Shew  guilt  in  me,  for  he  will  boast  on't. 

RoL  Sudd  was  the  Duke,  your  gracious  father's 
care. 
He  would  put  confidence  In  none  about  him^ 
But  saw  me  brought  himself. 

Eug,  This  is  a  fine  paradox. 

RoL  Which  must  be  to  high  i>ufpos6.    Come, 
be  wise. 
Arid  keep  me  while  you  have  roe ;  'tis  but  reaping 
This  fruitless  harvest  from  my  cheek  and  chin. 
And  you  can  form  the  rest.  You're  young  and 

beautiful ; 
Lose  not  the  blessing  of  your  youth,  sweet  prin- 


Fatr  opportunitT  waits  upon  yoar  pleiMre; 
You  want  but  the  first  knowledge  of  your  jojr. 
Your  blood  is  ripe;  com^  I  am  confident 
Your  will  b  but  cootrool'd  by  upstart  fears^ 
like  advanced  beggptfs,  that  will  check  their 

pnnced. 
My  safest  way  is  yours  now  to  oonoeal  me, 
It  may  be  thought  I  have  enjoyed  you  ebe; 
III  censure  soon  takes  fire :  nay,  periiaps^ 
To  be  revenged  of  your  stem  cmehy, 
m  Swear  myself  I  mrre  poesciacd  you  freefy « 
Play  your  game  wisely  then,  your  honour  lie* 
Full  at  my  AerCy ;  come,  'tis  in  your  love 
To  lead  me  to  a  secret  couch. 

Eug,  Bold  villaht. 
For  these  uncivil,  most  unhallowed  words, 
I'll  die,  but  ril  undo  thee. 

Ral.  Stay,mid  let  me  drde  in'  mitie  ami 
All  happiness  at  once ;  I  have  not  soul 
Enough  to  apprehend  my  joy,  h  spreads 
Too  mighty  tor  me. — Know,  exoeAeot  Eogenisr 
I  am  tl^  prince  of  Florence,  that  owe  beiive» 
More  for  thy  virtues,  than  hts  own  creation. 
I  was  bom  with  euilt  enough  tocaneel 
My  first  purity ;  but  so  chaste  a  love 
As  thine,  will  so  refiue  my  second  bein^ 
When  holv  marriage  frames  us  in  one  piece^ 
Angris  will  envy  me. 

Eug,  Ha,  the  prince  of  Florence? 

RoL  I  ha^  made  no  travail  for  so  rich  a  hkh 
sing; 
Turn  roe  to  pilgrimage,  divinest  beauty. 
And  when  I  ha' put  a  girdle  iMmt  the  worid,** 
This  purchase  will  reward  me. 

Eug,  Purchase !— I  am  not  bought  and  sold,I 
hope? 

RoL  Give  it  what  natne  yoo  will,  youVe  nnoer 
Eugenia. 

Eug,  Your's,  prince  ?  I  do  not  know  by  wfast 
title  you  pretend  this  claim ;  I  never  yet  remen-' 
ber  that  I  saw  you ; 
And,  if  I  had  any  interest  m  myself. 
Produce  your  witness  when  I  gave  it  yon. 
I  have  possession  yet ;  ere  I  deliver  it, 
You  must  shew  stronger  evidence. 

RoL  Are  we  not  contracted  f 

Eug,  Contracted!   when?  where?— *Goed 
prince,  I  picy  your  abuse. 

RoL  lis  firm  between  our  fathers. 

Eug,  Mine  cannot  ^ve  away  my  heart. 

RoL  Cannot? 

Eug,  Shall  not,  prince :  'tis  not  your  trairafl  as^ 
your  trouble, 
With  this  conceit  to  boot^  were  it  your  own 
Invention,  with  all  your  birds  about  you. 
That  can  take  me. 

RoL  Is  it  my  person,  madam. 


^A  Jnd  lehen  Jka'puia  gitdk  *houi  the  «^UL— Tbii  ezprevton  seetts  to  have  been  proveibha.    itf^ 
Mr  Slceveos*!  note  on  if Itimmmsr  Nigki'$  Drtttm,  A.^  S.  S.  9»  .  • 
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Too  bold  oDworthj?  For  my  birth  and  fortoM 
Cannot  desenre  year  9Com. 

Sug^  It  taket  not  from 
The  greatnesB  of  your  stale,  or  blood,  my  lord. 
To  say  I  cannot  love  yon,  since  afiecdon 
Flows  onoompelled,  aiid  rests  in  the  clear  object ; 
Nor  do  1  rob  yoor  person  of  jost  valae, 
If  to  me  other  seem  as  fair  and  comely. 
Fonn  may  apparel,  aiid  become  what  we 
Afiect,  not  cause  true  love :  you  have  enough 
To  promise  you  a  happier  choice ;  attempt 
A  nobler  fate,  and  leave  me  to  myself, 
And  bumble  destiny :  for  know,  Florentine, 
I  bare  but  one  faith,  one  love,  and  though  my 

father 
Lock  op  my  person,  'ds  beyond  his  will 
To  make  me  false  to  him  I  gave  my  faith  to ; 
And  yon*re  not  noble  now  if  you  proceed. 
Be  then  what  you  were  born,  and  do  not  tempt 
A  woman  to  commit  a  sacrilege  ; 
For  when  I  ^ve  my  heart  to  any  other 
Than  my  Pbdenao^  t  commit  tliat  sin. 

lUe  di$e4fvers  kimadf. 


RoL  If  youll  not  pardon,  Fll  deliver  up 
PhilmuEo  to  be  punished  for  this  trials— See,  lady. 

Eue,  My  dear  haniyhed  Philenzo ! 

RtZ  O  let  not  such  a  glorious  building  stoop; 
It  b  my  duty. 

Euf,  I  will  make  it  mine. 

RU,  I  have  a  double  duty,  for  I  owe 
Your  constancy  as  much  respect  and  reverence. 
As  your  most  princely  person. 

Eug,  What,  for  our  safety  ? 

Rot,  Oh  with  what  willingness  could  I  be  lost 
In  this  distracted  wilderness  of  joy  ! 
To-moritm',  madam,  I  go  to  my  arraignment. 

Eue.  How? 

R^.  Spend  no  fear  u|>on*t. 
Your  stoiy  shall  be  pleasing :— I  ha^  much 
To  tell  you— for  your  ladies 

Euf,  They  are  mine,  what  should  our  innocence 
Fear  m  their  knewledKe  ?  I  desire  to  hear 
The  circnmstanoe  of  3iJa  wonder. 

RoL  It  attends. 
The  slory  past,  we  must  some  counsel  find : 
The  puzzle  of  our  fate  is  still  behind^     \^Exeuni, 


AtT    V. 


SCEt^EI. 


Enter  Dosdolo,  Mobello,  and  Giiutrt. 

BondL  We  are  sorry  we  gave  thee  distaste; 
come,  let's  be  friends;  you  did  apprehend  too 
moely. 

MoreL  Nicely  ?  it  might  ha' been  your  own  case. 

GruL  Come,  you  were  unkind  to  rub  us  before 
tbeDokesot 

MoreL  Be  wise  hereafter,  and  make  the  fool 
yoor  friend ;  'tis  many  an  honest  man's  case  at 
ooort.  It  is  safer  to  cfisplease  the  Duke  than  his 
jester :  every  sentence  the  one  speaks^  flatterers 
make  an  oracle ;  but  let  the  impudent  fool  bark 
never  so  mbaurdly,  other  men  ha' the  wit  to  make 
a  jest  oa't;  'tis  policy  in  state  to  maintain  a  fool 
at  court,  to  teadi  great  men  discretion. 

Dcmd,  and  Grut.  Great  men  I  we  are  none. 

MoreL  No,  but  you  may  be,  by  the  length  of 
^r  wit,  nod  shortness  of  your  memory ;  for  if 
you  have  but  wit  enough  to  do  mischief,  and  oh- 
uvioo  enough  to  forget  good  tums^  you  may  come 
to  neat  pli^  in  time;  keep  a  fool  o'  your  own, 
aad  then  yoo  are  made— — 

DoadL  Made !  what? 

MoreL  Cuckolds,  if  my  lady  take  a  liking  to  the 
kmocent*^^  O  your  fool  is  an  excellent  fellow 
open  all  occasionti 

SONG. 

Jmomg  all  $ort$  of  people, 
Tkematier  if  we  look  well  to, 


The  fool  it  tke  he$t ;  he  from  the  red 

U^ill  carry  away  the  Belt  too. 
All  placet  he  it  free  of, 

Jndfoolt  it  without  hluthing. 
At  maikt  andplayt,  it  not  tke  bayt 

Thrust  out,  to  let  the  plutk  in  f 
Tour  fool  itincy  keU  mmry. 

And  <^  oilmen  dotkfrar  Uatt ; 
At  every  word  kejettt  wUk  my  lordp 

And  ticklet  my  lady  in  earnett : 
The  fool  dotk  patt  tke  guard  mow, 

AeilkiukitkandandlegU: 
Wken  wite  men  prate,  and  forfeit  their  ttaUf 

Who  but  tke  fine  fool  will  beg  Uf 
He  witkoutfear  can  walk  in 

The  ttreett  tkat  are  to  ttony  ; 
Tour  gallant  tneakt,your  merchant  breakt^ 

He*t  a  fool  tkat  doet  owe  nofuoney. 

Enter  Rolliaedq. 

RoL  The  Duke,  where  is  the  Duke  ? 

MoreL  He's  forthcoming ;  there's  no  more  mo- 
ney i'the  exchequer. 

RoL  1  come  to  ^ve  up  mj  accounts,  and  reckon 
with  hhn ;  somebody  tell  him  so. 

MoreL  And  ^ou  do  not  red^on  well  with  him, 
he'll  be  even  with  you ;  III  do  vour  message. 

RoL  Do,  and  say  I  sent  a  fool  o'  my  errand, 
pr^ythee.  Cry  mercy,  such  an  office  would  ha* 
become  either  of  you,  gentlemen. 

Dond.  His  tongue  moves  circular  in  abuses, 

Grut.  The  Duke. 


*7  limtcoir— «  Foot 


Digitized  b^ 


Google 


246 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


[SHiBUcr. 


Enter  Duke,  FulviOi  Pekenotto,  6k. 

Duke.  How  now,  what  day  Wt  ? 
RoL  Tis  holiday. 
Duke,  How? 

Rol.  Therefore  we  are  preparing  a  morns  to 
make  your  grace  merry :  they  have  chosen  me  for 
the  hobby-horse,  *•  and,  if  I  do  not  deceive  their 
expectation,  they  will  laugh  at  me  extremely  be- 
fore I  die. 

i  Duke,  Do  you  come  like  one  prepared  for 
death? 

Rol.  Not  so  well,  I  hope,  as  I  may  be  hereaf- 
ter, unless  you  will  be  unjust,  and  have  a  desire 
to  be  dapt  into  the  chronicles,  with  some  of  your 
predecessors,  for  cutting  off  heads,  when  you  do 
not  like  their  complexion ;  'tis  but  laying  one 
block  upon  another,  and  I  am  quickly  sent  of  a 
headless  errand. 

Duke,  Unjust !  do  you  remember  what  sums 
you  owe  forr  do  not  jest  away  your  Kfe. 

RoL  I  crave  no  longer  day  for't,  and  I  prove 
not  myself  free  from  my  engagements. 
Duke,  How? 
Rol,  For  although  I  had  not  the  art  to  go  in- 
visible, as  these  wise  courtiers,  nor  could  counter- 
feit ano^er  sex  so  becomingly  as  t'other  gaudy 
signior,  to  introduce  roe  to  the  ladies ;  yet,  with 
your  princely  licence,  I  may  sav,  'tis  done. 
Duke,  Done !  what  is  done  f 
Peren,  He's  mad,  sir. 
Rot  I  come  not  to  petition  for  a  mercy, 
But  to  cry  up  my  merit,  for  a  deed 
Shall  drown  all  story ;  and  posterity, 
When  it  .shall  find  in  her  large  chronicle 
My  glorious  undertaking,  shall  admire  it 
More  than  a  Sybil's  leaf,  and  lose  itself 
In  wonder  of  the  action  :  poets  shall 
With  this  make  proud  their  muses,  and  apparel  it 
In  ravishing  numbers,  which  the  soft-haired  vir- 
gins, 
Forgetting  all  their  legends,  and  love-talcs 
Of  Venus,  Cupid,  and  the  'scapes  of  Jove, 
Shall  make  their  only  song,  and  in  full  quire 
Chant  it  at  Hymen's  feast. 

Duke.  What  means  this  boasting? 
Fulv.  RoUiardo. 

RoL  You  tliiiik  I  am  a  lost  man ;  and  your  gay 
things. 
That  echo  to  your  passions,  and  see  through 
Your  eyes  all  that's  presented,  do  already 
Tickle  their  very  souls,  with  expectation 
To  see  me  beg  most  miserably  tor  life. 

But  you  are  all  deceived here  I  pronounce 

The  great  work  done  that  cancels  all  my  debts ; 
I  have  had"  access  unto  the  fair  Eugenia, 
Your  princely  daughter,  staid,  discoursed  with  her; 
More,  she  has  entertained  me  for  her  servant. 
Peren,  Sir,  do  you  believe  him  ? 


Duke,  Thou  hast  proved  a  name  will  strike 

thee  dead. 
RoL  It  cannot   be;  for  if  you  mean  your 
daughter, 
Tis  tliatis  my  preserver:  blest  Eugenia, 
To  whose  memory  my  heart  does  dledicate 
Itself  an  altar,  in  %Those  vf;ry  mention 
My  lips  are  hallowed,  and  the  place  a  temple 
Whence  the  divine  sound  came;  it  is  a  voice, 
Which  should  our  holy  churchmen  use,  it  mt^t 
Without  addition  of  more  exorcism 
Disenchant  houses,  tie  up  nightly  spirits 
Which  fright  the  solitary  groves.    Eugenia 
When  F  ha%*e  named,  I  needs  must  lore  my  breatlb 
The  better  after  it. 

Duke,  Thou  hast  undone 
Thyself  i*i he  repetition;  and  in  this, 
Wherein  ihou  cunningly  wouldst  beg  our  pity. 
Thou  hast  destroyed  it,  and  not  left  a  thought 
To  plead  against  our  anger;  where,  before. 
Thy  life  should  have  been  gently  invited  forth. 
Now  with  a  horrid  rtrcumsiance  death  shall 
Make  thy  soul  tremble,  and,  forsaking  all 
Thy  noble  parts,  it  shall  retire  into 
Some  angle  of  thy  body,  and  be  afraid 
To  inform  thy  eyes,  lest  they  let  in  a  horror 
They  would  not  look  on. 

RoL  1  am  still  the  same,  and  let  me  be  so  bold 
To  plead  your  royal  word ;  'twas  my  security ; 
Nor  shall  you  take  mine  to  induce  your  faith : 
To  what  is  done,  I  have  more  pregnant  evidence ; 
Your  bigness  knows  that  character. 

[Presents  a  Paper. 

Duke.  Ha,  'tis  not  so ;  I'll  not  beliere  my  eyes. 
Come  hither,  Fulvio ;  Perenotto,  read. 
But  not  too  loud  ;  does  she  not  write  to  me— — 
It  is  unjust  you  let  RoUiardo  die. 
Unless  Eugenia  bear  him  company  9 
Give  me  the  paper. 

Peren.  Tis  counterfeit,  my  lord;  cut  off  my  head 
If  this  be  not  a  jig  of  his  invention. 

Duke.  My  soul  is  in  a  sweat.  I  fed  my  blood 
Heave  in  my  veins— he  looks  as  he  had  seen  licr. 
More  my  prophetic  thoughts  do  whisper  to  me — 

Jm/;p.  Believe  it  nor,  sir. 

Duke.  I  wo'not— Perenotto 

[Whispers.  Per.  goes  out 

Dond.  I  know  not  what  to  think. 

Grut.  The  Duke's  perplexl ;  observe. 

RoL  Will  either  of  you  speak  for  nic,  gentle- 
men, if  the  justice  of  my  cause  should  fail  me  ? 
I'il  pay  you  for't.  I  know  courtiers,  that  lire  upon 
countenance,  must  sell  their  tongues ;  w  hat  ir  the 
price  of  yours,  pray  ? 

Grut.  Humble  yourself,  you  coxcomb. 

Duke,  Away,  and  let  not  him  stir,  1  charge  yoo. 
This  does  intrench  too  much  upon  her  persou. 
Have  my  endeavours  to  preserve  Eugenia, 
Of  whom  I  thought  so  many  men  unworthy, 


as  HoJfty-Aofw— See  Mr  Toilet's  Dissertation  on  the  Morris-Daocers,  First  Part  oj  Uenr^  IV.  p.  425. 
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Ruined  themselves  ?  Hunnran  iaventioo 

Could  not  ioatruct  me  to  dispose  her  where 

She  could  be  nM)re  defcnced  from  all  men*3  eyes; 

An  anchorite  lives  not  prisoned  in  a  wall 

VVith  more  security.    Tis  not  pos;iiblc. 

Why  am  1  troubled  thus  ?  IVI v  fear  abuses  mc ; 

la  such  a  cause  I  would  check  an  oracle. 

And  bhall  his  dexterous  forgery  unsettle 

My  confidence  i  I  wo'not  shew  a  guilt 

Ot  so  mucli  weakness  in  me.    Fulvio — 

And  gentlemen^-we'll  speak  to  you  anon. 

RoL  i  ha*  spoke  too  much  already,  it  seems; 
sure  lie  has  sent  fbr  her  ;  I  dare  repose  my  life 
on  her,  to  whose  trust  I  ^ve  my  heart ;  she  is  a 
thousand  witnesses  in  herself. 

Fuh:  It  will  be  mirth,  sir. 

RoL  I  like  not  this  consulting— they  break  off 
pleasantlv— now,  in  the  name  of  Mercury,  what 
crotchet  f 

Duke,  I  see  it  is  in  vain 
To  interrupt  our  fate ;  what  is  decreed 
Above,  becomes  not  mortals  to  dispute. 
Sit  therc^—  nay,  be  not  modest, you  were  bom  to't. 
And  therefore  take  your  place  :  nay,  nay,  be  co* 

vered; 
Imagine  that  a  crown,  and  these  your  subject^ 
As,  when  I  die,  you  know  'twill  come  to  that. 
In  right  of  my  sole  daughter — So :  does  he  not 
Look  like  a  prince  indeed  ?  appears  he  not 
A  pretty  lump  of  majesty } 

Dfmd.  He's  studying  some  speech,  FU  lay  my 
life- — 

Duke,  Against  his  coronation,  to  thank  all 
His  loving  subjects,  that  as  low  as  earth 
Tbiis  offer  him  their  duties. 

[Draa?  their  Swords :  Eugekia  enters, 
and  Perekotto. 

Eug.  Hold,  I  beseech  you ; 
Let  not  my  duty  suffer  misconstruction. 
If,  while  my  knee  doth  beg  your  blessing,  here 
I  throw  my  arms,  and  circle  next  to  heaven 
What  must  be  dearest  to  me. 

Duke.  Ila? 

Eug.  My  joy  of  life ! 

Duke.  Destroy  me  not. 

Eug.  Alas!  I  would  preserve  all,  am  so  far 
from  killing, 
That  I  would  die  myself,  ratlier  than  see 
One  drop  of  blood  forced  from  his  crimson  foun- 
tain. 
Or  but  one  tear  rad^t  from  your  eye.  Oh  hear  me, 
And  after  let  your  anger  strike  two  dead, 
So  you  would  let  us  dwell  both  in  one  grave ; 
And  did  you  know  how  near  we  were  in  life^ 
You  would  not  think  it  fitting  that  in  death 
Our  ashes  were  divided.    You  have  heard. 
When  the  poor  turtle's  ravished  from  her  mate. 
The  orphan'd  dove  doth  groan  away  her  life 
In  widowed  solitude;  let  me  call  him  husband, 
And  tell  yourself  the  rest. 

Duke,  Kill  not  thy  fother  with  one  word^  Eu- 
genia: 
Thy  husband !    • 


Eug.  I  do  beseedi  you  hear  me. 

Diute,  Beg  thou  nuiyst  be  forgotten,  'tis  sin 
'Bove  my  forgiveness.— This  a  match  for  thee  ? 
What  man  can  bring  me  a  certificate 
He  had  a  father,  or  was  christened  ?  He  ? 
We  arc  all  in  a  dreieun ;  awake  uie,  thunder. 

RoL  Temper  your  passion,  sir. 

Duke.  Some  tortures,  to  enforce  confessioiw 
from  him 
How  he  procured  access. 

RoL  They  sha'not  need ;  yon  sent  me,  ur,  your- 
self. 

Duke.  We? 

RoL  The  cage  was  my  conveyance. 

Peren.  That  was  presented  iatiely  %viih  the  birds^ 
you  gave  command. 

Duke.  Be  dumb,  I  dare  not  hear  ^rou. 

Dond.  This  was  a  Bird  iu  a  Cage,  indeed. 

Duke.  Search  for  the  traitor  Bonamibo  pre- 
sently. 
He  has  betrayed  me ;  they  shall  sufier  both. 
Before  the  noise  be  spread  to  our  dishonour. 

Eug.  Yet  will  you  bear  me? 

Duke.  I  heitr  too  much;  thou  hast  forgot  thj 
birth. 
Thy  fortunes,  and  thy  father.    Were  my  cares, 
So  wondered  nt  abroad,  censured  at  home, 
Worthy  of  nothing  but  contempt  from  thee, 
From  whom  they  were  begotten  ?  thou  hast  ploughed 
Upon  my  face;  Canst  thou  undo  a  wrinkle. 
Or  change  but  the  complexion  of  one  hair? 
Yet  thou  hast  grayed  a  thousand,  taken  from  me^ 
Not  added  to  my  comforts,  more  than  what, 
Like  an  indulgent  parent,  I  have  flattered 
Myself  into. 

Enter  Bonamico. 

Grut.  Here  is  the  other  traitor,  sir. 

Duke.  Away  with  'em  to  death. 

Eug.  Let  me  go  too. 

Duke.  It  needs  not ;  thou  art  dead  already,  girl. 
And  in  thy  shame  I  and  the  dukedom  suffer : 
Thou  raay'st  remember,  (false  to  thy  own  vow,) 
Philenzo,  whom  I  banished  for  thy  sake  : 
The  title  of  my  subject,  and  thy  love 
To  him,  pulled  our  dbpleasure  on  him ;  since 
We  studying  to  add  more  height  to  thee, 
Thou  hast  made  thyself  less,  and,  for  aught  we 

know. 
Clasped  with  the  son  of  earth  to  cool  the  fever 
Of  hot  sin  in  thv  veins ;  ungrateful  to 
Philenzo,  cold  already  in  thy  memory. 

RoL  Tis  happiness  enough  that  you  have  men- 
tioned him ; 
And,  whether  to  your  mercy  or  your  justice. 
See  that  Philenzo  kneels. 

Omnes.  Lord  Philenzo ! 

Fuh.  My  noble  cousin,  so  near  me,  and  con- 
cealed ! 

Eug.  Your  daughter's  knees  join  with  his  bend- 
ed heart, 
To  beg  your  pardon. 

Duke.  Philenzo !  were  not  you  banished^  sir  ^ 
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RoL  It  was  ^ar  sentence. 

^ke,On  pain  of  death  not  to  return.  Blest  fate! 
Thou  hast  relieved  me !  hadst  thou  died  before 
By  our  command,  it  would  have  been  thought  tj- 

rannjy 
Though  none  <furst  tell  us  so :  now  we  have  ar- 
gument 
Of  jostke,  and  our  every  breath  is  law. 
To  speak  thee  dead  at  once ;  we  sha'oot  need 
To  study  a  divorce,  thy  second  exile 
SHall  be  eternal— death. 

RoL  You  do  me  honour. 

Duke.  Be  it  your  punishment,  as  700  preferred 
him 
By  art  to  her,  now,  by  another  art, 
For  ever  to  divide  them ;  be*s  execntioneri 
And  after  malje  him  higher  by  the  head, 
To  core's  ambition :  see't  advanced. 

RoL  £re  I  go,  dread  sir, 
I  bave  an  humble  suit ;  it  is  not  life 
111  ask,  for  that  I  pve  up  willingly. 
And  call  it  mer^r  ni  you,  to  immortaKze 
The  aflGection  I  shall  owe  Eugenia : 
Your  other  banishment  is  only  death, 
You  new-create  me  now ;  it  was  rov  aim. 
And  my  attempt  yon  thought  so  bold,  I  made 
To  serve  this  end,  that,  since  I  could  not  live, 
1  might  die  for  her ;  pray  reprieve  my  breath 
But  till  I  take  my  leave ;  one  minute  does  it ; 
Jt  shall  be  a  very  short  and  silent  farewelL 

EnUr  AmUModor. 

jDuke»  Tis  granted. 

Fuh,  Mv  lord  ambassador ! 

Duke,  Not  the  least  whisper  of  Philenzo,  as 
you  value  our  regard. — 0$  my  good  lord,  welcome ! 
^  Ambas,  Letters  to  your  grace. 

Duke,  They  are  grateful  as  my  comfort : — Pe- 
tenotto,  let  them  withdraw ;  her  vein  will  be  dis- 
covered : — ^Fulvio,  follow  and  part  them ;  give  or- 
der for  his  execution;  off  with  his  bead  instantly' 
— I  can  read  no  more  for  jov :  Perenotto,  use 
your  best  oratory  on  my  daughter  to  fors;et  that 
traitor,  and  prepare  to  marry  Florence;  ^is  con- 
eluded  to  be  solemnized  by  proxy. 

Dond.  ril  see  the  execution.  \ExU, 

Duke,  Now  to  the  rest :  [Readi, 

*'  Your  last  letters  were  acceptable ;  and  our 
son  before  bad  intention  to  finish  the  marriage  in 
his  person ;  but  lately  receiving  intelligence,  that 
one  Philenzo,  of  noble  birth,  now  in  exile,  though 
without  your  consent,  had  long  since  interest  m 
your  daughter's  affection,  we  thought  meet  rather 
to  advise  for  his  repeal,  than  proceed  to  our  dis- 
honour. Where  the  hearts  meet,  there  only  mar- 
riages are  sacred ;  and  princes  should  be  exem- 
plary in  all  justice.  Although  we  disclaim  in  this 
design,  on  our  parts,  we  will  continue  all  other 
princely  correspondence.'' 
I  am  justly  punished,  and  have  run  myself 
Into  a  labynnth,  from  11  hence  no  art^ 
Can  bring  me  off  with  safety. — My  lord,  you  may 
Please  to  retire  yourself:  a  thousand  wheels 


Do  move  preposterous  in  my  bram :  what  cure? 
I  lose  myself.    Run  with  a  haste  thon  woakbt 
Preserve  my  life,  and  stSLj  the  execution  t 
I  will  not  have  a  drop  of  blood  fall  from 
Philenzo  for  my  dukedom  !  fly,  I  say. 
Thou  sbonldst  be  there  already. 

Enter  DoNDOLa 

How  now,  has  Philenzo  still  a  head  on  ? 

Dond,  Yes,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Follow  him,  and  with  that  nimblenesi 
thou  wouldst 
Leap  from  thy  chamber  when  the  rooPt  a-fire. 
Proclaim  aloud  our  pardon  to  Philenzo, 
And  bring  him  Itack  to  us. 

Dond,  Tis  too  late,  sir;  Philenzo'a  dead  al- 
ready: 
He  saved  the  executioner  that  trouble. 
The  voice  is^  he  is  poisoned. 

Enter  Fulvio. 

Duke,  Poisoned!  how? 
Where  is  Philenzo  ? 

This  fool  reporu  him  poisoned !  what  circom- 
stance? 

Fuh,  He  had  no  sooner  parted  from  Eogenia, 
But  suddenly  he  fainted ;  at  which  fall 
Of  his  own  spirit  be  seemed  grieved  with  shame^ 
To  shew  so  little  coarage  near  his  death. 
Which  he  called  martyrdom ;  and  presently, 
Whether  supplied  by  other,  or  prepared 
By  himself,  we  know  not,  be  had  a  vial 
Of  water  sovereign,  as  was  pretended. 
To  enliven  his  doll  heart;  he  drank  it  op, 
And  soon  shewed  cbearful  in  his  eyes :  we,  led 
Him  smiline  forward ;  but  before  we  oould 
Approach  the  place  of  death,  be  sunk  ag^i^ 
But  irrecoverably ;  for  in  vain  we  applied 
Our  help  1  by  which  we  did  conclude  be  had 
Drank  poison. 

Duke,  All  this  talk  is  such,  and  through 
My  ear  I  take  it  in  with  as  much  danger; 
I  feel  it  active  in  my  brain  already. 
Call  our  physicians,  I  will  hang  them  a}l. 
Unless  they  can  recover  him ;  it  shall  Ym 
Death  to  save  any  roan  hereafter,  if 
They  suffer  him  to  perish. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Buoehia. 

Fulv,  Sir,  your  daughter !  ^ 
It  seems  the  accident  has  arrived  at  her. 

Duke,  Arrived  at  her  ?  fame  will  soon  spread  it, 
Fulvio, 
About  the  world,  and  we  shaH  be  their  motkcrr. 
He*s  dead,  they  tell  me,  girl;  poisoned,  they  say, 
too. 
Eug.  Oh,  my  Piiilenzo ! 

Enter  Grutti. 
Philenzo*^  Body  it  brought  tit,  atidkid  ufOiK9 
carpet. 
Duke,  Eugenio  shalt  not  marry  Floceoce  00^ 
Nor  any  otheri  since  Philenzo's  qcmI; 


Digitized  by  KJKJKJWl 


SmRLJKT.} 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


t4& 


But  fboo  wo*t  net  believe  me:  had  he  lived, 
He  had  beea  thioe ;  that  minute  took  him  hence, 
Wberda  I  first  resolved  to  ha'  given  thee  to  him. 

Eug,  Oh !  do  not  mock  me,  sir,  to  add  to  mj 
Afflictioo ;  you  ne'er  would  give  me  to  him ! 

Duke,  May  heaven  for^ve  mtf  neVer  then ;  but 
what 
Avaib  too  late  compunction  ?  Noble  gentleman ! 
Thou  shalt  have  princely  funeral,  and  carry 
On  thy  cold  marble  the  inscription  of 
Our  son  in  death,  and  my  Eugenia's  husband. 

Ftiiv,  M^am,  this  sorrow  for  his  loss  is  real. 
We  met  the  Florentine  ambassador, 
Who  told  me  the  expectation  of  that  prince 
Was  now  dissohred,  and  messengers  were  sent 
To  star  the  execution. 

Duke»  Who  now 
Shall  marry  my  Eugenia?  I  have  ondone 
The  hope  of  our  posterity. 

Eug.  Not  so,  sir; 
ir  yet  you'll  ^ve  me  leave  to  make  my  ehoieey 
ru  not  despair  to  find  a  husband. 

Duke.  Where? 

JEai^.  Here,  royal  sir;  Philenzo  is  not  dead, 
Bat  made,  by  virtue  of  a  drink,  to  seem  so ; 
Thus  to  prevent  his  suffering,  that  I  might, 
Or  other  friend  by  my  confederacy, 
By  begging  of  his  body  fit  for  bunal. 
Preserve  him  from  your  anger. 

Duhe.  6o'st  not  mock  me  r 

Eug.  Let  me  beg  your  pardon ; 
Confident  of  yo6r  change  to  mer^,  I  have 
Confessed  wtiot  terror  could  not  rorce  me  to. 

ikter  M«KiLL6,  Bo«  am ico,  (tiid  Ladies. 
Grut.  This  is  prettv,  Dondolo. 
Duke.  Blessings  faU  doubly  on  thee! 
Eug.  tie  expects 


Not  such  a  full  stream  of  happiness ;  Heaven  dis- 
pose him 
To  meet  it  quickly ! 

Peren.  Here  are  strangc*turnings !  see,  he  stirs ! 

RoL  Where  am  I  now  ?  no  matter  where  I  be; 
'Tis  heaven  if  toy  Eugenia  meet  me  here : 
She  made  some  promise  sure  to  such  a  purpose. 
This  music  sounds  divinely.     Ha,  Eugenia ! 
^Tis  so ;  let's  dwell  here  for  eternity. 
If  I  be  dead,  I  wo'not  live  again  ; 
If  living Ha !  I'm  lost,  lost  for  ever. 

Duke,  Not  found  till  now :  take  her,  a  gift  from 
me, 
And  call  me  father. 

Rol.  1  am  not  yet  awake. 

Eug.  Thou  art,  Philenzo,  and  all  this  is  truth ; 
My  father  is  converted. 

RoL  Tis  a  miracle ! 

Duke.  You  must  believe  it : 
In  sign  how  we  are  pleased,  proclaim  this  daji^ 
Through  Mantua,  a  pardon  to  all  ofienders, 
As  ara|4v  as  when  we  took  our  crown. 

Morel  Then  my  petticoat  is  discharged. 

Dond,  Now,  laoy,  you  are  free. 

Grut.  Make  me  happy  to  renew  my  suit. 

Mor.  And  mine.    ShalKs  to  bariibt^eak }  ^ 
I  was'  in  hell  last;  'tis  little  less  to  be  in  a  petti- 
coat sometimes. 

RoL  Madam,  vouchsafe  him  kits  your  hand ; 
We  owe  him  much.  [Presenting  BoxAMieO. 

Duke.  We'll  take  him  to  our  service. 

Bon.  I  am  too  much  honoured^ 

Duke.  And  you  into  our  bosom.  This,  day  sh^l 
Be  consecrate  to  triumph ;  and  may  time, 
\Vhen  'tis  decreed  the  world  shall  have  an  end^ 
BV  revolution  of  the  year,  make  this 
The  day  that  shall  conclude  aU  mteftoriee ! 

[£reini#« 


^  BorliftrMik— Littleton  explains  Chorus  circuUris, "  Barley*break,  when  thc^  dance  taking  hands 


80,  in  Z&«  rirgiu  Martyr,  A.  5.  S.  1  x 

*<  He  if  at  Barli^brUk,  and  the  lift  feople  are  now  in  hclL" 
Tks  Gmrtttm,  A.  1-  S.  1. : 

**  Hey-day  I  there  are  a  legion  of  young  CapMs 
At  Bat«4r«iJlp." 
J  mtm  Wonder^  A  Wgmtm liever  i»t±t^  IflSS^  A.  1. : 

•«  — ^ —  If  yort  find  wy  niftrttis 

Have  a  BSind  tor  tkis  cow|rtlug  at  harhf^hr^tdte^ 

Let  her  Aet  be  the  Iwt  ceupte  to  be  left  in  hell." 
Msyaard^s  DeUvsnmce  o/2d6  Ckrittiam^  1608«  Sign.  A.  3.  : 

** or  rather,  as  lovers  roming  after  young  damosels  at  harli'breakBj'' 


EWtlON. 

The  Bird  in  a  Ci^c,  a  Comedie^  as  it  hath  becne  presented  at  the  Phanix  in  firury-lane.  The 
•whor  Jamea  Shirley,  servant  to  her  Majesty :— Juveu.  Satyra  7,  Et  ^es  et  ratio  Studkrumin^C^ 
-re  tamtum.  London,  printed  by  B.  Alsop  and  T.  Fawcet,  for  William  Gooke;  *Ad  ate  to  be  sold 
«t  bis  shop  neere  Fnmivals  Inne  OiAi^  m  UoBio^ne.    1033.    4to. 
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CHRISTOPHER  MARLOW. 


TO  MT  WOETHY  FRIEVD 

MR  THOMAS  HAMMON, 

or   OEAT's   IH9,  &c. 


This  Play,  composed  bj  so  worthy  an  author  as  Mr  Marlow,  and  the  part  of  the  lew  presented 
-by  so  iuroitable  an  actor  as  Mr  Allen,*  being  in  this  latter  age  commended  to  the  stage :  as  I  usl«ei^ 
ed  it  unto  the  court,  and  presented  it  to  the  Cock-pit,  with  these  prologues  and  epilogues  here  in- 
serted, so  now  being  newly  brought  to  the  press,  1  was  loth  it  should  be  published  without  the 
ornament  of  an  epistle;  making  choice  of  you  unto  whom  to  derote  it;  than  whom  (of  all  those 
gentlemen  and  acquaintance,  within  tlie  compass  of  my  long  knowledge)  there  is  none  more  able  to 
tax  ignorance,  or  attribute  right  to  merit.  Sir,  you  have  been  pleased  to  grace  some  of  mioe  own 
works  with  yoar  courteous  patronage :  I  hope  this  will  not  I5e  the  worse  accepted,  because  commend- 
ed by  me ;  over  whom,  none  can  claim  more  power  or  pnvilege  than  yourself.  I  had  no  better  a 
new-year's  ph  to  present  you  with ;  receive  it  therefore  as  a  continuance  of  that  inTiolal>le  obligfr- 
menty  by  wmdi  he  rests  sull  engaged,  who,  as  he  ever  hath^  shall  always  remain 

THO.  HEYWOODt. 


Gracious  and  great,  that  we  so  boldl^r  dare, 
CMongst  other  plays  that  now  in  fashion  are) 
To  present  this,  writ  many  years  agone, 
And  in  that  age  thought  second  unto  none; 
Wc  humbly  crave  your  pardon :  we  pursue 
The  story  of  a  rich  and  famous  Jew, 


THE  PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  AT  COURT. 

Who  lived  in  Malta :  you  shall  find  him  still, 


In  all  his  prefects,  a  sound  Machiarel ; 
And  that's  his  character :  he  that  bath  past 
So  many  censures,  is  now  come  at  last 
To  have  your  princely  ears ;  grace  you  him  tBei^ 
You  crowD  the  action,  and  renown  the  pen. 


*  The  praisM  bestowed  on  this  excellent  actor  and  worthy  man,  by  his  contemporaries,  wookl  be  nf 
ficieot  to  send  his  name  down  to  posterity  with  honour,  independent  of  the  noble  endowment  wbicb  b< 
founded  at  iJolwich.  Be  was  bom  in  Loudon  on  the  tst  of  ^epte^lber,  1566,  was  early  introdnced  tc 
the  stage,' and  appears  to  have  been  at  the  head  of  bis  profession,  by  which  he  acquired  a  considerabk 
fortune.  He  retired  to  Dalwich  several  years  before  his  death,  wbicb  happened  on  the  25th  of  Nove» 
ber,  |62(^.     See  bis  life  In  the  Biographia  Britmmioa. 

'f  Thomm  Ueymood^'^^tt  an  accoont  of  him,  page  1  of  thb  vohmie. 
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fiPILOOUE. 


It  is  oar  fear,  dread  sovereign,  we  have  beeo 
Too  tedious ;  neither  caD*c  be  less  than  sin 
To  wrong  your  princely  patience :  if  we  have. 


I  (Thus  low  dejected)  we  your  pardon  crave: 

And  if  auglit  here  offend  your  ear  or  sight, 

I  We  only  act,  and  speak,  what  others  write. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  STAGE  AT  THE  COCKPIT. 


We  know  not  how  our  play  may  pass  this  stage» 
Bat  by  the  best  of  poets*  in  that  age, 
The  Malta  Jew  haa  being,  and  was  made ; 
And  be,  then  by  the  best  of  actors  f  played. 
In  Hero  and  Leander,  one  did  gain 
A  lasting  memory ;  in  Tamerlane, 
This  Jew,  with  others  many ;  ih'  other  won 
The  attribute  of  peerless,  being  a  roan 
Whom  we  may  rank  with  (doing  no  one  wrong) 


Proteus  for  shapes,  and  Roscius  for  a  tongue : 
So  could  he  speak,  so  vary;  nor  is't  hate 
To  merit,  in  himt  who  doth  personate 
Our  Jew  this  day,4ior  is  it  his  ambition 
To  exceed,  or  equal,  being  of  condition 
More  modest ;  this  is  ail  that  he  intends, 
(And  that  too,  at  the  urgence  of  «ome  friends) 
To  prove  bis  best,  and,  if  none  here  i^ainsay  i^ 
The  part  he  hath  studied,  and  intends  to  play  it» 


EPILOGUE. 


In  graving,  with  Pygmalion  to  contend ; 
Or  painting  with  Apelles ;  doubtless  the  end 
Most  be  disgrace :  our  actor  did  not  so, 
lie  odIjt  aim  d  to  go,  but  not  out-go. 


Nor  think  that  this  day  any  prize  was  played ; 
Here  were  no  bets  at  all,  no  wagers  laid : 
All  the  ambition  that  his  mind  doth  swell, 
Is  but  to  bear  from  you  (by  me)  'twas  well 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Machtavel,  the  Prologue. 

Bar  ABAS,  the  Jew, 

Perm  eze,  Governor  of  Malta. 

CALYMATH,S(m  to  the  Grand Signior,. 

Don  Lodowick,  the  Governor*t  Sofi. 

Don  Math  IAS. 

Ithamore,  a  Turkish  Slave. 

Del  Bosco^  the  Spanish  FiceAdmiraL 

Jacomo,  \  Friars.     , 

Barnardino,   i  ''^*^**     » 

Philia  Boezo. 


Two  MerchantL 
Three  Jews. 
Knights. 


aws. 
Officers. 
Reader. 

Abioatl,  Daughter  to  Barahat^ 

Two  Nuns. 

Abbess. 

Bellamibai  a  Courtetan. 


♦  Marlow.  f  Allen. 

X  i»«r*«M.— This  was  Uicbard  Perkins,  one  of  the  performers  belonging  to  the  iCockpit  theatre  is 
Bniry-Lane.  His  name  is  prioted  among  those  who  acted  in  Hmnibal  and  Scipio,  by  S^abbu ;  Thm 
Waimg^  by  ShirUs ;  and  7%e  Fair  Maid  of  the  West,  by  Heywood.  After  the  playhouses  were  shut  up, 
OB  account  of  the  confusion  arising  firom  the  civil  wan,  Perkins  and  Sumner,  who  belonged  to  the  same 
ho*8f .  Uved  together  at  Clerkenwell,  where  they  died  and  were  buried.  Xhcy  both  died  some  yean  ba* 
fore  the  KestonUion*    See  The  Dialogue  on  Phjfs  and  Ptaifers,  vol,  xiL 
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TOE 


JEW  OF  MALTA.* 


ACTL 


Mnter  Macriavel. 


Mach.  Albeit  the  worki  thitik  Macbkyel  is 

deady 
Yet  was  1)18  soul  but  flown  beyond  the  Alps, 
And,  now  the  Guize '  is  dead,  15  come  from  Frmnce 
To  ?iew  this  land,  and  frolic  with  his  friends. 
To  some  perhaps  my  name  is  odious ; 
But  such  as  love  me,  cuard  me  from  their  tongues, 
And  let  them  know  that  I  am  Machiavel, 
And  weigh  not  men,  and  therefore  not  mei^'s 

words. 
Admired  I  am  of  those  that  hate  me  roost; 
Though  some  speak  openly  against  my  books, 
Yet  will  thev  read  me,  and  thereby  attain 
To  Peter^s  oiair ;  and  when  they  cast  me  ofl^ 
Are  poisoned  by  my  climbing  followers. 
I  count  religion  but  a  childish  toy, 
And  hold  there  is  no  sin  but  ignorance* 
Birds  of  the  air  will  tell  of  murders  past ; 
I  am  ashamed  to  hear  such  fooleries.' 
Manj  will  talk  of  title  to  a  crown. 
What  right  had  Cesar  to  the  emperj  ?  * 
Might  first  made  kings,  and  laws  were  then  most 

sure 
When,  like  the  Draco's',  they  were  writ  in  blood. 
Hebce  comes  it,  that  a  strong-built  citadel 
Commands  much  more  than  letters  can  import; 
Which  maxim  had  but  Phalaris  observed. 


V. 


He  bad  neter  bellowed  in  a  brazen  bull. 

Of  great  ones  envy ;  o'che  poor  petty  wights, 

Let  me  be  envied  and  not  pitied ! 

But  whither  am  I  bound  ?  I  come  not,  I, 

To  read  a  lecture  here  in  Britain, 

But  to  present  l\Ut  Tragedy  of  a  Jew, 

Who  smiles  to  see  how  full  his  bags  are  crammed, 

Which  money  w^  not  got  without  my  means. 

I  crave  but  this:— grace  '^^■n  ^  ^  deserves. 

And  let  hinn  not  he  entertained  the  wo^se 

Because  he  favours  me. 

Enter  Ba  aabas  in  hi$  CcmntiMg-koiae,  wfM  keep* 
ijf  Gold  h^ore  him. 

Bar,  So  that  of  thus  mbch  that  retam  was 
made. 
And  of  the  third  part  of  the  Persian  shipsy 
There  was  the  venture  summed  and  aatbfied. 
As  for  those  Samintes,  and  the  men  of  Uzz, 
That  bought  my  Spanish  oils,  and  wines  of  Greece, 
Here  have  I  purst  their  paltry  silverbings.^ 
Fie ;  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  count  this  trash ! 
Well  fare  the  Arabians,  who  so  richly  pay 
The  tliiues  they  traffic  for  with  wedge  of  gold, 
Whereofa  roan  may  easily  in  a  day 
Tell  that  which  may  maintain  him  all  his  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  fingered  groat. 
Would  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  ^n ; 
But  he  whose  steel-barr'd  cofiScrs  are  craouii'd  full. 


•  Thto  play,  diough  not  printed  earlier  than  1633,  was,  with  the  ballad  on  the  same  sul^ert,  intitoled,* 
Th9  nmrtherous  Lgfe  ttnd  terrible  death  of  the  Rich  Jem  of  Malta^  entered  on  the  Statioaers  books  Mny 
1004.    See  BCr  SteeveD8*8  note  to  The  Merchant  of  Fetiice, , 

*'  The  Ottise.— <.  e,  the  Duke  of  Guise,  who  had  been  the  principal  contriver  and  aetor  in  the  Vtn'd 
massacre  on  St  Bartholomew *§  day,  1572.  He  met  with  his  deserved  &te,  being  assaatiuated,  by  order 
of  the  French  king,  to  1588. 

^  £mpery —The  quarto  edhioB  reads  em|>ire :  but  to  complete  the  verse,  we  sboald  read  ejn^try;  a 
word  that  occurs  often  in  our  ancient  plays.    S. 

3  Draco'*— j.  e.  The  severe  law-giver  of  Athens;  "  whose  statutes,**  said  Demades,  "  were  aak  writ- 
ten with  Ink,  but  blood."    S. 

^  Silverbings, — 1  am  unacquainted  with  any  such  word  :  perhaps  we  should  read  tilveringSy  or  tttwr- 
tbtgs  I  a  diminutive,  to  express  the  Jew*s  contempt  of  a  metal  inferior  in  value  to  gold.    & 
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^nd  all  his  life-thne  hath  hecD  dred, 

Wearing  his  Bogers  ends  with  telling  it^ 

Wonld  m  bis  age  be  loth  to  labour  so, 

And  for  a  poomi  to  sweat  himself  to  death* 

GiTe  me  the  merchants  of  the  Indian  mines^ 

Tha(  trade  in  metal  of  the  purest  mould ; 

The  wealthy  Moor,  that  in  the  Eastern  rod^s 

Without  controul  can  pick  his  riches  op, 

And  in  his  house  heap  pearl  like  pebble-stones ; 

Receive  them  free,  and  sell  them  by  the  weight ; 

Bags  of  fiery  opals,  saphires,  amethysts, 

Jaciots,  hani  topas,  grass-green  emeralds^ 

Beauteous  rubies,  sparkling  diamonds. 

And  seld  seen  ^  costly  stones  of  so  great  prlce^ 

As  one  of  them,  iodiwerently  rated. 

And  of  a  carrect  ^  of  this  quantity, 

Hay  serve,  in  perU  of  calamity. 

To  ransom  great  kings  fVom  captivity. 

This  is  the  ware  wherein  consists  my  wealth ; 

And  thus  roethmks  should  men  of  judgment  frame 

Their  means  of  traffic  from  the  vu)gar  trade ; 

And  as  their  wealth  inoreaseth,  so  iuclosu 

Infinite  riches  iu  a  little  room. 

But  now  how  stands  the  wind  ? 

Into  what  comer  peers  my  1uilcyon*s  bilU^ 

Ha !  to  the  east?  yes;  see  how  stand  the  vanes? 

East  and  by  south ;  why,  then  I  hope  my  ships 

I  sent  for  Egypt  and  the  bordering  isles  ^ 

Are  gotten  up  by  Nilus*  winding  banks ; 

Mine  Argosie  from  Alexaadria, 

Loaden  with  spice  and  silks,  now  nnder  sail. 

Are  soBOOthky  gliding  down  by  Candy  shore 

To  Malta,  through,  our  Mediterraoeaa  sea. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  how  now  ? 

Enter  a  Merchant. 

Mer,  Barabas,  thy  ships  are  safe 
Hiding  in  Malta  Road ;  and  all  the  mercliants 
Wkb  other  merchandize  are  safe  arrived. 
And  have  sent  me  to  know  whether  yourself 
Will  came  aod  custom  them.  ^ 

Bar,  The  ships  are  sate  thou  sayst,  and  richly 
fraught? 

Mir.  They  are. 

Bar,  Why  then  go  bid  them  come  ashore. 
And  bring  with  them  their  bills  of  entry : 
I  hope  our  credit  in  the  custom-house 
Will  serve  as  well  as  I  were  present  there. 
Go  send  them  threescore  camels,  thirty  mules^ 
Aod  twenty  waggons  to  bring  up  the  ware. 
.  But  art  thou  master  in  a  ship  of  mine ; 
And  ia  thy  credit  not  enough  for  that  ? 

Mer.  The  very  custom  barely  comes  to  more 


Than  many  merchants  of  the  town  are  worth ; 
And  ihercffore  far  exceeds  my  credit,  sir. 

Bar»  Go  tell  'em  the  Jew  of  Malta  sent  thee^ 
man; 
Tush,  who  amongst  'em  knows  not  Barabas  ? 

Mer.  I  go. 

Bar,  So  then,  there's  somewhat  come. 
Sirrah,  which  of  my  ships  art  thou  master  of? 

Mer.  Of  the  Speranza,  sir.    • 

Bar.  And  saw'st  thou  not  mine  Ai^osie  at 
Alexandria? 
Thou  couldst  not  come  from  ^;ypt,or  by  Cairo^ 
But  at  the  entry  there  into  the  sea. 
Where  Nilus  pays  his  tribute  to  the  main ; 
Thou  needs  must  sail  by  Alexandria. 

Mer.  I  neither  saw  them,  nor  enquired  of  them ; 
But  this  we  heard  some  of  our  seamen  say, 
They  wondered  how  you  dorst,  with  so  much- 
wealth. 
Trust  such  a  crazy  vessel,  and  so  far. 

Bar.  Tush,  they  are  wise ;  i  know  her  and  her 
strength; 
Bye,  go,  go  thou  thy  ways,  discharge  thy  ship. 
And  bid  my  factor  bring  hb  loading  in ; 

[Exit  1  Mitxhani. 
Aod  yet  I  wonder  at  tlus  Argosie. 

Enter  a  Qd  Merchant. 

3  Mer.  Thine  Argosie  from  Alexandria, 
Know,  Barabas,  doth  ride  in  Malta  Roady 
Laden  with  riches  and  exceeding  store 
Of  Persian  silks,  of  gold,  and  orient  pearl. 

Bar.  How  chance  you  came  not  with  those  other 
ships. 
That  sailed  by  Egypt? 

8  Men  Sir,  we  saw  'em  not. 

Bar.  Belike  they  coasted  round  by  Candy  shorey 
About  their  oils,  or  other  busiaesses; 
But  'twas  ill  done  of  you  to  come  so  far 
Without  the  aid  or  conduct  of  iheir  ships. 

S  Mer,  Sir,  we  were  wafted  by  a  Spanish  fleet, 
That  never  left  us  till  within  a  league. 
That  had  the  galleys  of  the  Turk  in  chase. 

Bar.  Oh,  they  were  going  up  to  Sicily ;  well  g9 
And  bid  the  merdiants  and  my  men  dispatch 
And  come  ashore,  and  see  the  freight  discharged. 

2  Mer.  1  go.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Thus  Uouls  our  fiirtuae  in  by  land  and  sei^ 
And  thus  are  we  on  every  side  enriched ; 
These  are  tlie  blessings  promised  to  the  Jews^ 
And  herein  was  old  Abraham's  happiness. 
What  more  may  heaven  do  for  earthly  raao, 
Thau  thus  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps^ 


^  8etd  aeenr^u  e.  rarely  beheld. 

•  ^  carreet^oT  carat,  a  weight  of  four  grains,^  with,  which. diamonds  axe  weighed.    % 

1  Into  what  comer  peers  tny  halcyon's  hillf—M  was  anciently  believed,  that  this  bird,  (the  K hig Fisher) 


If  hua;  ap,  would  vary  with  the  wind,  aod  by  that  means  shew  from  what  quarter  it  blew, 
Mking^  htmr^  vol.  9v  p.  449.  edit.  1778. 
*  CnaUm  them"^  e,  eater  the  goods  they  contain  at  the  cu8tom*hoiwei 


See  noteea 
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Ripping  the  howelt  of  the  earth  for  thenu 

MakiDg  the  sea  their  servants,  and  the  winds 

T6  drive  their  substance  with  successful  blasts  ? 

Who  liateth  me  but  for  my  happiness  f 

Or  who  is  honoured  now  but  for  his  wealth  ? 

Rather  had  I  a  Jew  be  hated  thus, 

Than  pitied  in  a  Christian  poverty; 

Por  I  can  see  no  fruits  iu  all  their  faith. 

But  malice,  falsehood,  and  excessive  pride; 

Which  mediioks  fits  not  their  profession. 

Happily  some  hapless  man  hath  conscience^ 

And  for  his  conscience  lives  in  beggary. 

They  say  we  are  a  scattered  nation ; 

I  cannot  tell,  but  we  have  scamblcd  '  up 

More  wealth  by  far  than  those  that  bra|e  of  faith. 

There's  Kirriah  Jairim,  the  great  Jew  of  Greece^ 

Obed  in  Bairseth,  Nones  in  Portugal, 

Myself  in  Malta,  some  in  Italy, 

Many  in  France,  and  wealth^r  every  one ; 

I,  wealthier  far  than  any  Christian. 

I  must  confess  we  come  not  to  he  kings  s 

That's  not  our  fault :  alas !  our  numher^s  few. 

And  crowns  come  either  by  succession, 

Or  urged  by  force;  and  nothing  violent. 

Oft  have  I  heard  tell,  can  be  permanent. 

Give  us  a  peaceful  rule,  make  Christians  kings, 

That  thirst  so  much  for  priucifMility, 

I  have  no  charge,  nor  many  children. 

But  ot\e  sole  daughter,  whom  I  hold  as  dear 

As  Agamemnon  did  his  Iphigene ; 

And  all  I  have  is  her's. — But  who  comes  here  ? 

Eater  three  Jews. 

1  Jew.  Tush,  tell  not  me  'twas  done  of  policy. 

9  Jew,  Come  therefore  let  us  go  to  Barabas ; 
For  he  can  counsel  best  in  these  affiiirs : 
And  here  he  comes. 

Bar,  Why,  bow  now,  countrymen  ? 
Why  flock  you. thus  to  me  in  multitudes? 
What  accident's  betided  to  the  Jews  ? 

1  Jew,  A  fleet  of  warlike  galleys,  Barabas, 
Are  come  from  Turke^r,  and  lie  in  our  road ; 
And  they  this  day  sit  in  the  council-house 
To  entertain  them  and  their  embassy. 

Bar.  Why,  let  them  como,  so  they  come  not  to 
war;  - 
Or  let  them  war,  so  we  be  conquerors : 
Nay,  let  them  combat,  conquer,  and  kill  all, — 
So  they  spare  me,  my  daughter,  and  my  wealth. 

[Aside, 

1  Jew.  Wert  it  for  confirmation  of  a  league, 
They. would  not  come  in  warlike  manner  thus. 

2  Jew,  I  fear  their  coming  will  afflict  us  all. 
Bar,  Fond  men,  what  dream  you  of  their  muU 

titudes  ? 
What  need  they  treat  of  peace,  that  are  in  league  ? 
The  Turks^  and  those  of  Malta,  are  in  league. 


Tut,  tut,  there  is  some  other  matter  in't 

1  Jew,  Why,  Barabas^  they  come  for  peace  or 
war. 

Bar.  Happily  for  neither,  l»ut  to  pose  along 
Towards  Venice  by  the  Adriatic  sea. 
With  whom  they  have  attempted  many  times. 
But  never  could  effect  their  stratagem. 

3  Jew,  And  very  wisely  said ;  it  may  be  so. 

^Jcw.  But  there  s  a  meeting  in  the  senate-boose, 
And  ail  the  Jews  in  Malta  must  be  there. 

Bar,  Hum !    all  the  Jews  in  Malta  must  be 
there? 
Aye,  like  enough ;  why  then  let  every  man 
Proride  him,  and  be  there  for  fashion-sake. — 
If  any  thing  shall  there  concern  our  states 
Assure  yourselves  1*11  look  unto  myself. 

1  Jew,  I  know  you  will ;  well,  brethren,  let  as  go. 

3  Jew.  Let's  take  our  leaves; — farewell,  g(Md 
Barabas. 

Bar, Do  so :— -farewell,  Zaareth ;— farewell, Te- 
mainte.  [Exeunt  Jews, 

And,  Barabas,  now  search  this  secret  out ; 
Summon  thy  senses,  call  thy  wits  together : 
These  silly  men  mistake  die  matter  clean. 
Irfing  to  the  Turk  did  Malta  contribute; 
Which  tribute,  all  in  policy,  I  fear, 
The  Turks  have  let  increase  to  such  a  sam, 
As  all  the  wealth  of  Malta  cannot  pay ; 
And  now  by  that  advantage  thinks,  belike. 
To  seize  upon  the  town :  Aye,  that  he  seeks* 
Howe'er  the  world  go,  I'll  inakc  sure  of  one. 
And  seek  in  jdme  to  intercept  the  worst. 
Warily  guarding  that  which  I  have  got. 
Egomihimet  sum  semper  proximus. 
Why,  let  them  enter,  let  them  take  the  town.  [Exit, 

Enter  Governors  of  Malta,  Knights^  met  by  Bar 
shaws  of  the  Ttirk,  and  Caltmath. 

Gov,  Now,  Bashaws,  what  demand  you  at  oar 

hands? 
Bash,  Know,  Knights  of  Malta,  that  we  came 
from  Rhodes, 
From  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  other  isles 
That  lie  betwixt  the  Mediterranean  seas — ^ 
Gov,  What's  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  other 
isles. 
To  us  or  Malta  ?  What  at  our  hands  demand  ye? 
Caly,  The  ten  years  tribute  that  remains  un- 
paid. 
Gov*  Alas,  my  lord,  the  sam  is  over  great ; 
I  hope  your  highness  will  consider  us. 
Call/.  I  wish,  grave  governors,  'twere  in  my 
power 
To  favour  you;  but  'tis  my  father's  causey 
Wherein  I  may  not,  nay  I  dare  not  dalljf. 
Gov,  Then  givo  vm  leave,  great  Seltm  Caly- 


9  Scamhled^Scambled  has  mach  the  same  meaning  as  scrmnbUd.    See  note  on  King  Hmn  K  Vol.  YI# 
^9.  edit.  1718. 
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Ccfy.  Stand  all  aside,  and  let  tbe  knif^U  deUr- 
mine: 
And  send  to  keep  oor  galleys  under  sail. 
For  happily  we  shall  4iot  tarry  here. 
Now,  governors,  how  are  you  resolved  ? 

Gov.  Thus :  Since  your  hard  conditions  are 
such 
That  yon  will  needs  have  ten  years  tribute  past, 
We  raay  have  time  to  make  collection 
Amonc;st  the  inhabitants  of  Malta  for't. 

Bask.  That's  more  than  is  in  our  commission. 

CaUf.  What,  Callapine,  a  liule  courtesy  ? 
Let's  know  their  time,  perhaps  it  is  not  long ; 
And  'tis  more  kingly  to  obtain  by  peace, 
Than  to  enforce  conditions  by  constraint. 
What  respite  ask  you,  governors? 

GoTf.  But  a  month. 

Caly,  We  grant  a  month;  but  aee  you  keep 
your  promise. 
Kow  launch  our  galleys  back  again  to  sea. 
Where  we'll  attend  the  respite  you  have  ta'en ; 
And  for  the  money  send  our  ines^nger. 
Farewell,  great  governors,  and  brave  knights  of 
Malta,  [Exeunt, 

Gov.  And  all  good  fortune  wait  on  Calymatb. 
Go  one*  and  call  those  Jews  of  Malta  hither : 
Were  they  not  summoned  to  appear  to>day  ? 

OffL  They  were,  my  lord,  and  here  they  come. 

Enter  Barabas  and  three  Jewi, 

1  Knight.  Have  you  determined  what  to  say 
to  them  ? 

Gov.  Yes,  give  roe  leav^ ;  and,  Hebrews,  now 
come  near. 
From  the  emperor  of  Turkey  is  arrived 
Great  Selim  Calymath,  his  mghness'  son, 
To  levy  of  us  ten  years  tribute  past; 
Now  then,  here  know  tliat  it  concerneth  us. 

Bar,  Then,  good  my  lord,  to  keep  your  quiet 
still, 
ToQr  lordship  shall  do  well  to  let  them  l^ave  it. 

Gov.   Soft,  Bar^bas,  there's  more  'longs  to't 
than  so. 
To  what  these  ten  years  tribute  will  amount, 
Thai  we  have  cast,  but  cannot  compass  it 
By  reason  of  the  wars  that  robb'd  our  store  : 
And  therefore  are  we  to  request  your  aid. 

Bar,  Alas,  my  lord,  we  are  no  soldiers : 
And  what's  our  aid  against  so*  great  a  Prince  ? 

1  Knight.  Tut,  Jew,  we  know  thou  art  no 
soldier; 
TboD  art  a  merchant  'and  a  monied  man. 
And  'tis  thy  money,'  Barabas,  we  seek. 

Bar.  How,  ray  lord  !  my  money  ? 

Gov.  Thine  and  tlie  rest ; 
For,  to  be  short,  aitlongst  you't  must  be  had. 

Bar,  Alas,  my  lord,  the'ihi>st  of  us  are  poor ! 

Gov,  Then  let  the  rich  increase  your  portions* 


Bar.  Are  strangers  with  your  tribute  to  be  taxed? 

9  Knight.  Have  strangers  leave  with  us  to 
get  their  wealth  ? 
Then  let  them  with  us  contribute. 

Bar.  How,  equally  ? 

Gov.  No,  Jew,  like  infidels: 
For  through  our  suffemnoe  of  your  hateful  livei^ 
Who  stand  accursed  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
These  taxes  and  afflictions  are  befallen : 
And  therefore  thus  we  are  determined ; 
Read  there  the  articles  of  our  decrees. 

Read,  First,  the  tribute  money  of  the  TuHls 
shall  all  be 
Levied  amongst  the  Jews,  and  each  of  them  to 

pay  one 
Half  of  his  estate. 

Bar.  How !  half  his  estate  ?  I  hope  you  mean 
not  mine. 

Gov.  Read  on. 

Read.  Secondly,  he  that  denies  to  pay,  shaU 
straight  become 
A  Christian. 

Bar.  How !  a  Christian  ?  Hum,  what's  here  to 
do? 

Read.  Lastly,  he  that  denies  this,  riiall  abso- 
lutely lose  all  he  has. 

Ail  Three  Javt.  Oh,  my  lord,  we  will  give  half. 

Bar,  Oh  earth-metall'd  villains,  and  no  He- 
brews bom ! 
And  will  you  basely  thus  submit  yourselves 
To  leave  your  goo<is  to  their  arbitrement? 

Gov,  Why,  Barabas,  wilt  tliou  be  christened? 

Bar.  No,  Governor,  I  will  be  no  convertite.  '• 

Gov.  I1ien  pay  thy  half. 

Bar.  Why  know  you  what  yoo  did  by  this  de- 
vice? 
Half  of  my  substance  is  a  city's  wealth. 
Governor,  it  was  not  got  so  easily ; 
Nor  will  I  part  so  sK^tly  therewithal. 

Gov,  Sir,  half  b  the  penalty  of  our  decree, 
£ither  pay  that,  or  we  will  seize  on  all. 

Bar.  Corpo  di  deo ;  stay,  you  shall  have  half. 
Let  mo  be  used  but  as  my  brethren  are. 

Gov.  NO)  Jew,  thou  hast  denied  the  articles. 
And  now  it  cannot  be  recalled. 

Bar.  Will  you  then  steal  my  goods  ? 
Is  theft  the  ground  of  your  religion  ? 

Gov,  No,  Jew,  we  take  particularly  thine. 
To  save  the  ruin  of  a  multitude : 
And  better  one  want  for  a  common  good. 
Than  mtiny  perish  for  a  private  man : 
Yet,  Barabas,  we  will  not  banbh  thee. 
But  here  in  Malta,  where  thou  got'st  thy  wealth. 
Live  still ;  and,  if  thou  canst,  get  more. 

Bar.  Christians,  what,  or  how  can  I  multiply? 
Of  nought  is  nothing  made. 

1  Knight.  From  nought  at  first  thou  cam  st 
to  little  wealth, 


f^  C^vertite-^.  $,  convert.    So  in  JTiji^  John^  A.  5.  S.  I* 
**  But  since  you  are  a  gentle  convertite,**  ^ 
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iFrom  little  unto  more,  from  more  to  most : 

If  your  first  curse  fall  heary  on  thy  head. 

And  make   thee  poor,  and  scorned  of  ail  the 

world, 
^s  not  our  fault,  but  thy  inherent  sin. 

Bar,  What?  bring  you  scripture  to  confirm 
your  wrongs  ? 
Preach  rac  not  out  of  my  possessions. 
Some  Jews  are  wicked,  as  all  Christians  are : 
But  say  the  tribe  that  I  desccmled  of 
Were  all  in  general  cast  away  for  sin. 
Shall  I  be  tried  by  their  transp;rcssi(m  ? 
The  man  that  dealeth  righteously  shall  live : 
And  which  of  you  can  charge  me  otherwise  ? 
Gov,  Out,  wretched  Barabas,  shamcst  thou  not 
thus 
To  justifV  thyself,  ni  if  we  knew  not 
Thy  profession  ?  If  thou  rely  upon  thy  righteous- 
ness, 
Be  patient,  and  thy  riches  will  increase. 
Excess  of  wealth  is  cause  of  covetousncss : 
And  covetousness,  oh  *tis  a  monstrous  sin. 

Bar,  Aye,  but  theft  is  wo^se :  tush,  tilke  not 
from  me,  then. 
For  that  is  theft ;  and  if  yon  rob  me  thus, 
I  must  be  forced  to  steal  and  compass  more. 
1  Knight,  Grave  governors,  list  not  td  his 
exclaims : 
Convert  bis  mansion  to  a. nunnery. 

JSn/er  0fficer$4 

Bid  houie  will  harbour  many  holy  nuns. 

Gov.  It  shall  be  so.    Now,  officers,  bate  you 
done? 

OJi  Aye,  my  lord,  ire  have  seized  upon  the 
goods 
And  wares  of  Barabns,  which,  being  vafoed. 
Amount  to  more  than  all  the  wealtti  in  Malta. 
And  of  the  other  we  have  seized  half. 
Then  well  take  order  for  the  residue. 

Bar.  Well  then,  my  lord,  say  are  you  satisfied? 
You  have  my  goofis,  my  money,  and  my  wealthy 
My  ships,  my  store,  and  all  that  I  enjoyed; 
And,  having  nil,  you  can  request  no  more, 
Unless  your  unrelenting  ffinty  hearts 
Suppress  all  pity  in  your  stony  breasts. 
And  now  shall  move  you  Co  bereave  my  life. 

God,  No,  Barabas,  to  stain  our  bands  tdth 
blood 
Js  far  from  us  and  our  profession. 

•  Bar.  Why  I  esteem  the  injury  far  less, 
To  take  the  lives  of  miserable  men. 
Than  be  the  causers  of  their  misery. 
You  have  my  wealth,  the  labour  of  my  fife, 


The  comfort  of  mine  age,  my  children'^  hojie; 
And  therefore  ne'er  distinguish  of  the  wrong. 

Gov.  Content  thee,  Barabas,  thou  hast  noogdt 
but  right 

Bar.  Your  extreme  right  does  me  exceedin| 
wrong; 
But  take  it  to  you,  i*the  Devil's  name. 

Gov,  Come,  let  us  in,  and  gather  of  these 
goods 
The  money  for  this  tribute  of  the  Turk. 

1  Knight.  Tis  necessary  that  be  lookM  unto; 
For  if  we  break  odr  day,  we  break  the  le4igue, 
And  that  will  prove  but  simple  policy.  lExeunt^ 

Bar,  Aye,  policy,  that's  their  profession, 
And  not  simplicity,  as  they  suggest. 
The  plagues  of  Egypt,  and  the  curse  of  Heaveit, 
Earth's  barrenness,  and  all  men*s  hatred. 
Inflict  opon  them,  thou  Primut  Metdr  ! 
And  here  upon  my  knees,  striking  the  earth, 
I  baa  "  their  souls  to  everlasting  pains. 
And  extreme  tortures  of  the  fiery  deep. 
That  thus  have  dealt  with  me  in  m?  distress. 

1  Jew,  Oh  yet  be  patient,  gentle  Barabas.    ' 

Bar,  Oh,  silly  brethren,  born  to  see  tliis  day, 
Why  stand  yoa  thus  unmoted  with  my  lameiits  ? 
Why  weep  you  not  M  thirik  upon  my  vndngs  ? 
Why  pine  not  I  and  die  in  this  distress  ? 

1  Jew,  Why,  Barabas,  as  hardly  can  we  brook 
The  cruel  handling  of  ourselves  m  this; 
Thou  seest  they  have  taken  half  our  goods. 

Bar,  Why  <nd  you  yield  to  their  extortiofi?^ 
You  were  a  multitude,  and  I  but  one. 
And  of  me  only  hare  (hey  taken  alf. 

1  Jem.  Yet,  brother  Barabiis,  remember  Job. 

Bar.  What  tell  yot^  me  of  Job?  I  wot  (is 
wealth 
Was  written  thus;  he  h<ui  seveif  thotrsAod  sbee|v 
Three  thousand  camels,  and  two  hntfdfed  yoke 
Of  labouring  oxen,  and  five  hundred 
She-asses ;  but  for  every  one  of  these, 
Had  they  been  valued  &t  indifferent  rat^ 
I  had  &t  home,  and  in  iniiie  Argosie 
And  other  ships  that  came  from  Egypt  last. 
As  much  as  would  have  bodght  his  beasts  and 

him. 
And  yet  have  kept  enough  to  live  upon ; 
So  that  not  he,  but  I,  may  curse  the  day. 
Thy  fatal  birth  day,  forlorn  Barabas ! 
And  hencefbrth  wish  for  an  eternal  Aight, 
That  clouds  of  darkness  may  inclose  my  ftelfa; 
And  hide  these  extreme  sorrows  from  mine  eyes; 
For  only  I  have  toiled  to  inherit  here 
The  months  of  vanity  and  loss  of  time. 
And  painful  nights  have  been  appointed  me. 


"  I  ban  their  Moult,}  To  ban,  is  to  curse,    So  in  Arden  of  Feuertham  : 

'*  Nay,  if  thou  ban,  let  foe  breath  curBes  forth.*' 

Firit  pari  of  Antonio  and  UeUida,  A.  8. 

*•  Wee  wring  oorpelvcs  into  this  wretched  world, 
**  To  pule  and  w^epe,  exclaime,  to  curse  and  raile^ 
«*  To  fret  and  ban  the  fates  to  strike, 
•*  As  1  doe  now/* 
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S  Jewi  Good  Barabasty  be  patient. 

Bar.  Aye,  I  pray  leave  me  in  my  patience. 
You  that  were  ne'er  possest  of  wealth,  are  pleased 

with  want; 
Bat  give  him  liberty  at  least  to  mourn, 
That  in  a  field  amidst  his  enemies, 
Doth  see  his  soldiers  slain,  himself  disarmed. 
And  knows  no  means  of  his  recovery ; 
Aye,  let  me  sorrow  for  this  sudden  chance, 
Tts  in  the  trouble  of  my  spirit  I  speak ; 
Great  injuries  are  not  so  soon  forgot. 

i  Jew,  Come,  let  us  leave  him  in  his  ireful 
mood, 
Our  words  will  but  increase  his  extacy.  '* 
'  S  Jew.  On  then ;  but  trust  me,  'tis  a  misery 
To  see  a  man  in  such  affliction. 
Farewell,  Barabas. 

Bar,  Aye,  fare  you  well.— 
See  the  simplicity  of  these  base  slaves. 
Who,  for  the  villains  have  no  wit  themselves, 
Think  me  to  be  a  senseless  lump  of  clay. 
That  will  with  every  water  wash  to  dirt ! 
Xo,  Barabas  is  born  to  better  chance. 
And  framed  of  finer  mould  than  common  men, 
Tliat  measure  nought  but  by  the  present  time. 
A  reaching  thought  will  search  his  deepest  wits, 
And  cast  with  cunning  for  tlie  lime  to  come ; 
For  evils  are  apt  to  happen  every  day. — 
But  whither  wends  '^  my  beauteous  Abigail  ? 

Enter  Abigail,  the  Jev>*s  Daughter,. 

Oh,  what  has  made  my  lovely  daughter  sad  ?  ' 
What,  woman,  moan  not  for  a  tittle  loss; 
Thy  father  has  enough  in  store  for  thee. 

Abig,  Not  for  myself,  but  aged  Barabas; 
Father,  for  thee  lamenteth  Abipil. 
But  I  wUl  learn  to  leave  tliese  A-uitless  tears ; 
And,  urged  thereto  with  my  afflictions, 
With  fierce  exclaims  run  to  the  senate-house, 
And  in  the  senate  reprehend  them  all. 
And  rend  their  hearts  with  tearing  of  my  hair. 
Till  they  reduce  tlie  wrongs  done  to  my  fathor. 

Bar,  No,  Abigail,  things  past  recovery 
Are  hardly  cured  with  exclamations. 
Be  silent,  daughter,  sufferance  breeds  ease, 
And  time  may  yield  us  an  occasion, 
Which  on  the  sudden  cannot  serve  the  turn. 
Besides,  my  girl,  think  me  not  all  so  fond/* 
As  negligeotly  to  forego  so  much 
Without  provision  for  thyself  and  me. 
Ten  thousand  portagues,  besides  great  pearls. 
Rich  costly  jewels,  and  stones  infinite, 
Feaiing  the  worst  of  tliis  before  it  felt, 


I  closely  hid. 
Abif^.  Where,  father  ? 
Bar,  In  my  house,  my  girl. 
Abig,  Then  shalf  they  ne'er  be  seen  of  Barabas; 
For  ihey  have  seized  upon  thy  house  and  wares. 
Bar,  But  they  will  give  me  leave  once  more, 
I  trow, 
To  go  into  my  house. 

Abig,  That  may  tliey  not ; 
For  there  I  left  the  governor  placing  nuns. 
Displacing  me ;  and  of  thy  house  they  mean 
To  make  a  nunnery,  where  none  but  their  Own 

sect;^ 
Must  enter  in  ;  men  generally  barred. 

Bar,  My  gold,  my  gold,  and  all  my  wealth,  is 
gone! 
You  partial  heavens,  have  I  deserved  this  plague? 
What  will  you  tlius  oppose  me,  luckless  stars, 
To  make  me  desperate  in  my  poverty  ? 
And,  knowing  me  impatient  in  distress, 
Think  me  so  mad  as  I  will  hang  myself. 
That  I  may  vanish  o*er  the  earth  in  air. 
And  leave  no  memory  that  e*er  I  was  ? 
No,  I  will  live ;  nor  loath  I  this  my  life  r 
And,  since  you  leave  me  in  the  ocean  thus 
To  sink  or  swim,  and  put  me  to  my  shifts, 
ril  rouse  my  senses,  and  awake  myself. 
Daughter,  I  have  it :  thou  perceiv'st  the  plight 
Wherein  these  Christians  have  oppressed  me; 
Be  ruled  by  me,  for,  in  extremity. 
We  ought  to  make  bar  of  no  policy. 

Abig,  Father,  whate*er  it  be,  to  injure  them 
That  have  so  manifestly  wronged  us. 
What  wilt  not  Abigail  attempt? 
Bar.  Why,  so;  uien  thus,  thou  toId*stme  they 
hax'e  turned  my  house 
Into  a  nunnery,  and  some  nuns  are  there? 
Abig,  I  did. 

Bar,  Then,  Abigail,  there  must  my  girl 
Intreat  the  abbess  to  be  entertained. 
Abig,  ilow,  as  a  nun  ? 
Bar,  Aye,  daughter ;  for  religion 
Hides  many  mischiefs  from  suspicion. 
Abig,  Aye,  but,  father,  they  will  suspect  me 

there. 
Bar,  Let  'em  suspect ;  but  be  thou  so  precise 
As  they  may  think  it  done  of  holiness. 
Intreat  'cm  fair,  and  give  them  friendly  speech. 
And  seem  to  them  as  if  thy  sins  were  great. 
Till  tliOu  hast  gotten  to  be  entertained. 
Abig,  Thus,  father,  shall  I  much  dissemble. 
Bar,  Tush ;  as  good  dissemble  that  thou  never 
mean*st. 


Bx'ocjf— The  word  extacy  was  anciently  used  to  signify  some  degree  of  alienation  of  nliind. 
■'  fToub— See  note  on  Tancred  and  Sigitmunda. 
■♦  Pomd-^l,e.fooluh. 

■'  Se«f-«i.  e.  sex.    Sect  and  sex  were,  in  our  ancient  dramatic  writers,  used  synonymously  for  cack 
•tker.    See  several  instances  in  Mr  bteeveiB*8  note  en  The  id  Part  ofBenrif  J  J.  A.  2.  S.  4. 

VOL.  h  a  K  . 
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A«  first  mesD  truth  and  then  dksendble  k: 
A  counterfeit  profession  is  better. 
Than  unseen  hypocrisy. 

Abig,  Well,  father,  say  I  be  entertained. 
What  then  shall  follow  ?* 

Bar.  This  shall  foltew,  then : 
There  have  I  hid,  close  underneath  the  plank 
That  runs  along  Ae  upper-chamber  floor, 
The  gold  and  jewels  which  I  kept  for  thee.— 
But  here  they  come;  be  cunning  Abigail 

Jbig,  Then,  father,  go  widi  me. 

Bar.  No,  Alngail,  in  this 
It  is  not  necessary  I  lie  seen ; 
For  I  will  seem  offended  with  thee  for't. 
Be  dose,  my  girl,  for  this  must  fetch  my  gold. 

Enter  three  FHar$  and  two  Nmm, 

1  Friar.  Sisters,  we  now  are  almost  at  the  new- 
made  nunnery. 

1  Nun.  The  better ;  for  we  love  not  to  be  seen  i 
Tis  thirty  winters  long,  since  some  of  us 
Did  stray  so  far  amongst  the  multitude. 

1  Friar.  But,  madam,  this  house. 
And  waters  of'^this  new-made  nunnery. 
Will  much  delight  you. 

1  Nun.  It  may  be  so ;  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Abig.  Grave  abbess,  and  you  happy  virgins 
guide. 
Pity  the  state  of  a  distressed  maid ! 

Abbess.  What  art  thou,  daughter  ? 

Abig.  The  hopeless  daughter  of  a  hapless  Jew, 
The  Jew  of  Malta,  wretched  Barabas, 
Sometimes  the  owner  of  a  goodly  house. 
Which  they  have  now  turned  to  a  nunnery. 

Abbess.  Well,  daughter,  say,  what  is  thy  suit 
with  us  ? 

Abig.  Fearing  the  affiictions,  which  my  father 
feels, 
Proceed  from  sin,  or  want  of  faith  in  us, 
I'd  pass  awAy  my  life  in  penitence, 
Ana  be  a  novice  in  your  nunnery. 
To  make  atonement  for  my  labourins  soul. 

1  Friar.  No  doubt,  brother,  but  this  proceed- 
eth  of  the  spirit. 

S  Friar.  Aye,  and  of  a  moving  spirit  too,  bro- 
ther; but  come. 
Let  us  intreat  she  may  be  entertained. 

Abbess.  Well,  daughter,  we  admit  you  for  a  nun. 

Abig,  Firbt  let  me,  as  a  novice,  learn  to  frame 
My  solitary  life  to  your  straight  laws ; 
And  let  me  lodge  where  I  was  wont  to  lie : 
I  do  not  doubt,  by  your  divine  precepts 
And  mine  own  industry,  but  to  profit  much. 

Bar.  As  much,  I  hope,  as  all  I  hid  is  worth. 

[Askk. 

Abbess.  Come,  daughter,  follow  us. 

Bar.,  Why,  how  now,  Abigail,  what  makest  thoo 
Amongst  these  hateful  Christians? 

1  iWar.. Hinder  her  not,  thou  man  of  little 
faith. 
For  she  has  mortified  herself. 

Bar.  How  ?  mortified  ! 

1  Prior.  And  is  admitted  to  the  uatMood. 

10      " 


Bar.  Child  of  pe]idhion,and  thy  father^sahame  f 
What  wilt  thou  do  among  these  hateful  fiends  ? 
I  charge  thee,  on  my  blessng,  that  thou  leave 
These  devils,  and  their  damned  heresy. 

Abig.  Father,  give  me  ■  ■ 

Bar.  Nay  back,  Atngail, 
And  think  upon  the  jewels  and  the  «dd, 

[Whispers  »  her. 
The  board  is  marked  thus  that  covers  it. — 
Away,  accursed,  from  thy  father^s  sight ! 

1  Friar.  Barabas,  although  thou  an  m  misbe- 
lief. 
And  wilt  not  see  thine  own  afflictiotts; 
Yet  let  thjr  daughter  be  no  longer  blind. 

Bar.  Bhnd  friar,  I  wreck  not  thy  persaasons^ — 
The  board  is  marked  tbusf  that  covers  it— i 
For  I  had  rather  die  tfalan  see  her  thus. 
Wilt  thou  forsake  mc  too  in  my  distress, 
Seduced  daughter  f—Go^  fbrget  not — 

[Aside  to  her. 
Becomes  it  Jews  to  be  so  credulous  ?— 
To-morrow  early  Til  be  at  the  door.— 

[Audetoher. 
No,  come  not  at  me;  if  thou  wilt  be  damned. 
Forget  me,  sec  me  riOt,  and  so  be  gone. — 
Farewell,  remember  to-morrow  morning. — 

[Aside, 
Out,  out,  thou  wretch !  [Exeunt. 

Efiter  Mathias. 

Mat.  Who*s  this?  fair  Atig^  the  rich  Jew's 
daughter, 
Become  a  nun  ?  Her  father's  sudden  fall 
Has  humbled  her,  and  brought  her  down  to  this : 
Tot,  she  were  fitter  for  a  tale  of  love. 
Than  to  be  tired  out  with  orisous ; 
And  better  would  she  far  become  a  bed. 
Embraced  in  a  friendly  lover^s  arms, 
Than  rise  at  midnight  to  a  solemn  mass. 

Enter  LonowicK. 

Lod.  Why  how  now,  Don  Mathtas,  in  a  damp  ? 

Mat.  Believe  me,  noble  Lodowick,  I  have  seen 
The  strangest  sight,  in  my  opinion. 
That  ever  I  beheld. 

Lod.  What  was't,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Mat.  A  fair  young  maid,  scarce  fourteen  years 
of  age; 
The  sweetest  flower  in  Citherea*s  field, 
Cropt  from  the  pleasures  of  the  fruitfd  earth. 
And  strangely  metamorphosed  nun. 

Lod.  But  say,  what  was  she  ? 

Mat.  Why,  the  rich  Jew's  daughter. 

Lod.  What,  Barabas^  whose,  goods  were  latel/ 
seised?^ 
Is  she  so  fair } 

Mat.  And  matchless  beautiful; 
As^  had  you  seen  her,  ^would  have  moved  your 

heart, 
Though  countermined  with  walls  of  bras^  to  tore. 
Or  at  the  least  to  (Nty. 

Lod.  And  if  she  be  so  fair  as  ycm  repoit, 
^were  time  we|l  ^cnt  to  go  and  yiait  hers 
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Howr  aajYoa,  ahall  we  ? 
3iai.  I  matt  and  will,  sir,  there's  no  remedy. 
Lod.  And  so  will  I  too,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 


I  Farewell,  Mathias. 

Mat,  Farewell,  Lodowick.. 


lExeunt. 


ACTU. 


Enter  Barabas,  with  a  light. 


B§r»  Thus,  like  the  sad  presa^ng  raven,  that 
tolls 
The  nek  man's  passport  in  her  hollow  beak ; 
And  in  the  shadow  of  the  silent  night 
Doth  shake  contagion  from  her  sable  wings ; 
Vexed  and  tormented  rnns  poor  Barabas, 
Widi  fatal  curses,  towards  these  Christians. 
1)^  oooertain  pleasures  of  swifl-footed  time    * 
Have  ta^eii  tbcir  flight,  and  left  me  in  despair; 
And  of  mj  former  riches  rests  no  more 
But  bare  remembrance ;  like  a  soldier's  scar, 
That  has  no  further  comfort  for  his  maim. 
Oh  thoa,  that  with  a  fiery  pillar  led'st 
The  sons  of  Israel  throogh  the  dismal  shades, 
Light  Abraham's  offspring;  and  direct  the  band 
Of  Abigail  this  night,  or  let  the  day 
Tarn  to  eternal  darkness  after  this ! 
No  sleep  can  fasten  on  my  watchful  eyes, 
Nor  qoiet  enter  my  distempered  thoughts^ 
Till  I  have  answer  of  my  Abigail. 

Mnter  Abigail  oftove. 

Abig,  Now  have  I  happily  espied  a  time 
To  sevch  the  plank  my  father  did  appoint; 
And  here,  behold,  (unseen^  where  I  have  found 
The  gold,  the  pearU,  and  jewels  which  he  hid. 

Bar.  N  ow  I  remember  those  old  women's  words, 
Who,  in  my  wealth,  wojild  tell  nie  winter^s  tales. 
And  speak  of  spirits  and  ghosts  that  glide  by  night. 
About  the  place  where  treasure  hath  been  hid ; 
And  now  niethinks  that  I  am  one.  of  those : 
For  whilst  I  live,  here  lives  my  soul's  sole  hope, 
And  when  I  die,  here  shall  mv  spirit  walk. 

Abig.  Now  that  my  fathers  fortune  were  so 
good. 
As  but  to  be  about  this  happy  place ! 
Tis  not  so  happy ;  yet  when  we  parted  last. 
He  said  he  wonld  attend  me  in  the  mom. 
Then,  gentle  sleep,  where'er  his  body  rests. 
Give  cnaige  to  Morpheas,  that  he  may  dream 
A  golden  dream,  and  of  the  sudden  walk, 
Come  and  receive  the  treasure  I  have  found. 

Bar.  jBins  para  todot,  mfga  nada  noer: 
As  good  go  on,  as  sit  so  sadly  thus; 
But  stay,  what  star  shines  yonder  in  the  east  ? 
The  Loadstar  "*  of  my  life,  if  Abigail. 
M?ho's  there? 

Abig.  Who's  that? 

Bar,  Peace,  Abignil,  'tb  I. 


Abig,  Then,  fatlier,  here  receive  t%  hBppinessk 
[2%ro2sc9  di9wn  bagh. 

Bar.  Hastthou't? 

Abig,  Here,  hast  thou't  ? 
Theres  more,  and  more,  and  more. 

Bar.  Oh,  my  giri  ! 
My  gold,  i9y  fortune,  my  felici^jr ; 
Strength  to  my  soul,  death  to  mine  enemy ; 
Welcome,  the  £rst  bednner  of  my  biiss : 
Oh  AlMgail,  Abigail,  that  I  had  thee  here  too, 
Then  my  desires  were  fully  satisfied  ! 
But  I  will  practise  thy  enlargement  thence : 
Oh  girl,  oh  gold,  oh  beauty,  oh  my  bliss ! 

[Hugs  his  Bags. 

Abig.  Father, it  draweth  towards  midnight  now. 
And  'bout  thib  time  the  nuns  begin  to  wake; 
To  shun  suspicion,  therefore  let  us  parr. 

Bar.  Farewell,  my  joy ;  and  by  my  fingers 
take 
A  kiss  from  him  that  sends  it  from  his  soul. 
Now,  Phoebus,  ope  the  eye-lids  of  the  day. 
And  for  the  raven,  wake  the  morning  lark. 
That  I  may  hover  with  her  in  the  mr, 
Singing  o'er  these,  as  she  does  o'er  her  young. 
Hermoto  Piarer^  de  Us  Denirch.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor,  Martin   del  Bosco,  the 
Knights, 

Gov.  Now,  captain,  tell  us  whither  thou  art 
bound? 
Whence  is  thy  ship  that  anchors  in  our  road  ? 
And  why  thou  cam'st  ashore  without  our  leave  ? 
Del  Bos.  GroveTnor  of  Malta,  hither  am  I 
bound; 
My  ship,  the  Flying  Dragon,  is  of  Spam, 
And  so  am  X ;  Del  Bosco  is  my  name. 
Vice  admiral  unto  the  Catholic  king. 

1  Knight.  Tis  true,  my  lord,  therefore  intreat 

him  well. 
Del  Bos.  Our  freight  b  Grecians,  Turks,  and 
Afric  Moors : 
For  late  upon  the  coast  of  Corsica, 
Because  we  vailed  '^  not  Jto  the  Turkish  fleet, 
Their  creeping  gallies  had  us  in  the  chase ;         ) 
But  suddenly  tl^  wind  began  to  rise, 
And  then  we  left,  and  took,  and  fought  at  ease : 
Some  have  we  fired,  and  many  have  we  sunk ; 
But  one  amongst  the  rest  became  our  prize : 
The  captain's  slain,  the  rest  remain  our  slaves. 
Of  whom  we  would  make  sale  in  Malta  here. 
Gov*  Martin  del  Bosco,  I  have  heard  of  thee; 


'^  The  l>Aiitar— See  note  on  The  Spanish  Tragedy, 
"  We  vaifed  not-^i*  e,  did  not  strike  or  lower  our  flacs. 
«.  I.  edit.  1778.    8. 
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Welcome  to  Malta,  and  to  all  of  us : 
But  to  Mroit  a  sale  of  these  thy  Turks, 
We  may  not ; '  nay,  we  dare  not  give  cODsent, 
4"     By  reason  of  a  tributary  league. 

1  Knight,  Del  Bosco,  as  thou  lov'st  and  ho- 
nour*st  us. 
Persuade  our  governor  against  the  Turk : 
Thid  truce  we  have  is  but  in  hope  of  gold, 
And  with  that  sum  he  craves  might  we  wage  war. 
Del  Bot,  Will  knights  of  Malta  lie  in  league 
with  Turks? 
And  buy  it  basely  too  for  sums  of  gold  ? 
My  lord,  rem^ember,  that,  to  Europe's  shame. 
The  Christian  isle  of  Rhodes,  from  whence  you 

came, 
Was  lately  lost,  and  you  were  stated  here 
To  be  at  deadly  enmity  with  Turks. 

Gov.  Captain,  we  know  it;  but  our  force  is 

small. 
Del  Bot.  What  is  the  sum  that  Calymath  re- 
quires ? 
Gov.  A  hundred  thousand  crowns. 
Del  Bot,  My  lord  and  king  hath  title  to  this 
isle, 
And  he  means  quickly  to  expel  them  hence : 
Therefore,  he  ruled  by  me,  and  keep  the  gold ; 
111  write  unto  his  majesty  for  aid. 
And  not  depart  until  I  see  you  free. 

Gov.  On  this  condition  shall  thy  Turks  be 
sold. 
Go,  officers,  and  set  them  straight  in  show, 
j^nsco,  thou  shalt  be  Malta's  general ; 
We  and  our  warlike  knights  will  follow  thee 
Against  these  barbarous  misbelieving  Turks. 
Del  Bos.  So  shall  you  imitate  those  you  suc- 
ceed ; 
For,  when  their  hideous  force  environed  Rhodes, 
Small  though  the  number  was  that  kept  the  town, 
They  fought  it  out,  and  not  a  man  survived 
To  firing  the  hapless  ne»vs  to  Christendom. 
Gov,  So  will  we  fight  it  out.     Come,  let's 
away : 
•Proud,  daring  Calvmath,  instead  of  gold. 
We'll  send  thee  bullets  wrapt  in  smoke  and  fire: 
{]!laim  tribute  where  thou  wilt,  we  are  resolved ; 
f  lonour  is  bought  with  blood,  and  not  with  gpld. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Officers  witii  Slaves. 

1  Offi,  This  is  the  market-place,  here  let  'era 

stand ; 
FeaY  not  their  sale,  for  they'll  be  quickly  bought. 

2  Offi.  Every  one's  price  is  written  on  his  back ; 
And  so  much  must  they  yield,  or  not  be  sold. 

1  Cyffi.  Here  comes  the  Jew ;  liad  pot  his  goods 
been  seized, 
Ile'd  give  as  present  money  for  them  all. 

Enter  Barabas. 

Bar.  In  spite  of  these  swino-eaiing  Christians, 
(Unchosen  nation,  never  circumcised ; 
Such  poor  villainy  as  were  ne*er  thii^ght  upon, 
^111  Tiius  and  Vespasian  conquered  us,) 


Am  I  become  as  wealthy  as  I  was. 

They  hoped  my  daughter  would  have  been  anon; 

But  she's  at  home,  and  I  have  tmugfat  a  house 

As  great  and  fair  as  is  the  governor's ; 

And  there,  in  spite  of  Malta,  will  I  dwell. 

Having  Femeze's  hand ;  whose  heart  111  hai^ 

Aye,  and  his  son*s  too,  or  it  shall  go  banL 

I  am  not  of  the  tribe  of  Levi,  I, 

That  can  so  soon  forget  an  injury. 

We  Jews  can  fawn  like  spaniels,  when  ve  please; 

And  when  we  grin  we  bite,  yet  are  our  looks 

As  innocent  and  harmless  as  a  lamb's. 

I  learned  in  Florence  how  to  kiss  my  hand. 

Heave  up  my  shoulders  when  they  call  roe  dog, 

And  duck  as  low  as  any  bare-foot  friar; 

Hoping  to  see  them  starve  upon  a  stall. 

Or  else  be  gathered  for  in  our  synagogue ; 

That  when  the  ofiering-bason  comes  to  me, 

Even  for  charity,  I  may  spit  into't. 

Here  comes  Don  Lodowick,  the  governor^  son, 

One  that  I  love  for  his  good  father's  sake; 

Enter  Lodowicx. 

Lod.  I  hear  the  wealthy  Jew  walked  this  way; 
111  seek  him  out,  and  so  insinuate, 
That  I  may  have  a  sight  of  Abi^il ; 
For  Don  Mathias  tells  me  she  is  fair. 
Bar,  Now  will  I  shew  myself  to  have  more  of 
the  serpent 
Than  the  dove ;  that  is,  more  knave  than  fooL 
Lod.  Yond'  walks  tlie  Jew ;  now  for  fair  Abi- 
gail. 
Bar,  Aye,  aye,  no  doubt  but  she's  at  yoor 

command. 
Lod,  Barabas,  thou  know'st  I  am  the  gover* 

nor's  son. 
Bar,  I  would  you  were  his  father  to<5,  sir,  tbai's 
all  the  harm 
I  wish  you.    The  slave  looks  like  a  bog's  cheek 
new  singed. 
Lod,  Whither  walk'st  thou,  Barabas? 
Bar.  No  further ;  'ds  a  custom  held  with  as, 
That  when  we  speak  with  Gentiles,  like  to  yoa, 
We  turn  into  the  air  to  purge  ourselves: 
For  unto  MS  the  promise  dotn  belong. 

Lod.  Well,  Barabas,  canst  help  mc  to  a  disr 

mond  ? 
Bar.  Oh,  sir,  your  father  had  my  diamonds, 
Yet  I  have  one  left  that  will  serve  your  turn;    , 
I  mean  my  daughter: — but  ere  he  shall  haveber 
I'll  sacrifice  her  on  a  pile  of  wood. 
I  hu'  the  poison  of  the  city  for  biro,  and  the 
White  leprosy.  [Asi^ 

Lod.  What  sparkle  does  it  give  without  a  foil? 
Bar,  The  diamond  that  I  talk  of  ne'er  xns 
foiled ; — 
But  when  he  touche?  it,  it  will  be  foiled . — 
Lord  Lodowick,  it  sparkles  bright  and  fair. 
Lod,  Is  it  square  Or  pointed?  pray  let  me 

know. 
Bar,  Pointed  it  is,  good  sir, — ^but  not  for  yoo. 

[Aude. 
lad.  I  like  it  much  the  better. 
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Bar,  So  do  I  too. 

Lod.  How  shews  it  by  night? 

Bar.  Oatshines  Cynthia's  rays  >^ 
Yooll  iike  it  better  far  a-nights  than  days.  [Atide, 

LckL  And  what's  the  price  ? 

Bar.  Yoar  life,  and  if  you  have  it— Oh  my  lord 
We  will  not  jar  about  the  price ;  come  to  my 

house 
And  I  will  ^'t  your  honour— with  a  Teneeance. 

[Aiide. 

Lod,  No,  Barabas,  I  will  deserve  it  first. 

Bar,  Good  sir,  your  father  has  deserved  it  at 
my  hands, 
Who  of  mere  charity  and  Christian  ruth,  '• 
To  bring  me  to  religious  purity, 
Awi  as  it  were  in  catechising  sort, 
To  make  me  mindful  of  my  mortal  sins, 
A^DSt  my  will,  and  whether  I  would  or  no. 
Seized  all  I  had,  and  thrust  me  out  a-doors. 
And  made  my  house  a  place  for  nuns  most  chaste. 

Lod.  No  doubt  your  soul  shall  reap  the  fruit 
of  it. 

Bar,  Aye,  but  my  lord,  the  harvest  is  far  off: 
And  vet  I  know  the  prayers  of  those  nuns 
And  holy  friars,  haying  money  for  their  pains. 
Are  wondrous; — and  indeed  do  no  man  good. 

[Atide. 
And  seeing  the^^  are  not  idle,  but  still  doin^, 
^is  likely  they  in-  time  m<iy  reap  some  fruit ; 
I  mean  in  fulness  of  perfection. 

Lo(L  Good  Barabas,  glance  not  at  our  holy 
nuns. 

Bar.  No,  but  I  do  it  through  a  burning  zeal, — 
Hoping  ere  long  to  set  the  house  a-fire; 
For  though  they  do  a  while  increase  and  multiply, 
111  have  a  saying  to  that  nunnery.  [Aside. 

As  for  that  diamond,  sir,  I  told  you  of. 
Come  home,  and  tbere*8  no  price  shall  make  us 

part. 
Even  ^or  your  honourable  father's  sake. — 
It  shall  go  hard  but  I  will  see  your  death.  [Ajtide. 
Bat  now  I  must  be  gone  to  buy  a  slave. 

Lod.  And,  Barabas,  I'll  bear  thee  company. 

Bar.  Come  then,  here's  the  market-place« 
What's  the  price 
Of  this  slave?  two  hundred  crowns?  do   the 
Turks  weigh  so  much  ? 

OgL  Sir,  that's  his  price. 

Bar.  What,  can  he  steal,  that  you  demand  so 
much? 
Belike  he  has  some  new  trick  for  a  purse; 
And  if  be  has,  he  is  worth  three  hundred  plates, 
So  that,  bcing^mu^ht,  the  town-seal  might  be  goC^ 
To  keep  him  for  his  lifetime  from  the  gallows. 
The  sesaions-day  is  critical  to  thieves, 
And  few  or  none  'scape  but  by  being  purged. 


Lod.  Ratest  thou  this  Moor  but  at  two  hun- 
dred places  ? '' 
1  Cfffi.  No  more,  my  lord. 
Bar,  Why  should  this  Turk  be  dearer  than  that 

Moor  ? 
OjffL  Because  he  is  young,  and  has  more  qua- 
lities. 
Bar,  What,  hast  the  philosophers  stone  ?  and 
thou  hast. 
Break  my  head  with  it,  I'll  forgive  thee. 
Slave.  No  sir,  I  can  cut  and  shave. 
Bar,  Let  me  see,  sirrah ;  are  you  not  an  old 

shaver  ? 
Slave,  Alas,  sir,  I  am  a  very  youth. 
Bar.  A  youth  ?  1*11  buy  you,  and  marry  you  to 
Lady  Vanity,  *° 
If  you  do  well. 

Slave,  I  will  serve  you,  sir. 
Bar,  Some  wicked  trick  or  other.    It  may  be, 
under  colour 
Of  shaving,  thou'lt  cut  my  throat  for  my  goods. 
Tell  me,  hast  thou  thy  health  well  ? 
Slave,  Aye,  passing  well. 
Bar,  So  much  the  worse;  I  must  have  one 
that's  sickly : 
And't  be  but  for  sparing  victuals :  'tis  not  a  stone 

of  beef  a-day 
Will  maintain  you  in  these  chops ;  let  me  see  one 
That's  somewhat  leaner. 

1  Offi,  Here's  a  leaner,  how  like  yon  him  ? 
Bar,  Where  wast  thou  bom  ? 
Itha,  In  Thrace;  brought  up  in  Arabia. 
Bar,  So  much  the  better,  thou  art  for  my  turn ; 
An  hundred  crowns,  I'll  have  him ;  there's  the 
coin. 
1  OffL  Then  mark  him,  sir^  and  take  him  hence. 
Bar,  Aye,  mark  him,  you  were  best,  for  this 
is  he 
That  by  my  help  shall  do  much  villainy. 
My  lord,  farewell :  come,  sirrah,  you  are  mioe. 
As  for  the  diamond,  it  shall  be  yours ; 
I  pray,  sir,  be  no  stranger  at  my  house, 
All  that  I  have  shall  be  at  your  command. 

Enter  Mathias  and  his  Mother, 

Mat.  What  makes  the  Jew  and  Lodowick  8d 
private  ? 
I  fear  me  'tis  al>out  fair  Abigail. 

Bar,  Yonder  comes  Don  Mathias,  let  us  stay ; 
He  loves  my  daughter,  and  she  holds  him  dear; 
But  I  have  sworn  to  frustrate  both  their  hopes, 
And  be  revenged  upon  the  governor. 
Moth,  This  Moor  is  comeliest,  is  he  not  ?  speak, 

son. 
Mat.  No,  this  is  the  better,  mother,  view  this 
welL 


n  i?if/A— 1.  e.  pity. 

■9  PlaUM-^L  e.  pieces  of  tiWer  money 


'   M  uwc— ..  o.  |,.«.v^  w.  ...T,^.  .uvucT.   See  note  on  AtUonif  and  CUopatra,  voU  8.  p.  295  ediL  1778. 
f^  iMdy  yanitjf^h,  vice  or  puppet  of  that  naque,  wbi^h  is  m/entioned  in  one  of  Ben  Jonson't  plajs. 
"  Get  you  a  citieniy  Ladjf  VmUjf  /"    8. 
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Bmr.  Seam  not  to  iamw  me  here  before  your 
motbery 
liest  she  mistrust  the  match  that  it  in  band : 
When  yon  have  brought  her  home,  come  to  mj 

house ; 
Think  of  me  as  thy  father.    Sob,  farewell. 
Mat.  But  wherefore  talked  Don  Lodowick 

with  you  f 
Bar.  Tush,  man,  we  talked  of  diaoiondsy  not 

of  Abigail. 
Moth.  Tell  me,  Mathiai,  is  not  that  the  Jew  ? 
Bar.  As  for  the  comment  on  the  Maccabeesy 
I  have  it,  sir,  and  'tis  at  your  couimand. 

Mat.  Yes,  madam,  and  my  talk  with  him  was 
About  the  borrowing  of  a  hook  or  two. 
Moth.  Converse  not  with  him,  he  is  cast  off 
from  Heaven. 
Thou  hast  thy  crowns^  fellow ;  come,  let's  away. 
Mmt.  Sirrahy  Jew,  remember  the  books. 

[Exeunt. 
Bar.  Marry  will  I,  sir. 

OffL  Come,  I  liave  made  a  reasonable  market, 
let's  away.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Now  let  me  know  thy  name,  and  there- 
withal 
Thr  birth,  condition,  and  profession. 

itha.  Faith,  sir,  my  birth  is  but  mean;  my 
name's  Ithamore; 
My  profcbsion  what  you  please. 

Bar.  Hast  thou  no  trade  ?  then  listen  to  my 
words. 
And  I  will  teach  thee  that  shall  stick  by  thee : 
First,  be  thou  void  of  these  afiections,  * 
Compassion,  love,  vain  hope,  and  heartless  fear; 
Be  moved  at  nothing,  see  thou  pit^  none. 
But  to  thyself  smile  when  the  Christians  moan. 
Itkm*  Oh  brave  master,  I  worship  your  nose 

for  this." 
Bar.  As  for  myself,  I  walk  abroad  a-nJghts, 
And  kill  sick  people  groaning  under  walls : 
Sometimes  I  go  about  and  poison  wells; 
And  now  and  then,  to  chensh  Christian  thieves, 
J  am  content  to  lose  some  of  my  crowns, 
That  I  may,  walking  in  my  gallery. 
See  'em  go  pinioned  along  by  my  door. 
Being  young,  I  studied  physic,  and  began 
To  practise  6rst  upon  the  Italian; 
There  I  enriched  the  priests  with  burials. 
And  always  kept  the  sexton's  arms  in  ure,  ^ 
With  digging  graves^  and  ringing  dead  men's 
knells : 


And  after  thafwas  I  an  en^neer. 
And  in  the  wars  'twiit  France  and  Germany^ 
Under  pretence  of  helpin|;  Charles  tlie  FifUi^ 
Slew  fnend  and  enemy  with  my  stratagems. 
Then  after  that  was  I  an  usurer, 
And,  with  extorting,  coaenin^  forfeiting, 
And  tricks  belon^ng  unto  hrokery, 
I  iilled  the  jails  with  bankrupts  in  a  year; 
And  with  young  orphans  planted  hospitals; 
And  every  moon  nuide  some  or  other  mad ; 
And  now  and  then  one  hang  himself  for  grie^ 
Filming  upon  his  breast  a  long  oreat  scnm 
How  I  with  interest  tormented  him. 
But  mark  how  I  am  blest  for  plaguing  them; 
I  have  as  much  coin  as  will  buy  thetown. 
But  tell  me  now,  bow  bast  thou  spent  thy  time  f 
Itha.  Fmth,  master,  in  setting  Christian  viU»- 

ges  on  fire. 
Chaining  of  eunuchs,  binding  galley-slaves. 
One  time  I  was  an  bustler  in  an  inn, 
And  in  the  nieht-dme  secretly  would  I  steal 
To  travellers    chambers,  and  there  cut  their 

throats: 
Once,  at  Jerusalem,  where  the  pilgrims  kneeled^ 
I  strewed  powder  on  the  marble  stones. 
And  therewithal  their  knees  would  rankle  bo. 
That  I  have  laughed  agood  *^  to  see  the  cripples 
Go  limping  home  to  Christendom  on  stikk 
Bar.  Wny  this  is  something :  make  account  of 

me 
As  of  thy  fellow ;  we  are  villains  both ; 
Both  circumcised ;  we  hate  Christians  both. 
Be  true  and  secret,  .thou  shalt  want  no  gold.— 
But  stand  aside,  here  comes  Don  Lodowick* 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  Oh  Barabai^  well  met;  where  is  the  dia- 
mond 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Bar.  I  Kkve  it  for  you,  sir ;  please  you  walk  in 
with  me. 
What  ho,  Abigail;  open  the  door,  I  say. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  In  good  time,  father;  here  are  letters 
come 
From  Onnus,  and  the  post  stays  here  within. 
Bar.  Give  me  the  letters;  daughter,  do  you 
hear. 
Entertain  Lodowick,  the  governor's  son, 
With  all  the  courtesy  you  can  afibrd, 


^'  Oh  brave  master^  Iwonhip  your  want  for  thU^Yft  have  here  an  allBsion  to  the  manner  in  wbldi  the 
Jew  wed  to  be  dressed  on  the  stage.  From  the  following  passage  in  Kowley^s  Search  f^r  JToiMy,  1009, 
p.  12,  we  find  be  was  always  equipped  with  a  huge  nose,  ** — but  as  ill  a  head  In  forme  (and  worse  in  coa- 
ditioo)  than  ever  held  a  spout  of  lead  in  his  month  at  the  comer  of  a  church :  an  old  moth-eaten  cap 
buttoned  under  his  chinne  :  his  visage  (or  vizard)  like  the  artificialJewe  of  Maltae't  no$e;  thewonacs 
fearing  his  trndie  would  have  gone  along  with  his  soule,  came  to  take,  and  indeed  bad  taken  posscssioo, 
where  they  peept  out  still  at  certaine  loope  holes,  to  see  who  came  neare  their  habitation.** 
■  **  /«  are- -See  note  to  Ferrcx  and  PorreX. 

^3  That  I  have  laughed  a  good^.  e.  hi  good  earnest.   TnU  de  da«*  Fr«    See  note  on  The  taeo  GmiUmea 
of  Ferona^  vol.  i.  p.  Wi.  edit.  1718.    S. 
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Pro?idecl,  tbat  700  keep  tour  mwienhe^d, 
Use  him  as  if  Ke  were  a  Philistiiie; 
DissemUe,  swear,  protest,  tow  to  lore  hiniy 
He  b  not  of  the  seed  of  Abraham.— 
I  am  a  little  bnsj,  sir,  praj  pardon  me.— - 
Ahiadlf  bid  him  welcome,  tor  mj  sake. 

Mg,  For  Toar  sake,  and  his  own,  he's  wel- 
come hither. 

Bir.  Daughter,  a  word  more;  kiss hia|  speak 


And,  like  a  cunning  Jew,  so  cast  about. 
That  ye  be  both  made  sure  ere  jon  come  out 

Abig.  Oh  father,  Don  Mathias  is  mj  love. 

Bar-  I  know  it ;  yet,  I  say,  make  tore  to  him ; 
Do,  it  is  requisite  it  should  be  so. 
Nay,  on  mj  life  it  b  mr  factor's  hand ; 
But  go  jott  in,  m  think  upon  the  account : 

laeunt  Lod.  and  Abio. 
The  accomit  b  made,  for  Lodowick  dies. 
Mj  factor  sends  me  word  a  merchant's  fled. 
That  owes  me  for  a  hundred  tun  of  wine : 
I  weigh  it  thus  much;  I  have  wealth  enough, 
For  now  by  this  has  be  kissed  Abigail ; 
And  she  rows  lore  to  him  and  he  to  her. 
As  sure  as  Hearen  rained  manna  for  the  Jews, 
So  sure  shall  he  and  Don  Mathias  die : 
Hb  father  was  my  chiefest  enemy.— 
MThither  goes  Don  Mathias  ?  stay  a  while. 

Enter  Mathias. 

Mai.  Whither,  but  to  my  fair  lore,  Abigail. 
Bar,  Thou  know'st,  and  Hearen  can  witness 
it  b  true, . 
That  I  intend  my  daughter  riiall  be  thine; 
Mat,  Aye,  fiarabas,  or  else  thou  wrongest  me 

Bar.  Ob  Hearen  forbid  I  should  hare  such  a 
thought : 
Pardon  me,  though  I  weep ;'  the  goremor's  son 
Will,  whether  I  will  or  no,  hare  Abigail  : 
He  sends  her  letters,  bracelets,  jeweli^  rings. 

Mat.  Does  she  receire  them  ? 

Bar,  She !  No,  Mathias,  no,  but  sends  them 
back: 
And  when  be  comes,  she  locks  herself  up  fast; 
Yet  through  the  key-hole  will  be  talk  to  ner. 
While  she  runs  to  the  window,  looking  out 
When  you  should  come  and  hale  him  from  the 
door. 

Mat,  Oh  treacherous  Lodowick ! 

Bar.  Eren  now,  as  I  came  home,  he  slipt  me  in, 
And  I  am'  sure  he  b  with  Abigail. 

Mat.  ni  rouse  him  thence. 

Bar.  Not  for  all  Malta,  therefore  sheathe  your 


If  yon  lore  me,  no  quarrels  in  my  house ; 
Bat  steal  ^ou  in.  and  seem  to  see  him  not ; 
in  pre  bun  such  a  warning  ere  he  (^oes, 
As  be  shall  hare  small  hopes  of  Abigail.— 
Away,  for  here  they  come. 

£i|^  LoDQiwicK  and  Abigail. 
Mat.  What,  hand  in  hand !  I  cannot  suffer  thb. 


Bar.  Mathias,  as  thou  lorest  me,  jiot  a  word^ 
Mat.  Well,  let  it  pass,  another  time  shall  serre. 

[ExU. 
Lod.  Barabas,  is  not  that  the  widow's  son  ? 
Bar.  No,  no,  but  happily  he  stands  in  fear 
Of  that  which  you,  I  think,  ne'er  dream  upon, 
My  daughter  liere,  a  paltry  silly  girl. 
Lod.  Why,  loves  she  Don  Mathias? 
Bar.  Doth  she  not,  with  her  smiling,  answer 

you  ? 
Abig.  He  has  my  heart;  I  smile ^  against  my 

will. 
Lod.  Barabas,  thou  knowest  I  hare  loved  thy 

daughter  long. 
Bar.  And  so  has  she  done  yoU)  eren  from  a 

vchikJ. 
Lod.  And  now  I  can  no  longer  hold  my  mind. 
Bar.  Nor  I  the  afiisction  that  I  bear  to  you. 
Lod.  This  b  thy  dbmond;  tell  me,  shall  I 

hare  it  ? 
Bar.  Win  it,  and  wear  it,  it  b  yet  unsoiled. 
Oh  but  I  know  your  lord&hip  would  disdain 
To  marry  vtith  the  daughter  of  a  Jew : 
And  yet  V\\  pve  her  many  a  golden  cross 
With  Chrbtmn  posies  round  about  the  ring. 

Lod.  Tis  not  thy  wealth,  but  her,  that  I  esteem; 
Yet  crare  I  thy  consent 

Bar.  And  mine  you  hare;  yet  let  me  talk  to 
her. —     ' 
This  ofispriug  of  Cain,  this  Jebusite, 
That  nerer  tasted  of  the  passover, 
Nor  e'er  shall  see  the  land  of  Canaan, 
Nor  our  Mesnas  that  is  yet  to  come; 
Thb  gentle  maggot,  Lodowick  I  mean. 
Must  be  deluded :  let  him  hare  thy  hand, 
But  keep  thy  heart  till  Don  Mathias  comes. 

[Aside. 
Abig.  What,  shall  I  be  betrothed  to  Lodo- 
wick? 
Bar.  It  is  no  sin  to  deceire  a  Christian; 
For  they  themselres  hold  it  a  principle, 
Faith  is  not  to  be  held  with  heretics; 
But  all  are  heretics  that  are  not  Jews ; 
Thb  follows  well,  and  therefore,  daughter,  fear 

not— ^ 
I  hare  intreated  her,  and  she  will  grant 

Lod.  Then,  gentle  Abigail,  plight  thr  faith  to  mei 
Abig.  I  cannot  chuse,  seeing  my  mther  bids : 
Nothing  but  death  shall  part  my  lore  and  me. 
Lod.  Now  hare  I  that  for  which  my  soul  hath 

longed. 
Bar.  So  hare  not  I,  but  yet  I  hope  I  shall. 

[Aiide^ 
Abig.  Oh  wretched  Abigail,  what  hast  thoo 

done  ? 
Lod.  Why  on  the  sudden  b  your  colour  chan- 
ged? 
Abig.  I  know  not;  but,  farewell,  I  must  be 

gone.  , 

Bar.  Stay  her,  but  let  her  not  speak  one  word 

more.  ,      ,  , , 

Lod,  Mute  o'  the  sudden;  berets  a  sudden 
change. 
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Bar,  Oh  muse  not  at  it,  'tis  the  Ilebreivs* 
guise, 
That  maidens  new  betrothed  should  weep  a  while. 
Trouble  her  not;  sweet  Lodowick  depart : 
She  is  thy  wife,  and  thou  shalt  be  mine  heir. 

Lod.  Oh,  is*t  the  custom  ?  then  I  am  resolved : 
But  rather  let  the  brightsome  heavens  be  dim. 
And  nature's  beauty  d)oke  with  stifling  clouds^ 
Than  my  fair  Abigail  should  frown  on  me. — 
There  comes  the  villain,  now  111  be  revenged. 

Enter  Math  i  as. 

Bar,  Be  quiet,  Lodowick,  it  is  enough 
That  I  have  made  thee  sure  to  AbigaiL 

Lod,  Well,  let  him  go.  [Exit. 

Bar,  Well,  but  for  me,  as  you  went  in  at  doors 
Yoa  had  been  stabbed ;  but  not  a  word  on't  now ; 
Here  must  no  speeches  pass,  nor  sworfis  be 
drawn. 

Mat,  Suffer  me,  Barabas,  but  to  follow  him. 

Bar.  No;  so  shall  I,  if  any  hurt  be  done,. 
Be  made  an  accessary  of  your  deeds : 
Revenge  it  on  him  when  you  meet  him  nexL 

Mat.  For  this  I'll  have  his  heart 

Bar,  Do  so ;  lo  here  I  give  thee  Abigpul. 

Mat,   What  greater  gift  can  poor  Mathias 
have? 
Shall  Lodowick  rob  me  of  so  fair  a  bve  ? 
My  life  is  not  so  dear  as  Abigail. 

Bar,  My  heart  misgives  me,  that,  to  cross  your 
love, 
He's  with  voor  mother ;  therefore  after  him. 

Mat,  What,  is  he  gone  unto  my  mother  ? 

Bar.  Nay,  if  you  will,  stay  till  she  comes  her^ 
self. 

Mat,  I  cannot  stay ;  for  if  my  mother  come 
Sbe'U  die  with  grief.  {Exit. 


Ahig.  X  cannot  take  my  leave  of  him  for  tears. 
Father,  why  have  yon  thus  incensed  them  boUi? 

Bar.  What's  that  to  thee } 

Ahig,  Fll  make  them  friends  again. 

Bar.  You'll  make  them  friends !  are  there  not 
Jews  enough 
In  Maha,  but  thou  must  doat  upon  a  Christian  ? 

Abig,  I  will  have  Don  Mathias,  he  is  my  love. 

Bar.  Yes,  you  shall  have  him. — Go,  put  her  in. 
[Exit  Abigaiu 

Itha.  Aye,  III  put  her  in. 

Bar.  Now  tell  me,  Ithamore,  how  likest  thou 
this  ? 

Itha.  Faith,  master,  I  think  by  this 
You  purchase  both  their  lives :  Is  it  not  so? 

Bar.  True;  and  it  shall  be  cunningly  performed. 

Itha.  Oh,  master,  that  I  might  lutve  a  hand  in 
this! 

Bar.  Aye,  so  thou  shalt;  'tis  thou  must  do  the 
deed: 
Take  this,  and  bear  it  to  Mathias  straight. 
And  tell  him  that  it  comes  from  Lodowick. 

Itha.  Tis  poisoned ;  is  it  no(  ? 

Bar.  No,  no ;  and  yet  it  might  be  done  that 
way; 
It  is  a  challenge  feigned  from  Lodowick. 

JMa.Fcar  not ;  I'll  so  set  his  heart  a  6re,  that  be 
Shall  verily  think  it  comes  from  him. 

Bar.  I  cannot  choose  but  like  thy  readiness : 
Yet  be  not  rash,  but  do  it  cunningly. 

Itha.  As  I  behave  myielf  in  tins,  employ  me 
hereafter. 

Bar.  Away  then.  [Exit. 

So,  now  will  I  go  in  to  Lodowick, 
And,  like  a  cunning  spirit,  feign  some  lye. 
Till  I  have  set  them  i>oth  at  enmity.  [Exit. 


ACT  IIL 


Enter  a  Courtezan. 


Cour.  Since  this  town  was  besieged,  my  gain 
grows  cold : 
The  time  has  been,  that,  but  for  one  bare  night, 
A  hundred  ducats  have  beert  freely  given ; 
But  now  against  my  will  I  must  be  chaste ; 
And  yet  I  know  my  beauty  doth  not  fail. 
From  Venice,  merchants ;'  and  from  Padua 
Were  wont  to  come  rare-witted  gentlemen, 
Scholars  I  mean,  learned  and  liberal ; 
And  now,  save  Philia  Borzo,  comes  there  none. 
And  he  is  very  seldom  from  my  house; 
And  here  he  comes. 

.  Enter  Philia  Borzo. 

P.  Bor.  Hold  thee,  wench,  there's  something 

for  thee  to  spend. 
'Cour.  'Tis  silver,  I  disdain  it. 
P.  Bor.  Aye,  hut  the  Jew  has  gold, 
J^nA  I  will  have  it.  or  it  shall  go  hard. 
X^n  Tell  me,  bow  cams't  thou  by  this  ? 


P.  Bor.  Faith,  walking  the  back  lanes,  through 

the  gardens, 
I  chanced  to  cast  mine  eye  up  to  the  Jew's  coant- 

ing-house. 
Where  I  saw  some  bags  of  money,  and  in  the  aiglitl 
Clambered  up  with  my  hooks;  and  as  I  was  taking 
My  choice,  I  heard  a  rumbling  in  the  house,  so  I 

took 
Only  this,  and  run  my  way ;  but  here's  the  Jew's 

man. 

Enter  Ithamore.' 

Cour.  Hide  the  bag. 

P.  Bor.  Look  not  towards  him,  let's  away : 
Zoons,  what  a  looking  thou  keep'st, 
Thou'lt  betray  us  anon. 

Itha,  O,  the  sweetest  face  that  ever  I  beheld! 
I  know  she  is 
A  courtezan  by  her  attire :  now  would  I  give  t 

hundred 
Of  the  Jew's  crowns  that  I  had  such  i^coocnbine. 
Weill  I  have  delivered  the  challenge  in  such  w^ 
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As  meet  the;  wil]>  and  fightitog  di«)  hntr%  sport ! 

(Eat. 

£nter  MaThias, 

Afaf.This  is  the  place ;  now  Abigail  shall  see, 
Whether  Matkias  holds  her  dear  or  no. 

JEn/er  Lodowick,  reading. 

Lod.  What,  dares  the  villaia  write  in  suck  base 

terms? 
Mat.  I  did  ir^  and  revenga  U  if  thou  dar'st 

IFight. 

Enter  Bakabas  abate. 

fiar.  Oh  bravely  fought,  and  yet  they  thrust  not 
home. 
Now  Lodowick,  now  Mathias,  so ; 
So,  now  they  b^ve  shew'd  themselves  to  be  tall 
fellows.**  [ThtyfalU 

Within.  Part  them,  part  them. 
Bar,  Aye,  part  ihero  now  they  arc  dead;  fare- 
wetly  farewell.  [Exit* 

Enter  Governor^  Mother. 

Gov.  What  sight  is  this  ?  My  Lodowick  slain ! 
These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  sepulchre. 

Motk.  Who  is  Uiis  I  My  son  Mathias  slain ! 
.  Goo.  Oh  Lodowick !  hadst  thou  perished  by  the 

Turk, 
Wretched  Ferneze  might  have  'venged  thy  death. 
Moth.  Thv  son  sk;w  mine,  and  1*11  revenge  his 

death*. 
Gov.  Look,  Katherine,  look,  thy  soo  gave  mine 

these  wounds. 
Moth,  O  leave  to  griey^  me,  I  am  grieved 

enough ! 
Gtn.  Oh  that  my  sighs  could  turn  to  lively 
breath. 
And  these  my  tears  to  blood,  that  he  might  live. 
Moth.  Who  made  them  enemies? 
God.  1  know  not,  and  that  grieves  me  most  of 

all. 
Moth.  My  son  loved  thine. 
Gov.  And  so  did  Lodowick  him* 
Moth.  Lend  me  that  weapon  that  did  kill  my  sot, 
And  it  shall  murder  me^ 
Gov.  Nay,  madam,  stay,  that  weapon  was  90(7 
son's, 
Aad  on  that  rather  should  Ferneze  die. 
Moth.  Hold»  lei*s  inquire  the  causers  of  their 
deaths. 
That  we  may  Venge  their  blood  upon  their  heads. 
Gov.  Then  take  tliem  up,  and  let  them  be  in* 
terred 
Within  one  sacred  monument  of  stone ; 
Upoa  wliich  altar  1  will  offer  up 
My  daily  sacrifice  of  sighs  and  tears. 
And  with  my  prayers  pierce  impartial  heai^ens, 
Till  they  tbe  causers  of  our  smarts^ 


Which  forced  their  hands  divide  United  hearts^ 
Come^  Katherine,  our  losses  equal  are ; 
Then  of  true  grief  let  us  take  equal  share. 

[^Exeunt4 

iSlfer  Ithamoiie. 

Itha.  Why,  was  there  ever  seen  such  villainy* 

so  neatly 
Plotted,  and  so  well  performed?  both  held  ia 

liand,  and 
Flatly  both  beguiled 

Enter  AatOAft. 

Abig.  Why,  how  now,  IthamoTe,  why  laugh'st 

thou  so? 
Itha.  Oh,  mistress,  ha,  ha,  ha  T 
Abig.  Why,  what  ail'st  thou? 
Jtha.  Oh  my  master ! 
Abig.  Hal 

Itha.  Oh,  mistress !  I  have  the  bravest,  gravest^ 
secret,  subtile^ 
Dottle-noscd  knave  to  my  master,  that  ever  gen^ 
tleman  had. 
Abig.  Say»  knave*  why  rail'st  upon  my  father 

thus? 
Itha.  Oh,  my  master  has  the  bravest  policy* 
Abig.  Wherein? 
Itha.  W^y,  know  you  not? 
Abig.  Why)  no. 
Itlui.  Know  yon  not  of  Mathias*  and  Don  I/t* 

dowick*8  disaster? 
Abig,  No*  what  was  it  ? 
ItfUL  Why,  the  devil  invented  a  challenge,  my 
m&ster  writ-  it, 
And  I  carried  it,  first  to  Lodowick,  and  imprimis 

to  Mathias; 
And  then  they  met*  as  the  story  says, 
In  doleful  wise  they  ended  both  their  days. 
Abig*  And  was  my  father  furtherer  of  their 

doiths? 
Itha.  Am  I  Ithamora  ? 
Abig.  Yes. 
Itha.  So  sura  did  your  (ather  write,  and  I  carry 

the  challenge. 
Abig.  Well,  Ithamoore,  let  me  request  thee  this ; 
Oo  to  the  hew- made  nuuoery,  and  inquire 
For  any  of  the  friars  of  St  Jaques, 
And  say,  I  pray  them  come  and  speak  with  me. 
Itha.  I  pray,  mistress^  will  you  answer  me  one 

quention  ? 
Abig.  Well*  sirrah,  what  is't? 
Itha.  A  very  feeling  oue : — Uave  not  the  non# 
fine  sport 
With  the  friars  now  and  then  ? 
Abig.  Go  to,  sirrah  sauce,  is  this  your  questipn  ? 

get  you  gone. 
Itha.  i  will,  forsooth,  mistress.  [Kxitn 

Abig.  Ilard-hearted  father,  unkind  Barabat  i 
Was  this  the  pursuit  of  ihy  policy  ? 


•♦  Taltfillowi'^f  44  brave  fellows* 


VOL.  I* 
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Tn  malse  me  shew  them  faroar  severally. 
That  by  my  favour  they  should  both  be  slaia ! 
Admit  thou  lovest  not  Lodowick  for  his  sin. 
Yet  Don  Mathias  ne'er  offlended  thee ; 
But  thou  wert  set  upon  extreme  revenge, 
Because  the  prior  dispos»est  thee  once. 
And  couldst  not  venge  it,  but  upon  his  son; 
Nor  on  his  son,  but  by  Mathias  means; 
Nor  on  Mathias,  but  by  murdering  roe : 
But  I  perceive  there  is  no  love  on  earth, 
Pity  in  Jews,  nor  piety  in  Turks. — 
But  here  comes  cursed  Ithamore  with  the  friar. 

Enter  Ithamore  and  Friar, 

Friar.  Virgo,  salve, 

/Ma.  When  duck  you? 

Abig,   Welcome,  grave  friar.— Ithamore,  be- 
gone.—  [Exit, 
Know,  holy  sir,  I  am  bold  to  solicit  thee. 

Friar,  Wherein? 

Abig,  To  get  me  be  admitted  for  a  nun. 

Friar,  Why,  Abigail,  it  is  not  yet  long  since 
That  I  did  labour  thy  admission, 
And  then  thou  didst  not  like  that  holv  life. 

Abig,  Then  were  my  thoughts  so  frail  and  un* 
confirmed. 
And  I  was  chained  to  follies  of  the  world; 
But  now  experience,  purchased  with  grief. 
Has  made  me  see  the  difference  of  things. 
My  sinful  soul,  alas  !  hath  paced  too  long 
The  fatal  labyrinth  of  misbelief. 
Far  from  the  Son,  that  gives  eternal  life. 

Friar,  Who  taught  thee  this  ? 

Abig,  The  abbess  of  the  house. 
Whose  zealous  admonition  I  embrace : 
Oh  therefore,  Jacomo,  let  me  be  one. 
Although  unworthy,  of  that  sisterhood. 

Friar^  Abigail,  I  will;  but  see  thou  change  no 
more, 
For  that  will  be  most  heavy  to  thy  soul. 

Abig,  That  was  my  father's  fault.  - 

Friar,  Thy  father's !  how  ? 

Abig.  Nay,  you  shaU  pardon  me. — Oh,  Barabas, 
Thotigh  thou  deservest  hardly  nt  my  hands, 
Yet  never  shall  these  lips  bewray  thy  life. 

Friar,  Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Abig,  My  duty  waits  on  you.  \Exeunt, 

Enter  Basabas,  reading  a  Letter, 

Bar,  What,  Abigail,  become  a  nun  again  ? 
False  and  unkind ;  what,  hast  thou  lost  thy  father? 
And  all  unknown,  and  unconstrained  of  me, 
Art  thou  again  got  to  the  nunnery? 
Now  here  she  writes,  and  wills  me  to  repent. 
Ucpentance?  Spurca:  what  portetideth ^^  this? 
1  fear  she  knows — 'tis  80-*ot  my  device 
In  Don  Mathias'  and  Lodowick's  deaths : 
If  so,  'ds  time  that  it  be  seen  into ; 


For  she  that  varies  from  me  in  belief, 

Gives  |reat  presumption  that  she  loves  me  not; 

Or,  lovmg,  doth  dislike  of  something  done.— 

Enter  Ithamore. 

But  who  comes  here?  Ob,  Ithamore,  come  near; 
Come  near,  my  love,  come  near;  thy  master's  life. 
My  trusty  servant,  nay,  my  second  life ; 
For  I  have  now  no  hope  but  even  in  thee  ; 
And  on  that  hope  my  happiness  i$  baiU. 
When  saw'st  thou  Abigail  ? 

Itha,  To-day. 

Bar,  With  whom  ? 

Itka,  A  friar. 

Bar,  A  friar !  false  villain,  he  hath  done  tbr 
deed. 

Itha,  How,  sir? 

Bar,  Why,  made  mine  Abigail  a  nun. 

Itha,  That's  no  lye,  for  she  sent  me  for  him. 

Bar.  Oh,  unhappy  day. 
False,  credulous,  mconstant  Abigail ! 
But  let  them  go :  and,  Ithamore,  from  hence 
Ne'er  shall  she  grieve  me  more  with  her  disgrace; 
Ne'er  shall  she  live  to  inherit  ought  of  mine, 
Be  blest  of  me,  nor  come  within  my  gates, 
But  perish  underneath  my  bitter  curse. 
Like  Cain  by  Adam,  for  his  brother's  deatL 

Itha.  Oh,  master 

Bar,  Ithamore,  intreat  not  for  her,  I  am  mored. 
And  she  is  hateful  to  my  soul  and  me : 
And  feast  thou  fxeXd  to  this  that  I  intreat, 
I  cannot  think  but  that  thou  hatest  my  life. 

Itha.  Who,  I,  master?  Why,  111  run  tosomt 
rock,  and 
Throw  myself  headlong  into  the  sea;  why,  111  da 

any 
Thing  for  your  sweet  sake. 

Bar,  Oh,  trusty  Ithamore !  no  servant,  bnt  my 
friend ; 
I  here  adopt  thee  for  mine  only  heir ; 
All  that  I  have  is  thine  when  I  am  dead. 
And  whilst  I  live  use  half;  spend  as  myself: 
Here,  take  my  keys,  I'll  give  them  thee  anon : 
Go  buy  thee  aarinents ;  but  thou  shalt  not  waitt: 
Only  know  this,  that  thus  thou  art  to  do : 
But  first  ^o  fetch  me  in  the  pot  of  rice 
That  for  our  supper  stands  upon  the  fire. 

Itha,  I  hold  my  head  my  master's  hungry  :^I 
go,  sir.  fjSri/. 

Bar.  Thus  every  villain  ambles  after  wealtb, 
Although  he  ne'er  be  richer  than  in  hope : 
But  hush't. 

Enter  Ituamore  with  the  Pot. 

Itha,  Here  'tis,  master. 

Bar,  Well  said,  Ithamore.    What,  hast  thou 
brought 
The  ladle  with  thee  too  ? 


^^  Portendeth^The  Aio  rta^B  prtUndah, 


it 
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Itha,  Yes,  sir;  ^e  proverb  sajt,  be  that  eats 
with  the  devil 
Had  need  of  a  long  spoon  ;^  I  have  brought  yon 
a  ladle. 

Bar,  Very  well,  Ithamore;  then  now  be  secret, 
And,  for  thy  sake,  whom  I  so  dearly  love, 
Now  shalt  thou  see  the  death  of  Abigail, 
That  thou  may'st  freely  live  to  be  my  heir. 

Itha.  Why,  master,  will  you  poison  her  with  a 
mess  of  rice 
Porridge? — that  will  preserve  life,  make  her  round 

and  plump, 
And  batten  ^^  more  than  you  are  aware. 

Bar.  Aye,  but,  Ithamore,  seest  thou  this  ? 
It  is  a  precious  powder,  that  I  bought 
Of  an  Italian  in  Ancona  once. 
Whose  operation  is  to  bind,,  infect, 
And  poison  deeply ;  yet  not  appear 
lu  forty  hours  after  it  is  ta*en. 

Itka,  How,  master? 

Bar.  Tlius,  Ithamore. 
Tins  Even  they  use  in  Malta  here  ftis  called 
Saint  Jaqoes'  Even,)  and  then,  I  say,  they  use 
To  send  their  alms  unto  the  nunneries : 
Among  the  rest  bear  this,  and  net  it  there ; 
There**  a  dark  entry  where  they  take  it  in, 
Where  they  roust  neither  see  the  messenger. 
Nor  make  enquiry  who  halh  sent  it  them. 

JMa.Howso? 

Bar.  Belike  there  is  some  ceremony  in*t. 
There,  Ithamore,  must  thou  go  place  this  pot  !*^* 
Stay,  let  roe  spice  it  first. 

ttka.  Pray  do,  and  let  me  help  you,  master. — 
Pray  let  me  taste  first. 

Bar.  Pr*y  thee  do.   What  say'st  thou  now  ? 

ItAa.  Troth,  master,  Tm  loth  such  a  pot  of  pot- 
ts^ should  be  spoiled* 

Bsr.  Peace,  I  thamore,  'tis  better  so  than  spared. 
Assure  thyself  thou  shalt  have  broth  b^  the  eye.** 
Mj  purse,  my  cofler,  and  myself  is  thine. 

hka.  Welly  master,  I  ga 

Bar.  Stay,  first  let  me  stir  it,  Ithamore. 
•As  fatal  be  it  to  her  as  the  draught 
Of  which  great  Alexander  drunk,  and  died ; 
And  with  her  let  it  work  like  Borgia's  wine, 
Whereof  his  sire,  the  pope,  was  poisoned. 
In  few,  the  blood  of  Hydra,  Lema's  bane. 
The  joice  of  Helion,*^  and  Cocytus*  breath. 
And  all  the  poisons  of  the  Stygian  pool, 
wak  from  the  fiery  kingdom,  and  in  this 


Vomit  your  venom,  and  invenom  her, 
That,  like  a  fiend,  hath  left  her  father  thus ! 
Itha.  What  a  blessing  has  he  given*t !  was  ever 
pot  of 
Rice  porridge  so  sauc*t !  What  shall  I  do  with  it? 

Bar,  Oh,  my  sw^t  Ithamore,  go  set  it  down, 
And  come  agam  so  soon  as  thou  hast  done. 
For  t  have  other  business  for  thee. 
Itha.  Here's  a  drench  to  poison  a  whole  stable 
of 
Flanders  mares;  Til  carry  it  to  the  nuns  with  a 
powder. 
Bar.  And  the  horse  pestilence  to  boot ;  away. 
Itha.  I  am  gone. 
Pay  me  my  wages,  for  my  work  is  done.      [Exit. 
Bar,  I'll  pay  thee  with  a  vengeance,  Ithamore. 

lExit. 

Enter  Govemory  Del  Bosco,  Kmghti,  Bashaw. 

Gov.  Welcome,  great  Bashaw ;  how  fares  Ca- 
Ivmath  ? 
What  wind  drives  you  thus  into  Malta  road  ? 

Ba$h,  The  wind  that  blowetb  all  the  world  be- 
sides, 
Desire  of  gold. 

Gov.  Desire  of  gold,  great  sir  ? 
That's  to  be  gotten  in  the  Western  Inde : 
In  Malta  are  no  golden  minerals. 

Bath.  To  you  of  Malta. thus  saith  Calymath : 
The  time  you  took  for  respite  is  at  hand ; 
For  the  performance  of  your  promise  past, 
And  for  the  tribute-money  I  am  sent. 

Got.  Bashaw,  in  brie^  shalt  have  no  tribute 
here. 
Nor  shall  the  heathens  live  upon  our  spoil : 
First  will  we  raze  the  city  walls  ourselves, 
Lay  Mfaste  the  island,  hew  tlie  temples  down, 
And,  shipping  off  our  goods  to  Sicily, 
Open  an  entrance  for  the  wasteful  sea. 
Whose  billows,  beating  the  resistless  banks, 
Shall  overflow  it  with  their  refluence. 

Bash.  Well,  governor,  since  thou  bast  broke 
the  league 
By  flat  denial  of  the  promised  tribute. 
Talk  not  of  raang  down  your  city  wails ; 
You  shall  not  need  trouble  yourselves  so  far. 
For  Selim  Calymath  shall  come  himself, 
And  with  brass  bullets  batter  down  your  tower^ 
And  tarn  proud  Malta  to^a  wilderness, 


^  7e$,  tir^  the  proverb  saifSj  he  thai  eats  with  the  devil 

Had  need  of  a  long  spotn. — See  note  SO  to  Grim  the  ColHer  ofOroyden, 


J  BaUen-^i,  e.  thrive^  'grow  fat.    See  note  on  Hamlet^  edition  1778,  VoL  X.  p.  S28.    8. 
*  Po/«-The  4to  reads  piety  which  however  may  be  right.     He  perhaps  meaos  to  eaUthe  jMt  a  ^M 
00  hk  daa^ier*8  life. 
^  Jwtre  ihjfself  thou  shalt  have  broth  bu  the  «j/«— Perhaps  he  i 


^ ••■■#«  Mtpetj  mvu  9tt(m  nave  oroia  tfu  ine  eyvccrnaps  uc  nwatiw,  tboo  f Halt  SOS  DOW  the  brOtB  that 

a  Mgaed  for  tbee  is  made,  that  no  mischievous  ingredients  enter  its  conposition.    The  passage  is  how- 
<»frebKttre.    S. 
^'  JU  juice  e/Bobour^,  e.  pit\^tt  hcnbme  pr  tbony*  The  latter  yrai  ontieotly  esteemed,  t^a  be  poisoor 
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For  these  iotolerftble  wrooig8of  joan; 

And  so  farewell.  [Exit, 

Oov.  Farewell: 
And  oow,  you  men  of  Malta,  look  abovt. 
And  let's  provide  to  welcome  Calymath : 
Close  your  port-cullise,**^  charge  your  baaUiekSy" 
And  as  you  pro6tably  take  op  ams, 
So  now  courageously  encounter  them ; 
For  by  this  answer  broken  is  the  league^ 
And  uouuht  is  to  be  looked  for  now  but  wars. 
And  nought  to  us  more  welcome  b  than  wars. 

[£r«iifi^. 

Enter  two  Friaru 

1  Friar.  Oh  brother,  brother,  all  t!ie  nms  are 

sicky 
And  physic  will  not  help  them ;  they  must  die. 

2  Fr'mr.  The  abbess  sent  for  me  to  be  con- 

fest: 
Oh  what  a  sad  confession  will  there  be ! 

1  Friar,  And  so  did  fair  Maria  send  for  me: 
1*11  to  her  lodging;  hereabouts  she  lies.      [Exit, 

Enter  AaxoML, 

2  Trior,  What,  all  dead  save  only  Abigail  ? 
Abig'  And  I  shall  die  too,  for  I  fe^  death 

coming. 
Where  is  the  friar  that  conversed  with  mcf 

9  Friar.  Oh  he  is  gone  to  see  the  other  nuns. 

Abig,  I  sent  for  him,  but  seeing  you  are  come, 
Be  you  my  ghostly  father :  and  first  know, 
That  in  this  house  I  lived  religiously, 
Chaste  and  devout,  much  sorrowiug  for  my  sins : 
But  ere  I  came 

S  Friar,  What  then  ? 

Ahig,  I  did  offend  high  Heaven  so  grievously, 
As  I  am  almost  desperate  for  my  sins ; 
And  one  offence  torments  me  more  than  all ; 
Vou  knew  Mathias  and  Don  Lodowick  ? 

2  Friar.  Yes,  what  of  them  ? 

Abig,  My  father  did  contract  me  to  *em  both  i 


Fvst  to  Donliodowidit  him  I  never  loved ; 
Mathias  was  the  man  that  I  held  dear. 
And  for  hia  take  did  I  become  a  nan. 

%  Friar.  So;  sav  how  was  their  end ? 

Abig.  Both,  jeaboi  of  my  love,  envied  each 
other: 
And  by  my  father^f  practice,  which  b  there 
Set  down  at  laigf,  the  gallants  were  both  sbuQ. 

%  Friar,  Oh  Baonttrous  villainy ! 

Ahig.  To  work  my  peace,  ^is  I  confess  to 
thee; 
Reveal  it  not,  for  then  my  father  dies. 

S  Friar,  Know,  that  txmfesnoa  must  not  be 
revealed. 
The  canon  law  forbids  it,  and  the  nricsl 
That  makes  it  known,  betng  d^raoed  first, 
Shall  be  condemned,  and  then  aent  to  ^  fire. 

Abig,  So  I  have  heard ;  pray  theteibre  keep  it 
close. 
Death  seizeth  on  my.  heart :  ab^  gentle  fHar, 
Convert  my  father,  that  be  majr  be  saved ! 
And  witness  that  I  die  a  Christian.  [Dim, 

S  Friar,  Aye,  and  avif|pn  too,  that  grieves 
me  most: 
But  1  must  to  the  Jew,  and  exclaim  on  him. 
And  make  him  stand  in  fear  of  me. 

Enter  first  Friar,, 

'  1  Friar,  Oh,  brother,  all  the  nuns  are  dead ; 

let's  bury  them* 
9  Friar,  First  help  to  bury  this;  then  go  with 
me 
And  help  me  to  exclaim  against  the  Jew. 
1  Friar,  Whv,  what  hak  he  done? 
%  Friar,  A  tking  that  makes  me  tremble  to 

unfold. 
1  Friar,  Wliat,  has  he  crucified  a  child  ?  ^ 
S  Friar,  No,  but  a  worse  thing ;  'twas  told  me 
in  shrift. 
Thou  kuow'st  'tis  death  and  if  it  be  revealed. 
Come  let*s  away.  [Exeunt. 


'^  PwrttcuUitO'^*  A  falliiig  gate  or  door,  to  let  down,  to  keep  enemifs  from,  or  keep  them  in  a  ctty.** 

^LOUNT. 

3'  l^osi/itib^-Basili&ks  are  large  pieces  of  ordnance. 

3^  FKAo/,  hoM  he  crucified  a  child  f-   In  Qaeen  Llitabetb's  time  do  Jews  resided  in  Mnglaad;  mad  the 

?rrjudice8  entertained  against  that  persecuted  people  teem  to^  baTe  been  liept  up  by  every  artifice  w  kirh 
itb«^r  religioo  or  policy  could  invent.  The  stage  also  contributed  Its  assistance  to  establish  the  general 
odium ;  no  character.'*  seeming  to  afford  more  satisfaction  to  the  audience  than  t  his  of  the  Jew  of  Malta,  and 
Kbakespeare's  Jew  of  Vealce.  With  respect  to  the  particular  charge  against  the  Jews,  roeotiooed  in  ilw 
text,  it*probabl>,  as  Dr  Percy  says,  never  happened  in  a  single  inbtance :  *'*  For  if  we  consider,**  as  that 
writer  observes,  *^  on  the  one  hand,  the  ignorance  and  superstition  of  the  times  when  such  stories  look 
their  rise,  the  virulent  prgudices  of  the  monks  who  record  them,  and  the  eagerness  with  which  they 
would  be  catched  up  by  the  barbaroos  populace  as  a  pretence  for  plunder;  on  the  other  hand,  the  great 
danger  incurred  by  the  perpetrators,  and  the  inadequate  motives  they  could  have  to  excite  them  to  a 
crime  of  so  much  horror:  we  may  reasonably  conclude  the  whole  charge  to  be  groundless  aod  malici- 
ens.*.  I  Bee  Perey^s  IZelifiMS,  voL  i.  p.  88*  Tovey,  io  his  AngUa  Judaiea^  has  given  the  several  instaaces 
which  are  upon  record,  of  these  charges  against  the  Jews;  which  he  observes  they  were  never  accuse^ 
0f,  hut  at  such  times  as  the  king  was  manifestly  hi  great  want  of  money. 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Baeabas,  Ithamo&e. 

[Belkwithin. 

JBif.  There  is  no  music  to  »  Chii6ti«ii*s  knell ; 
How  sweet  the  bells  rin^  now  the  nuns  are  dead. 
That  sound  at  other  times  like  tinkers^  pans ! 
I  was  afraid  the  poison  had  not  wrought. 
Or  though  it  wroiighc^  it  would  have  done  no 

^od; 
For  every  year  thej  swell,  and  ]ret  thej  live ; 
Now  all  are  dead,  not  one  remains  ali^e. 
Itka,  That's  brave,  master;  but  think  jou  it 

will  not  be  known  ? 
Bar.  How  can  it,  if  we  two  be  secret? 
Itka,  For  my  pert,  fear  you  not* 
Bar,  I'd  cot  thy  throat,  if  I  did. 
Itka,  ABd  reason  too ; 
Bot  here's  a  royal  monastry  hard  by ; 
Good  master,  let  me  poison  all  the  monks. 
Bar,  Thou  shalt  not  need,  for,  now  the  nans 
are  dead. 
They'll  die  with  grief. 
Itka,  Do  you  not  sorrow  for  your  daughter's 

death  ? 
Bar,  No,  but  I  grieve  because  she  lived  so  long 
An  HeWew  hon,  and  would  become  a  Christian. 

Catho  diabold. 

Enter  the  two  Friart. 

Itha,  Look,  look,  master,  here  come  two  reli- 
gious caterpillars. 

Bar,  I  SDielt  them  ere  they  came. 

Itha,  God*a-mercy  nose ;  come,  let's  begone. 

S  Friar,  Stay,  wicked  Jew ;  repent,  I  say,  and 
stay. 

1  Friar,  Thog  hast  offended,  therefore  must 
be  damned. 

Bar,  I  fear  they  know  we  sent  the  poisoned 
broth. 

Itka.  And  so  do  I,  master,  therefore  speak  'em 
fair. 

S  Friar,  Barabas,  thou  hast — 

1  Friar.  Aye,  that  thou  hast — 

Bar.  True  I  have  money ;  what  though  I  have  ? 

2  Friar.  Thou  art  a— 

1  Friar.  Aye,  that  thou  art  n — 

Bar.  What  needs  all  this  ?  I  know  I  am  a  Jew. 

t  Friar.  Thy  daughter— 

1  Friar.  Ay,  thy  daughter — 

Bar.  Oht  speak  not  of  her,  then  I  die  with 

grief. 
t  Friar.  Remember  that— 
^  Friar*  Aj^ren>eoiberthat— 


Bar.  I  must  needs  say  that  I  have  been  a  great 
usurer. 

S  Friar.  Thou  hast  committed—- 

Bar.  Fornication: 
But  that  was  in  another  country ; 
And  besides,  the  wench  is  dead. 

S  Friar.  Aye,  but,  Barabas^  remember  Mathias 
and  Don  Lodowick. 

Bar.  Why,  what  of  them? 

3  Friar.  I  will  not  say  that  by  a  foiged  chal* 
lenge  they  met 

Bar.  She  has  confest,  and  we  are  both  undone 
My  bosom  inmates,  (but  I  must  dissemble.) 

[Amde. 
Oh  holy  friars,  the  burden  of  my  sins 
Lie  heavy  on  my  soul ;  then  pray  jrou  tell  me^ 
Is't  not  too  late  now  to  turn  christian  ?  - 
I  have  been  xealous  in  the  Jewish  faith, 
Haid-hearted  to  the  poor,  a  covetous  wretch, 
That  would  for  lucres  sake  have  sold  my  soiid. 
A  hundred  for  a  hundred  I  have  ta'en ; 
And  now  for  store  of  i^ealth  may  I  compare 
With  all  the  Jews  in  Malta ;  but  what  is  wealth? 
I  am  a  Jew,  and  therefore  am  I  lost. 
Would  penance  serve  for  this  my  sin, 
I  could  afford  to  whip  myself  to  death. 

Jtha.  And  so  could  I;  but  penance  will  not 
serve. 

Bar.  To  fast,  to  pray,  and  wear  a  shirt  of  hair, 
And  on  my  knees  creep  to  Jerusalem, 
Cellars  of  wine,  and  sellers^'  full  of  wheat. 
Warehouses  stuft  with  spices  and  with  drugs, 
Whole  chests  of  gold,  in  bullion,  and  in  coio. 
Besides  I  know  not  how  much  weight  in  pearly 
Orient  and  round,  have  I  within  mj  house; 
At  Alexandria,  merchandise  unsold : 
But  jesterday  two  ships  went  from  this  tows. 
Their  voyage  will  be  worth  ten  thousand  crowns* 
In  Florence,  Venice,  Antwerp,  London,  Seville, 
Frankford,  Lubedc,  Mosco,  and  where  not. 
Have  I  debts  owing;  and  in  most  of  these^ 
Great  sums  of  money  lying  in  the  banco; 
All  this  ril  give  to  some  religious  house. 
So  I  may  be  baptized,  and  live  therein. 

1  Friar.  Ob,  good  Barabas,  come  to  our  house. 

3  Friar.  Oh  no^  good  Barabas^  come  to  our 
house; 
And,  Barabas,  you  know    ■ 

Bar.  I  know  that  I  have  highly  sinned; 
Yon  shaU  convert  me,  you  shiiil  have  all  my 
wealth. 

1  Friar,  Oh,  Barabas,  their  laws  are  strict 

Bar.  I  know  they  are,  and  I  will  be  with  you. 


W  &{lef»— A  soller  U  a  left  or  garrf  t*    ^ct  Mr  Ty rrwhit's  Glossary  to  Chaucer,  p.  196.    8, 
i^  seller  b  one  of  the  technical  words  still  frequeotly  used  in  lesses,  imd  signiaes  a  garreU 
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J  Friar.  Tliey  wear  no  shirts,  aod  they  go 

bare-foot  too. 
Bar.  Then  'tis  not  for  ine ;  and  I  am  resolved 
Tou  shall  confess  me,  and  have  all  my  goods. 
1  Friar.  Good  Barabas,  come  to  me. 
Bar*  You  see  I  answer  him,  and  yet  he  stays ; 
Bid  him  away,  and  go  you  home  with  me. 
S  Friar.  Til  be  with  you  to  night. 
Bar,  Cume  to  my  house  at  one  o'clock  this 

ni^ht. 
1  Friar.  You  hear  your  answer,  and  you  may 

be  gone. 
S  Friar.  Why  go,  get  you  away. 

1  Friar.  I  will  not  go  for  thee. 

2  Friar.  Not,  then  Til  make  thee  go. 

1  Friar.  How,  dost  call  me  rogue.         [Fight. 

Itha.  Part  them,  master,  part  them. 

Bar.  This  is  mere  frailty,  brethren,  be  content. 
Friar  Bamardino,  go  you  with  Ithamore. 

hka.  You  know  my  mind,  let  me  alone  with 
him; 
Why  does  he  go  to  thy  house ;  let  him  be  gone. 

Bar,  ril  give  him  something,  and  so  stop  his 
mouth. 

[Exeunt  Itbamork  and  Friar. 
I  never  beard  of  any  man  but  be 
Maligned  tlie  order'of  the  Jaaibines : 
But  do  you  think  that  I  believe  his  words  ? 
Why,  brother,  you  converted  Abigail ; 
And  I  am  bound  in  charity  to  requite  it, 
And  so  I  will ;  oh  Jacomo,  fail  not,  but  come. 

Friar,  But  Barabas,  who  shall  be  your  god- 
fathers ? 
For  presently  you  shall  be  shrived.  '♦ 

Bar,  Marry,  the  Turk  sliall  be  one  of  my  god- 
lathrrs ; 
But  not  a  w  ord  to  any  of  your  convent 

Friar.  I  warrant  thee,  Barabas.  [Exit. 

Bar,  So,  now  the  fear  is  past,  and  I  am  safe  : 
For  he  that  shrived  her  is  within  my  house ; 
What  if  I  murdered  him  ere  Jacomo  comes  ? 
Now  I  have  sach  a  plot  for  both  their  lives, 
As  never  Jew  nor  Christian  knew  the  like. 
One  turned  my  daughter,  therefore  he  shall  die ; 
The  other  knows  enough  to  have  my  life, 
Therefore  'tis  not  requisite  he  ishould  Ii\'e. 
But  are  not  both  tliese  wise  men,  to  suppose 
That  I  will  leave  my  house,  my  goods,  and  all, 
To  fast  and  be  well  whipt  ?  ril  none  of  that. 
Now,  Friar  Bamardino,  I  come  to  you ; 
ril  feast  yon,  lodge  you,  give  you  fair  words, 

And  after  that,  I  and  my  trusty  Turk 

No  more,  but  so :  it  must  and  shall  be  done. 
Ithamore,  tell  roe,  is  the  Friar  asleep  ? 

Enter  Ithamore. 

Itha.  Yes ;  and  I  know  not  what  the  reason  is, 
Po  what  I  can  he  will  not  strip  himself. 


Nor  go  to  bed,  but  sleeps  in  his  own  dotbes; 
I  fear  me  he  mistrusts  what  we  intend. 

Bar,  No,  'tis  an  order  which  the  friars  use : 
Yet  if  he  knew  our  meanings,  could  he  *scape  ? 
Itha.  No,  none  can  hear  him,  cry  be  ne'er  m 

loud. 
Bar,  Why  true,  therefore  did  I  place  him 
there ; 
The  other  chambers  open  towards  the  street 
Itha,  You  loiter,  master,  wherefore  stay  w0 
thus? 
Oh  how  I  long  to  see  him  shake  bis  heels. 
Bar,  Come  on,  i>irrah,  off  with  yoar  girdle, 
make  a  handsome  noose; 
Friar  awake. 
Friar.  What  do  you  mean  to  strangle  me  f 
Itha.  Yes,  'cause  you  use  to  confess. 
Bar.  Blame  not  us,  but  the  proverb^  confess 
and  be  banged; 
Pull  hard. 

Friar,  What,  will  you  save  my  life  ? 

Bar,  Pull  hard,  I  say ;  you  would  have  bad 

my  goods. 
Itha.  Aye,  and  our  Kres  too ;  therefore  poll 
amain. 
Tis  neatly  done,  sir,  here's  no  print  at  all. 
Bar.  iTien  is  it  as  it  should  be ;  take  him  op. 
Itha,  Nay,  master,  be  ruled  by  me  a  little;  io, 
let  him  lean 
Upon  his  staff;  excellent !  he  stands  as  if  he  were 
beggiug  of  bacon. 
Bar.  Who  would  not  think  but  that  this  friar 
lived? 
What  time  a  night  is't  now,  sweet  Ithamore? 
Itha.  Towards  one. 

Bar,  Then  will  not  Jacomo  be  long  from  hence. 
[Exeunt  Barabas  and  Ithamore. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac,  Tliis  is  the  hour  wherein  I  shall  proceed : 
Oh  happy  hour,  wherein  I  shall  convert 
An  infidel,  and  bring  his  gold  into  our  treasuiy. 
But  soft,  is  not  this  Bamardine  ?  it  is, 
And,  understanding  I  should  come  this  way, 
Stands  here  a  purpose,  meaning  me  some  wrong, 
Atid  intercept  my  going  to  the  Jew.    Bamardine  ! 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  ?  thou  thiok'st  I  see  thee  not; 
Away,  I'd  wish  thee,  and  let  me  go  by : 
No,  wilt  thou  not  ?  nay,  then  I'll  force  my  waj; 
And  see,  a  staff  stands  ready  for  the  purpose: 
As  thou  likest  tliat,  stop  me  another  time. 

[Strikes  him,  he/uUs, 

Enter  Barabas  and  Ithamore. 

Bar,  Why,  how- now,  Jacomo,  what  hast  thpo 

done? 
Jac.  Why  stricken  bim  that  would  have  struck 

at  me. 


3^  5AHoed— L  e.  confessed. 
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Bar.  Who  is  it?  Bamaitline  ?  now  out,  alas, 

he  is  slain. 
Itha.  Aye,  master,  he  is  slaiq ;  look  how  his 

brains  drop  out  on's  nose. 
Joe    Good  sirs,  I  have  don't;    but  nobody 
knows  it  but 
Too  two ;  I  may  escape. 
Bar.  So  miglit  my  man  and  I  hang  with  you 

for  company. 
liha.  No,  let  us  bear  him  to  the  magistrates. 
Jbc  Good  Barabas,  let  me  go. 
Bar,  No,  pardon  me,  the  law  must  have  his 
course: 
I  mnst  be  forced  to  give  in  evidence, 
That,  being  importuned  by  this  Baroardine 
To  be  a  Christian,  I  shut  him  out. 
And  there  he  sat:  now  I,  to  keep  my  word. 
And  give  my  goods  and  substance  to  your  hoiise, 
Was  op  thus  ea^y,  with  intent  to  go 
Unto  your  friary,  because  you  staid. 
Itha.  Fie  upon  them !  master,  will  yon  turn 
Christiah,  when 
Holy  friars  turn  devils,  and  murder  one  another  ? 
6ar.  No^  for  this  example  Fll  remain  a  Jew : 
Hearea  bless  me ;  what,  a  friar  a  murderer  J 
When  shall  yuu  see  a  Jew  commit  the  like  ? 
Jtha.  Why,  a  Turk  could  have  done  no  more. 
fior.  To-morrow  is  the  sessions ;  you  shall  to  it 
Come,  Ithamore,  let's  help  to  take  him  hence. 
Jac.  Villains,  I  am  a  sacred  person,  touch  me 

not. 
Bar.  The  law  shall  touch  you,  we'll  but  lead 
you,  we : 
Tiis,  I  could  weep  at  vour  calamity. 
Take  in  die  staff  too,  for  that  must  be  shewn : 
law  wills  that  each  particular  be  known. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Courtezan  and  Phtlia  Borzo. 

CoKT.  Pbilia  Borzo,  didst  thou  meet  with  Itha- 
more? 

P.  Bor.  I  did. 

Cotir.  And  didst  thoa  deliver  my  letter? 

P.  Bor.  1  did. 

Cour.  And  what  thinkest  thou,  will  he  come  ? 

P.  Bor.  I  think  so,  and  yet  I  cannot  tell;  for, 
at  the  reading  of  the  letter,  he  looked  like  a  man 
of  another  world. 

Cour.  Why  so? 

P.  Bor,  That  such  a  base  slave  as  he,  should 
be  saluted  by  such  a  tall  man  as  I  am,  from  such 
a  beautiful  dame  as  you. 

Cour.  And  what  said  he  ? 


P.  Bor,  Not  a  wise  word,  only  gave  me  a  i»<t 
as  who  should  say,  is  it  even  so  ?  and  so  I  left  him, 
being  driven  to  a  nonplus  at  the  critical  aspect  of 
my  terrible  countenance. 

Cotir.  And  where  didst  meet  him  f 
P.  Bor.  Upon  mine  own  freehold,  within  forty 
foot  of  the  gallows,  conning  his  neck-verse,^^  I 
take  it,  looking  of  a  friar^s  execution,  whom  I  sa- 
luted with  an  old  hempen  proverb,  HotUetibi^ 
eras  mihiy  and  so  I  left  him  to  the  mercy  of  the 
hangman ;  but  the  exercise  being  done^  see  where 
he  cOme& 

Enter  iTnAiiout. 

Itha.  t  never  knew  a  man  take  his  death  so 
patiently  as  this  friar ;  be  was  ready  to  leap  off 
ere  the  halter  was  about  his  neck ;  and  when  the 
hangman  had  put  on  his  .hempen  tippet,  he  made 
such  haste  to  his  prayers,  as  if  he  had  had  ano- 
ther cure  to  serve :  well,  g(»  whither  he  will,  I'll 
be  none  of  his  followers  in  haste : 
And,  now  I  think  on't,  going  to  the  execution,  a 

fellow 
Met  me  with  a  mustachios  ^  like  a  raven^s  wing, 

and 
A  dagG;er  with  a  hilt  like  a  warming-pan,  and  he 
Gave  me  a  letter  from  one  madam  Bellamira, 
Saluting  me  in  such  sort,  as  if  he  meant  to  make 
Clean  my  boots  with  his  lips ;  the  effect  was,  tliat 
I  should  come  to  her  house;  I  wonder  what  the 

reason  is ; 
It  may  be  she  sees  more  in  me  than  I  can  find  in 
Myself:  for  she  writes  further,  that  she  loves  me 
Ever  since  she  saw  me;  and  who  would  not  re- 
quite such 
Lovo?  here's  her  liouse,  and  here  she  come^  ami 

now 
Would  I  were  gone !  I  am  not  worthy  to  look 
upon  her. 
P.  Bor,  This  is  the  gentleman  you  writ  to. 
Itlia.  Gentleman  !  he  flouts  me ;  what  gentry 
can  be  in  a  Tork  of  ten  pence  ?  I'll  be  gone. 
Cour.  Is't  not  a  sweet-faced  youth,  Hiika? 
Itha.  Again^  sweet  youth !  did  not  you^  sir, 
bring  the  sweet  youth  a  letter? 

P.  Bor.  I  did,  sir,  and  from  this  geotkwoman, 
who,  as  myself,  and  the  rest  of  the  family,  stand 
or  fall  at  your  service. 

Cour.  Though  woman's  modesty  should  haie  iiM 
back, 
I  can  withhold  no  longer :  welcome,  sweet  love. 
Itha.  Now  am  I  clean,  or  rather  foully  out  of 
the  way. 


3S  Neckven&-'^i  the  time  when  the  ceremony  of  reading  was  one  of  the  forms  used  in  coortB  of  jas- 
tice,  to  determine  whether  a  person  was  entitled  to  the  beiM^t  of  clergy,  is  was  osual  to  open  the  book 
at  a  particolar  place,  and  the  criminal  read  the  words  miserere  met  Deus,  which,  from  being  used  constant- 
ly upon  this  occasion,  were  denominated  the  neck-verse* 

'*  Mwtaehioe — The  4to  reads  muschatoes. 
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Ccur.  Wlilth0r  b«  soon? 

Itha.  Ill  go  ileal  some  money  fnom  ray  ■»8t«r, 
to  make  me  hsocbomc :  pray  pardon  me, 
I  must  go  see  a  ship  dischaifed. 

Cour,  Can'st  thou  be  to  unkiiid  to  leave  me 

dlQS? 

P.  Bor,  And  ye  did  but  know  how  she  kyres 

you,  sir. 
Ithth  N  ay,  I  care  not  how  much  she  lo?et  me ; 
,  8>veet  Bellamira,  would  1  had  my  master's  wealth- 
for  thy  sake. 
P.  Bar.  And  you  can  have  it,  sifi  and  if  you 

r  lease, 
f  ^t  were  above  ground  I  qould^  and 
would  have  it : 
But  he  hides  and  buries  it  up,  as  partridges  do 
Their  eggs,  under  the  earth. 

P.  Bor,  And  is't  not  possible  .to  find  it  out  f 

ttha.  Bv  no  ineans  possible. 

Cour.  What  shall  wo  do  with  this  base  villain 

then? 
P.  Bor»  Let  me  alone,  do  but  speak  him  fanr : 
But  you  know  some  secrets  of  the  Jew,  whicb|  if 

they  were 
Revealed,  would  do  him  harm* 

Itha,  Aye,  and  such  as go  to,  no  more^ 

111  make  him  send  me  half  he  has,  and  glad 
He  'scapes  so  too.    Pen  and  ink : 
I'll  write  unto  him;  well  Imv^  money  strait 
P.  Bor,  Send  for  a  hundred  crowns  at  least. 

[He  writet, 
Itha,  Ten  hundred  thousand  crowns,— master 

Barabas. 
P.  fior.  Write  not  so  submissively,  butihreaten 

him. 
Itha,  Sirrah,  BarabaSi  send  me  a  hundred 

crowns* 
P.  Bor,  Put  in  two  hundred,  at  least,  v 
Itha,  I  charge  thee  send  me  three  hu^red  by 
this  ^arer,  and  this 
Shall  be  vour  warrant ;  if  you  do  not,  no  more^ 
but  so. 
P.  Bor,  Tell  him  yon  will  confess.     . 
Ithtu  Otherwise  111  confess  all.    Vanish^  and 

return  in  a  twinkle. 
P.  Ber,  Let  me  alone,  111  use  him  in  his  kind; 

[Exit. 
Ith^  Hang  him,  Jew ! 
Cour,  Now,  gentle  Ithamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 
Where  are  my  maids  ?  provide  a  running  banquet ; 
Send  to  the  merchant,  bid  him  bring  me  silks ; 
Shall  Ithamore,  my  love,  go  in  such  rags? 
Itha.  And  bid  the  jeweller  come  hither  too. 


Ccwr.  I  hav«  no  hostai^i  sweety  lU  oMrr^  4lMe. 

Itha,  Content;  but  we  will  ieava  thb paltry 
land, , 
And  sail  from  hence  to  Greece,  to  Uwely  Greece; 
pit  be  thy  Jasoivthott  mr  ^Iden  deece; 
Where  painted  carpets  o  er  the  meada  are  hari'd^ 
And  Bacchus'  vineyards  o^xer-^pread  the  woiM:' 
Where  woods  and  forests  go  in  goodly  greca, 
I^ll  be  Adonis,  thou  sl^alt  b0  Love  s  Queen, 
tlie  meads,  the  orchards,  and  the  primroae  lanes, 
Instead  of  sedge  and  reed,  bear  sugar-canes; 
Thou  in  those  graves,  by  Dis  above, 
Sh4ilt  Hui  mith  me,  and  be  my  hm," 

Cour,  Whither  wiU  I  not  go  with  geacl»  Ithar 
mora? 

£iiler  pHiLiA  Bofi^ 

I$ha,  How  now !  hast  thou  the  gold  t 

P.  Bor.  Yes. 

Itha,  But  camet  it  fpeely ;  did  the  c^w  five 
down  her  milk  freely  ? 

P.  Bor,  At  reading  of  the  letter,  he  stared  and 
stamped,  and  turned  aside  ^  1  took  hiaa  by  the 
bearo,  and  looked  upon  him  thus;  told  kina  he 
were  best  to  send  it :  then  be  hugged  and  embraced 
me. 

If  An.  Rather  for  fear  than  le^e. 

P.  fior.  Then,  like  a  Jew,  he  laughed  and  jeer- 
ed, and  told  me  he  loved  me  for  your  sake,  and 
said  what  a  faithful  servant  you  had  been. 

Itha,  The  more  villain  he  to  keep  me  thus: 
Here's  goodly  ^rel,  is  there  aot^ 

p.  Bor,  To  conclude,  he  gave  me  ten  crowns. 

Itha,  But  ten  !  I'll  not  leave  him  worth  a  grey 
groat;  give  me  a  ream  pf  paper^  we'll  have  a 
kingdom  of  gold  for*t. 

P.  Bor.  Write  for  five  hundred  crowns. 

Ith4h  Sirr&h«  Jew,.a3  you  love  your  life,  aend 
me  five  hundred  crowns, 
And  give  the  bearer  one  hundred.    Tell  liiai  I 
most  hQv*t. 

P.  Bor.  1  warrant  your  worship  shall  havt 

Itha,  And  if  he  ask  why  I  demand  so  mud^ 
tell  him,    , 
I  scorn  to  write  a  line,  under  a  hundred  crowna. 

P.  Bpr.  You'd  make  a  rich  poet,  sir;  I  am 
gone.  [Esit, 

Itha^Toke  thou  the  money,  spend  it  for  my  sake. 

Cour,  ^is  not  thy  monev,  but  thyself  I  weigh : 
Thus  Bellamira  esteems  of  gold; 
But  thus  of  thee. [Kissef  kim, 

Itha,  That  kiss  again ;  she  runs  division  '*  of 
myHps. 


^  Shalt  Uw  with  mef  mid  Be  my  hvt — A  line  taken  from  Martow'i  elegant  fonaetf  priated  In  Or 
'Hrtft  Reliquet  ofJntknt  Poetry,  Vol.  I.  p.  SI 8. 

3*  Sht  rum  divM^Uf  Ife.-— A  musical  term.    8o  in  King  Henry  IF,  p.  1 : 

"  SuDg  by  a  young  queen  In  a  rammer^s  bower. 
With  ravisbifig  divuiim  to  her  lute.    S. 
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What  «n  eje  she  OMts  on  me ! 

It  twinkJes  like  a  star. 

Cmirp  Come,  my  dear  love,  let's  in  and  sleep 

together. 
liha*  Oh  that  ten  thousand  nights  were  put  in 
one. 
That  we  might  sleep  seven  years  together,  afore 
Wc  wake. 
Cour.  Come,,  amorous  wa^  first  hanauet,  and 
then  sleep.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Barabas  reading  a  Letter, 

JBar.  **  Barabas,  send  me  three  hundred  crowns.'^ 
Plain  Barabas :  oh  that  wicked  courtezan ! 
lie  was  not  wont  to  call  me  Barabas. 
*  Or  else  I  will  confess ;"  Aye,  there  it  goes : 
But  if  I  get  him,  coupe  de  gorge  for  that. 
He  sent  a  shaggy,  tottered,  ^^  staring  slave, 
That,  when  he  speaks,  draws  out  his  grisly  beard, 
And  winds  it  twice  or  thrice  about  his  ear; 
Whose  face  has  been  a  grind-stone  for  meu's 

swords : 
His  hands  are  hacked,  some  fingers  cut  quite  off; 
Who,  when  he  speaks,  grunts  like  a  hog,  and  looks 
like  one  thdt  is  employed  in  catzerie,  ^ 
And  crosbiting ;  ^'  such  a  rogue 
As  is  the  husbaiMi  to  a  hundred  whores : 
And  1  by  him  must  send  three  hundred  crowns. 
W^II,  my  hope  is,  he  will  not  stay  there  still; 
And  when  he  comes : — Oh  that  he  were  but  here ! 

Enter  Philia  Borzo. 

P.  Bor,  Jew,  I  must  have  more  gold. 

Bar.  Why,  waut*st  thou  any  of  thy  tale  ? 

P.  Bor,  No;  but  three  hundred  will  not  serve 

his  turn. 
-  Bar.  Not  serve  his  turn,  sir  ? 
P.  Bor.  No,  sir;  and  therefore  I  must  have 

five  hunded  more. 

Bar,  11!  rather 

P.  Bor.  Oh,  good  words,  sir,  and  scpd  it,  you 

were  best;  see. 
There's  his  letter. 
Bar.  Might  he  not  as  well  come  as  send? 

pray  hid  him 
Come  and  fetch  it ;  what  he  writes  for  you,  ye 

shall  have  straight. 


P.  Bor.  Aye,  and  the  rest  too,  or  else 

Bar.  I  must  make  this  villain  away  :-*please  you 

dine 

With  me,  sir,— and  you  shall  be  most  heartily 

poisoned.   '  [Asidem 

P.  Bor.  No :— God-a-mercy,  shall  I  have  the«o 

crowns? 
Bar.  I  cannot  do  it,  I  have  lost  my  keys. 
P.  Bor.  Oh,  if  that  be  all,  1  can  pick  ope 

your  locks. 
Bar.  Or  dimb  up  to  my  counting-house  win- 
dow; 
You  know  my  meaning. 

P.  Bor.  I  know  epongh,  and  therefore  talk 
not  to  roe  of  your  counting-house :  the  gold,  or 
know,  Jew,  it  is  in  my  power  to  hang  thee. 

Bar.  I  am  betrayed. 
*ris  not  five  hundred  crowns  that  I  esteem, 
I  am  not  moved  at  that :  this  angers  me. 
That  he,  who  knows  I  love  him  as  myself. 
Should  write  in  this  imperious  vein.    Why,  sir. 
You  know  I  have  no  child ;  and  unto  whom 
Should  I  leave  all,  but  unto  Ithamore  ? 
P.  Bor.  Here's  many  words,  but  no  crowns; 

the  crowns. 
Bar.  Commend  me  to  him^  sir,  most  humbly, 
And  unto  your  good  mistress,  as  unknown. 
P.  Bor.  Speak,  shall  I  have  them,  sir? 
Par.  Sir,  here  they  are. 
Oh  that  I  should  part  with  so  much  eold ! 
Here,  take  them,  fellow,  with  as  good  a  will-: — 

At  I  would  see  thee  hanged;  Ob,  love 

stops  my  breath ; 
Never  loved  man  servant  as  I  do  Ithamore. 
P»  Bor.  I  know  it,  sir. 
Bar.  Pray,  when,  sir,  shall  I  see  you  at  my 

house? 
P.  Bor.  Soon  enough  to  your  cost,  sir ; 
Fare  you  well.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Nay,  thine  own'  cost,  villain  if  thou 
coin'st. 
Was  ever  Jew  tormented  as  I  am  ? 
To  have  a  shag-rag  knave  to  come. 
Three  hundred  crowns,  and  then  Gve  bundre4 

crowns? 
Well ;  I  must  seek  a  means  to  rid  them  all, 
And  presently;  for  in  lib  villainy 


w  Totter" i.^U  e.  tattered .     See  note  on  Edward  IT. 

^  GatzerU. — I  am  noacqaainted  with  this  word.  1(  a^eans,  however^  some  ipccies  of  ftaod,  perhaps 
the  art  of  beggiiv,  from  cattare^  to  obtain.  ItaL 

I  find  th«  word  cotoo  twice  used,  once  by  Ben  Jonton^  in  his  Every  Maf%  out  of  hie  Humour,  A.  9.  S.  1. 

**  'J  hese  be  oar  nimble  spirited  catio's  that  ha'  their avations at  pleasure*  wiU  rua  ever  a  bog  like  your 
**  wild  IHsb  ;  no  sooner  started,  but  (heyll  lean  from  one  thing  to  another  like  a  squirrel,*'  kc. 

AgaM'mfVilyBeguiUd: 

**  And  so  cunningly  tempq^ize  with  this  cunning  c3tso** 

♦*  CrosbUiug-^iB  one  of  the  cant  terms  for  cheating.  One  of  Robert  Greene's  pamphlets  is  entitl^d^ 
"  Tfce  Blacke  Bookes  Messenger.  I^t^ving  open  the  life  and  death  of  Ned  Browne,  one  of  (he  ipost  i^oti^^le 
cQtpanet,  erotbUcr»y  and  coney-c^^tchere,  that  ever  lived  in  England,''  &c. 
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Jf/^  will  tell/all  be  knows,  Mid  I  shall  die  for't,  l 

iJwNTit; 
I  wUi  in  scMiie  disguise  go  see  the  slav^ 
And  how  the  villain  revels  with  my  gold.  [Exit. 

dmr.  ]*11  pledge  thee,  love,  and  therefore 

drink  it  oC 
Itha,  Say'st  thou  me  so?  have  at  it;  gnd  do 
you  hear?  [Whispers, 

Cow,  Go  to,  it  shall  be  so. 
lih^.  Of  that  conditiop  I  will  diink  it  um 

here's  to  thee.   ' 
P.  Bpr.  Naj»  Fll  have  all  or  none. 
.  Ith^  There,  if  thou  loves t  me  do  not  leave  a 
drop^ 
Cour,  tofe  thee  !  fill  me  threeglass^ 
Itha,  Three  and  fiftj  doieo,  rn  pledge  thee. 
P.  Bor.  Koavely  spoke^  and  like  a  knight  at 

arms. 
Itha,  Hej,  Rho  CaUiUano^  ^  a  man's  a  man. 
Cour,  Now  to  dbe  Jew. 
Itha.  Ha,  to  tBe  Jew,  and  send  me  money, 

you  were  best 
p.  JBtfT^  What  would'st  thou  do  if  lie  should 

send  thee  none  ? 
Itha,  Do  nothing;  but  I  know  wlmt  I  ki>ow ; 
He's  a  murderer. 

Cour,  1  had  not  thought  he  bad  been  so  brave 

a  man, 
Jtha,  Yoa  knew  IVIathias  and  the  governor's 
son ;  be  and 
I  killed  them  both,  and  yet  never  touched  theoK 
P.  Bor,  Oh  bravely  done. 
Itha,  I  carried  tlie  broth  that  poisoned  the 
nuns ;  and  lie 
And  I  soicte  hand  too  fast,  ^^  singled  a  £uar. 
Cour,  You  two  alone  ? 

Itha.  We  two ;  and  'twas  never  known,  nor 
never  shall 
Be  for  me. 

P.  Bor,  This  shall  with  me  unto  the  gQve»- 

Dor. 
Cour,  And  fit  it  should :  but  first  let's  have 
more  cold. 
Come,  geutle  Itnamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 

Itha,  Love  me  linle,  love  me  long;  let  music 
rumble, 
Whilst  I  in  thy  incony  lap  ^  do  tumble. 

Enter  Barabas  with  a  Lute  disguised. 

Cour.  A  French  musician;  come  let's  bear 
your  skill. 


Bar,  Must  tuna  my  hite  for  sooim^  twang 

twang,  first. 
Itha,  Wik  drink,  Freodhmaa?  berets  to  then 

with  a . . .  • . 
Tt>x  on  this  drunken  hicknp. 
Bar,  Gramercy,  monsieur. 
Cour,  Pr^ythee,  Phtlla  Bbrin,  bid  d^  fiddfor 

gi^e  me 
The  posey  in  his  Kiot  there. 

P.  Bor,  Sirrah,  you  must  ^ft  tof  mistress 

ywrpiwey. 
Bar.  A  voustre  comsMndemente,  madam^ 
Cour,  How  sweety  my  Ithamore,  the  flowers 

smelt 
Itha.  Like  thy  breathf  sweeheart,  no  violet 

Hketbetn. 
P.  Bor.  Fob,  methinks  tb^  stink  likea  bolljr 

hoke.*» 
Bar.  So  now  I  am  reveneed  upon  tbem  all 
The  sceut  thereof  was  deatK,  Z  poisoned  it. 
Itha,  Play,  fiddler,  or  fit  cut  your  cat's  guts 

into  chitterlin^. 
Bar.  Pordoria  mov,  be  no  in  tune  yet:  so 

now,  now  ail  be  ih. 
Itha,  Give  hitu  a  crown>  aad  fiO  me  out  more 

wine* 
P.  Bor,  There's  two  crowns  fbr  thee ;  plav. 
Bar.  How  liberally  the  villain  ^ives  me  mine 

own  gold !  [Aside, 

P.  Bor.  Methiuks  he  fingei%  Very  well. 
Bar.  So  did  you  when  ^H^v  "tol^  n>y  gold. 

[Aside. 
P.  B  or.  How  swift  he  runs. 
Bar.  Tou  ran  swifter  when  yOU  ihrcsw  my 

gold  out  of 
My  window.  [Aside* 

CotiT.  Musician,  liast  been  in  Malta  long? 
Bar.  Two,  three,  four  mouth,  nuidatii. 
Itha,  Dost  not  know  a  Jew,  one  Barabas? 
Bar^  Very  mush ;  monsieur,  you  no  be  bis 

man? 
P.  Bor,  His  man? 

liha.  I  scorn  the  peasant,  tell  him  so. 
Bar.  He  knows  it  already. 
Itha.  Tis  a  strange  thing  of  that  Jew,  be 

lives  upon 
Pickled  {grasshoppers,  and  sauced  mudirooms. 

Bar.  What  a  slave's  this  ? 
The  governor  feeds  not  as  I  do.  [Aside. 

Itha.  He  never  put  on  dean  shirt  since  he 

was  circumcised. 
Bar.  Ob  rascal  1 1  Ghan^e  myself  twice  a  day. 

[Asi^ 


^  RbJo  CaaUimo.^See  notes  to  the  First  Part  of  King  Benry  /K,  A.  2.  8. 4.  ' 

♦3  Suicle  hand  too  faU. — 1  believe  this  passzigc  to  be  corrupt.  It  is  cerfaWy  obscore.  We  may  todetA 
suppofic  snicU^  like  smules,  to  be  a  corrupted  oath,  and  read  band  to^f,  instead  of  loo  Jfert. 

*^  Jn  thtf  tneony  /fl^.— »Kony  or  mcoDv  is  fine,  delicate.  Sec  note  to  Lwe'*  Lab&ur  Lmt^  vet  %  p-  *«'• 
edition  1768.  S. 

^^  Like  a  holly  hoke.—i.  e.  hoUy  hock,  JUalva  Uortensis,    Tkh  flower  however  has  po  offeosive  smelk 
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I/Aa  The  hat  he  weari  Jmbis  Mt  onder  fhe 
elder 
When  be  hanged  bioMelf. 
Bar.  nTwras  seat  roe  for  a  prient  (rom  the 
Gre«t  Cham.  [^«{e. 

P.  Bor.  A  nasty  slave  he  is ; 
Whither  no.w«  fiddler  ? 
Bar.  Pardooa  moi^  moa«eur»  me  be  no  welL 

P.  Bar.  Farewell^  iddUor  i  One  lelttr  more  to 
the  Jew. 


Qmr.  Pr^ythee,  tweet  Um^om  tatmt,md  mke 
it  sharp. 

ItJta.  No»  V\i  send  b^  word  of  moath  wht  ; 
Bid  him  deliver  thee  a  thousand  orownsi 
By  the  same  token  that  the  nuns  loved  noe. 
That  friar  Bamardine  slept  in  his  own  clothes ; 
Any  of  them  will  do  it 

P.  Bar.  Let  me  alone  to  urge  it,  now  I  know 
the  meaning. 

J/Ao.  The  tneaning  has  a  meaning ;  come  let's  in ; 
To  undo  a  Jew  b  chanty^  and  not  Bin.  [Eseunt. 


ACT    V. 


^er  Governor,  tLnigU$t  Marti ir  Del  Bosco* 

Qw9.  New,  geiitlMMo>  beiwke  yon  te  year 
arms. 
And  eae  tlMt  MdlB  be  weU  ilir^ied ; 
And  it  behovM  yon  to  be  i«tolM»^$ 
For  Calymath  having  liover^  here  so  long, 
Will  win  the  towh,  er  die  befWe  the  walls. 
Kmightg.,  Aii4  4ie  be  sbaU^  for  we  will  neter 
yield. 

Enter  Courtezan^  Philia  Bonza 

Cour.  Ob  brin^  aa  to  the  ^evemor. 
Garo.  Away  wiib  her^  she  is  a  oourteoin. 
Cotir.  What^er  I  am,  yet,  govesoofv  bear  me 
speak { 
I  brii^  the  news  by  whom  tby  aoa  was  thwa : 
Mathiaa  did  it  not»  it  waa  the  Jew. 
P.  Bor.  WkH  bettdcs  the  sbngbler  of  tbeae 
^eoUemeoy 
Poisoo*d  hie  own  daaghter^  and  tbe 
Strmled  a  friar,  and  I  know  noC  what 
Miichicf  beside. 
G(ya.  Had  we  hot  proof  of  tbie ! 
Csar.  Streof  piQaf>  my  bed ;  bit  teaa's  now 
at  my 
Lodfpng,  tlmt  was  his  agent ;  he'll  confess  it  all. 
Gov.  Oo  leicb  him  straigbt,  1  always  fear'd 
that  Jew. 

JEnttrJew  and  Ithakorf. 

Bar*  V\\  ge  alone :  dogs,  do  not  hale  mc  thus. 
hka.  Nor  me  neither,  I  cannot  outnui-yoU| 

constable :  ob  my  beliy ! 
Bor.  One  dram  of  powder  more  bad  made  aH 

so«e; 
What  a  damn'd  slatve  was  I ! 
Gov.  Make  fires,  beat  irons^  let  the  laek  be 

(etchU 
Knightt.  Nay  stay,  my  lord,  't  may  be  he  will 

conieaa. 
Bar.  Coofeaa!  what  mean  ysgai  loads^wbtf 

should  oonfesa? 

Gee  Thou  and  thy  Tttii ; 'twas  ye«  that  4^ w 

mv  too. 
lika.  Gini^  rojr  locd>  1  «oa£M»;  yoM  M»  wt 


Were  both  contiacteiil  oata  AbipiJ^ 
Mg  fayd  %  cewtetto  thajenf^ 


Bar.  Who  earned  that  challehge  ? 
Itha.  I  carried  it,  I  confess,  bur  who  writ  it? 
Marry,  even  he  that  strangled  Bamardine,  poi- 

son'd  the 
Nuns,  and  his  own  daughter. 

Gov.  Away  with  him,  his  sight  is  death  to  me. 
Air.  For  what,  you  men  of  Malta  ?  hear  mc 
speak; 
She  is  a  courtezan,  and  he  a  thief, 
And  he  my  bondman :  let  me  have  Uw, 
For  none  of  this  can  prejudice  my  life. 

Gov,  Once  more  away  with  him;  you  shall 

have  law. 
Bar.  Devils,  do  your  worst,  1  live  in  spite  of 
ytm. 
As  these  hare^ spoke,  so  be  it  to  cheir  souls: 
t  hope  tlie  poison'd  fiowers  will  work  anon. 

[Exeunt  Barabas,  iTOAMoftE,  &c. 

Enler  Mother  ^Matbus. 
Moth,  Was  my  Mathiae  murdered  by  Hbft 
Jew? 
Fernese^  it  was  thy  son  that  mardered  bim. 
Gov.  Be  patient,  gentle  madam,  it  was  he. 
He   forged  the    daring  challenge  made  therii 
fight* 
Moth.  Where  is  die  Jew  ?  where  it  that  mur* 

derer? 
Gov.  In  prison,  tilt  the  law  has  past  on  biau 

Enter  Officer. 

Offi.  My  lord,  the  courtezan  and  her  man  are 
dead; 
So  is  the  Turk,  and  Barabltf  ikm  Jew. 
Gov.  Dead ! 
Offi.  Dead,  my  lord,  add  b^re  they  bring  his 

body. 
JM  Jot.  This  sodden  death  of  bis  is  ver^ 

strange. 
Gov.  Wonder  not  ^  ft,  iir,  the  Heavens  nre  jti5<. 
Their  deaths  wete  Ifle  ih^f  fittfs,  then  think  tut 

df  tHemj 
Since  the?  are  dead  let  theth  be  tmri^ ; 
Fw  M.  Jtw^tr  bMiy,  tlircAir  that  o'er  th(^  xiraft^ 
To  be  a  prey  ior  vii)turet  iSn^  wHd  beifits. 
So,  no#  dvCii^  drid  fMif^,  the  toWm      [&ttUi\X. 

Entar  Baaa^en, 
Bar.  What,  all  aioMrf  Walt  Ue^  mttpf  ditek. 
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ril  be  i«v«ii|tfd  00  tharnooonfed  t»wn ; 
For  Imt  nj  meaDt  Cal3FfptUi  ftball  enter  io. 
I'll  help  to  slay  their  childfen  and  their  wms. 
To  fire  the  charcfaes»  pull  their  bouses  down ; 
Take  mj  goods  too^  and  seise  upon  mj  tands? 
I  iK>pe  to  see  the  governor  a  shiire» 
And,  rowing  in  a  ^1^»  whipt  to  death. 

Enter  Calymath,  Baihuwt,  tmd  TurkfL 

Call/,  Whom  hare  we  there,  a  spy } 

Bar,  Yes,  my  good  lord,  one  that  can  spy  a 
phice 
Where  you  may  enter,  and  surprise  the  town : 
My  pame  is  Barabas ;  I  am  a  Jew. 

Caly,  Art  thou  that  Jew  whose  goods  we  heard 
wct*e  sold 
For  tribute-money  ? 

Bar,  The  verj^  same,  my  lord  : 
And  since  that  time .  they  have  hired  a  shive,  my 

maoi 
To  accuse  me  of  a  thousand  villanies  i 
I  was  imprisoned,  but  escaped  their  hands. 

Caly,  bidst  break  prison  ? 

Bar.  No,  no: 
I  drank  of  poppy  and  cold  mandrake  juice; 
And  being  asleep,  belike  they  thought  me  dead. 
And  threw  me  o'er  the  walls :  so,  or  how  else. 
The  Jew  is  here,  and  rests  at  your  command. 

Caly.  ^was  bravely  done ;  but  tell  me,  ba- 
rabas, 
Can'^t  thou,  as  thou  rcport'st  make  Malta  ou^s  ? 

Bar,  Fear  not,  my  lord ;  for  here  against  the 
truce, 
Tlie  rock  is  hollow,  and  of  purpose  digg*d. 
To  make  a  passage  fOr  the  running  stj^ams 
And  common  channels  of  the  city. 
Now,  whilst  you  give  assault  unto  the  walls, 
1^11  lead  five  hundred  soldiers  through  the  vault, 
And  rise  with  them  i'  the  middle  of  the  town; 
Open  the  ^tes  for  you  to  enter  in. 
And  by  this  means  the  city  is  your  own. 

Cafy,  If  this  be  true  I'll  make  thee  governor. 

Bar,  And  if  it  be  not  true,  then  let  me  die. 

Cafy,  Tbou*st  doom'd  thyself;  assault  it  pre- 
sently. [Exeunt, 

Alarms,  Enter  Turks,  Barabas;  Governor  and 
Knights  priionert. 

Caly*  Now  vul  your  pride,  yon  captive  Chris- 
tians, 
And  kneel  for  merqr  to  your  cooqueriog  foe^ 
Now  where's  the  hope  you  had  of  haughty  Spain  f 
IFcrneae,  speak,  had  it  not  been  much  better 
To  kept  thy  promise,  than  be  thus  surprised  ? 
Gov,  What  should .  i  say;  we  are  captivesy 

and  must  yield. 
Cmfy,  Aye,  villains,  you  must  yields  and  under 
Turkish  yokes 
Shall  groaning  bear  thetiurden  of  oar  ire; 
And,  Barabas,  as  erst  we  promised  thee, 
For  thy  desert  we  make  thee'  governor ; 
ViO  tbem  at  thy  disQi«tioo« 


Bar.  Thanks,  ray  lord.     . 

Gov,  Oh  fatal  day,  to  fall  mto  the  hands 
Of  such  a  traitor  and  unhallowed  Jew  ! 
What  greater  misery  could  heaven  inflict  f 

Cafy.  Tis  our  command  :<^-and,  Barabas,  we 
give, 
To  guard  thy  person,  tbeee  oar  janizariea; 
Intreat  tbem  well,  as  we  h«ve  vaed  thee.— 
And  now,  brave  bashaws,  come,  we'll  walk  about 
The, mined  town,  and  tee  the  %reck  we  made  i— 
Farewell,  brave  Jew,  farewell,  great  Barabas. 

[EietMt. 

Bar.  May  all  good  fortone  fnlhm  CalyoMtk.-- 
And  now,  as  entrance  to  our  safetr. 
To  prison  with  the  governor  and  these 
Captains,  his  consorts  and  confederates. 

Gov.  Ob  viUaini  Heaven  will  be  revefwed  on 
thee.  [Eieitnt, 

Bar.  Away,  no  more*  let  him  not  tnmbfe  me.— 
Thus  hast  thoa  gattetf ,  bv  thy  poi.*^» 
No  simple  place,  no  small  authority. 
I  now  am  governor  of  Malta;  true. 
But  Malta  hatea  me,  and,  in  hating,  nse. 
My  life's  in  danger ;  and  what  boots  it  thee. 
Poor  Barabas,  to  be  the  governor, 
When  as  thy  life  shall  be  at  their  command  f 
No,  Barabas,  this  must  be  looked  into; 
And,  since  by  wrong  thou  got*st  anthority. 
Maintain  it  bravely  by  firm  policy, 
At  least,  unprofitaUy  lose  it  not ; 
For  be  that  liveth  in  authority. 
And  neither  gets  him  friends^'  nor  fills  bis  bagv 
lives  like  the  ass  that  .£sop  speaketh  oU 
That  labours  with  a  load  ot  bread  and  wine, 
And  leaves  it  off  to  snap  on  thistle  tops : 
But  Barabas  will  be  more  circumspect. 
Begin  betimes,  occasion's  bald  behind ; 
Slip  not  thine  opportunity,  for  fear  too  late 
Thou  seek'st  for  mnch,  b«ti  canst  sot  compass  it. 
Within  here ! 

Enter  Governor,  with  a  Guard. 

Oin9.Mylord! 

Bar.  Aye,  lord,  thns  slaves  will  learn. 
Now,  Governor,— stand  bv  there,  wait  within,— 

[To  the  Guard* 
This  is  the  reslson  iliat  I  sent  for  thee ; 
Thou  seest  thy  life,  and  Malta's  happiness. 
Are  at  my  arbitrament;  and  Barabas, 
At  his  discretion,  may  dispose  of  both : 
Now  tell  me,  governor,  and  plainly  too. 
What  think'st  thou  shall  become  of  it  aad  ^tuetf 

Gov,  This,  Barabas;  since  thin^  are  in  thy 
pOwefi 
I  see  no  reason  but  of  Malta's  wreck. 
Nor  hope  of  (bee,  but  extreme  cmehy ; 
Nor  fear  I  death,  nor  will  I  flatter  thee. 

Bar.  Goremor,  good  words;  be  not  so  fnioas; 
Tis  not  thy  life  which  can  avail  me  angbt, 
Yet  you  do  live,  and  Ihre  for  me  you  shall : 
And  as  for  Malta's  ruin,  think  you  not 
'Twere  slender  poHcv  for  Barabas 
To  dispossess  himsdf  of  such  a  plaoe? 
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For  ridi,  B8  once  yoa  said,'  within  Hm  isle 
In  Malts  here,  that  I  have  got  mj  goods, 
And  in  this  city  still  have  bad  succms, 
And  now  at  leneth  am  grown  joor  covemor, 
YonrKltes  shall  see  it  Miall  not  be  forgot; 
For,  as  a  friend  not  known  but  in  distress, 
rii  rear  op  Malta,  now  remediless. 

Gau.  Will  Barabas  recover  Malta's  loss? 
Will  Barabas  be  good  to  Chnstians? 
'     Bar,  What  wilt  thou  give  me,  governor,  to  pro- 


A  dissolution  of  the  slavish  bands 

Wherein  the  Turk  bath  ;roked  your  land  and  yon  ? 

What  will  you  give  me  if  I  render  you 

The  Hfe  of  Calyinath,  sorprize  his  men, 

And  in  an  out-boose  of  the  city  shut 

His  soldiers^  tilt  I  have  consumed  them  all  with 

fire? 
What  will  yon  give  him  that  procnreth  this? 

Gov,  Do  bat  bring  this  to  pass  which  thou  pre- 
tendest; 
Deal  truly  with  us  as  thou  intiniatest. 
And  I  will  send  amongst  the  citizens, 
Andy  by  my  letters,  privately  procure 
Great  sums  of  money  for  thy  recompenoe : 
Nay  more,  do  this,  and  live  thou  governor  itilL 

Bar,  Nay,  do  thou  this,  Ferneze,  and  be  free : 
Govemoiv  I  enlarge  thee,  live  with  me. 
Go  walk  about  the  city,  see  thy  friends : 
Tush,  send  not  letters  to  them,  go  thybelf. 
And  let  me  see  what  money  thou  canst  make ; 
Here  AH  my  hand,  that  I'll  set  Malta  free; 
And  thus  we  cast  it :  To  a  solemn  feast 
I  wiU  invite  youi^  Selim  Calymath, 
Where  be  thiou  present,  only  to  perform 
One  stratagem  tiiat  I'll  impart  to  thee. 
Wherein  no  danger  shall  betide  thy  life. 
And  I  will  warrant  Malta  free  for  ever. 

Oim,  Here  is  my  hand ;  believe  me,  Barabas, 
I  will  be  there,  and  do  as  thou  desirest. 
When  is  the  time  ? 

Bar,  Governor,  presently; 
For  Calymath,  when  he  hath  viewed  the  totvn. 
Will  take  his  leave,  and  sail  toward  Ottoman. 

Gov,  Then  will  I,  Barabas,  about  this  coin. 
And  bring  it  with  me  to  thee  in  the  evening. 

J9^.£K>  so»  but  fail  not;  now  farewell,  Fer- 
neze >**-    '  [Ejtit  Governor, 
And  thus  far  roondly  goes  the  business: 
Thoa^  loving  neither,  will  I  live  with  both. 
Making  a  profit  of  my  poUcy ; 
And  he  from  whom  my  most  advantage  comes, 
Shall  be  ny  friend. 

This  is  the  life  we  Jews  are  used  to  lead ; 
And  reason  too,  fur  Christians  do  the  like. 
Well,  now  aboot  efiecting  this  device ; 
First,  to  surpriie  great  Selim's  soldiers, 


And  thee,  to  wake  prorition  for  the  feast. 
That  at  one  instant  all  things  may  be  done  ; 
My  policy  detests  prevention  : 
To  what  event  my  secret  purpose  drives, 
I  know ;  and  they  shall  witness  with  their  lives. 

[ExUi 

JSfi/er  Calymath,  Bathawt, 

Cafy,Thu»  have  we  viewed  the  city,  seen  die 
sack, 
And  caused  the  ruins  to  be  new  repaired^ 
Which  with  oiir  bombards,  shot,  and  basilisk/^ 
We  rent  in  sunder  at  our  entry : 
And,  noi|[  I  see  the  situation, 
And  how  secure  this  conquered  island  stands 
Environed  with  the  Mediterranean  Sea, 
Strong  countermined  with  other  petty  Isles ; 
And  toward  Calabria  backed  by  Sicify, 
Two  lofty  turrets  that  command  the  town, 
When  Siracuuan  Dionysius  reigned, 
I  wonder  how  it  could  be  conquered  thus. 

Eater  a  Mestenger, 

Met.  From  Barabas,  Malta*s  governor,  I  bring 
A  message  unto  mighty  Calymath ; 
Hearing  his  sovereign  was  bound  for  sea, 
To  sail  to  Turkey,  to  great  Ottoman, 
He  humbly  would  iiitreac  your  majesty 
To  come  and  see  his  homely  citatiel, 
And  banquet,  with  him  ere  thou  leav'st  the  isl^ 

Caly,  To  banquet  wi.th  him  in  his  citadel? 
I  fear  me,  messenger,  to  feast  my  train 
Within  a  town  of  war  so  lately  pillaged. 
Will  be  too  costly  and  too  troublesome : 
Yet  would  I  gladly  visit  Barabas, 
For  well  has  Barabas  deserved  of  us. 

Met,  Selim,  for  that,  thus  sayeth  the  governor. 
That  he  hath  in  store  a  pearl  so  big, 
So  precious,  and  withal  so  orient. 
As,  be  it  valued  but  indifferently, 
The  price  thereof  will  serve  to  entertain 
Selim  and  all  his  soldiers  for  a  month ; 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  intreat  your  higlyiess 
Not  to  depart  till  he  has  feasted  you. 
.    Cafy,  I  cannot  feast  my  men  in  Malta  walls, 
Except  he  place  his  tables  in  the  streets. 

Mes,  Know,  Selim,  that  rliere  is  a  monastery, 
Which  siandeth  as  an  out-house  to  the  town ; 
There  will  he  banquet  them,  but  thee  at  home, 
With  all  thy  bashaws  and  brave  followers. 

Call/.  Well,  tell  the  governor  we  grant  his  suit ; 
We*llm  this  summer  evening  feast  witli  him. 

Met.  I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit: 

Ca/yAnd  now,  bold  bashaws,  let  ns  to  oar  tents^ 
Afid  meditate  liow  we  may  grace  us  best 
To  solemnize  our  governor's  great  feast 

[Exeuni, 


^  Bomiardt,  latilltk'^Dittcreai  names  of  pieces  of  ordnance  formerly  la  ase.-  8^ 
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EfUetO0f>9morf  imgktB^  Dei.  limco, 

Ovo.  In  thi^  ray  countrymen,  be  ruled  by  nitt; 
Have  special  care  that  no  man  satly  forth 
Till  you  shall  hear  a  culvenn  discharji^ed 
By  htm  that  bears  the  Iin<«tock,*^  kindled  thus: 
Then  issue  out,  and  come  to  rescue  me; 
For  liappily  I  shall  be  in  distress^ 
Or  you  released  of  this  servitude. 

1  Knight,  Rather  than  thus  to  live  as  Turkish 
thralh^ 
What  will  we  not  adventure  ? 

Gov.  Ou  then,  be  gone. 

Knights.  Farewell,  \^ve  governor. 

JSalcr  Eakabas  mitk  a  kttmmer  afow,  9ery  Ittiy. 

Bar,  How  stand  the  cords?  how  hang  these 
hinjies,  fast? 
Are  all  the  cranes  and  pullies  sure  ? 
Sert.  A\\  fasL ' 

Bar*  Leave  nothing  loose,  all  levelled  to  my 
mind. 
Why  now  1  see  that  jou  have  art  indeed. 
There,  carpenters,  divide  that  gold  amongst  you : 
Go,  swill  in  bowls  of  sack  and  muscadine  ; 
Downto  the  cellar,  taste  of  all  my  wines. 
Carp.  We  shall^  my  lord,  and  thank  you.    ' 

[Exeunt 
Bar,  And  if  you  like  them,  drink  your  fill  and 
die; 
For  sp  I  live,  perish  may  all  the  world. 
Now  Selhn  Calymath  return  me  word 
That  thou  wilt  come,  and  I  am  satisfied.'— 
Now,  sirraby  what,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter  Messenger. 

Met,  He  will ;  and  has  commafided  all  his  men 
To  eome  ashore,  and  march  through  Malta  streets, 
That  thou  matest  feast  them  in  tliy  citadel. 

Bar,  Then  now  are  all  things  as  my  wish  would 
have  them; 
There  wanceth  no^ag  but  the  governor'a  pelf; 
And  see  lie  brnigfi  ic— Now,  governor,  the  sum  ? 

filler  Governor, 

Gov,  With  free  consent,  a  hundred  thousand 

pounds. 
Bar,   Pounds!   sayest  thou,  governor?  well, 
since  it  is  no  more^^ 
ni  satisfy  myself  with  that ;— nay,  keep  it  still; 
For  if  I  keep  not  promise,  trust  not  me : 
And,  governor,  now  partake  my  policy ; 
Kirst,  for  his  army,  they  are  sent  before. 
Entered  the  monastery,  and  underneath, 
In  several  places  arc  field-pieces  pitched. 
Bombards  whole  barrels  full  of  gunpowder. 
That  on  the  sudden  shaH  dissever  it, 
'  And  hatter  all  the  stones  about  their  ears, ' 


Whence  none -can  ^possibly  Escape  alive. 

Now,  as  for  Calymath  and  hi^  consortia 

Here  have  I  made  a  dainty  gallery ; 

The  floor  whereof,  this  cabie  being  cut. 

Doth  fall  asunder,  so  that  it  dotk  siok 

Into  a  deep  pit  past  recovery. 

Here,  hold  that  knife,  and  when  diou  aeettkiB 

come% 
And  with  his  bashaws  shall  be  blithely  set» 
A  wamins-piece  shall  be  shot  off  from  the  tower, 
To  give  thee  knowledge  when  t<»  cot  the  cord. 
And  fire  the  house:  say,  will  not  this  be  brave? 

Gav.  Oh  excellent !  here,  hold  thee.  BarabaSf 
I  trust  thy  word,  take  what  I  promised  tbee. 

Bar.  No,  govertuH*,  Fll  satisfy  thee  first; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  in  doubt  of  anythinjg. 
Stand  close,  for  here  they  come.  ~  Why,  lanot  diift 
A  kindly  kind  of  trade,  to  purchase  towae 
By  treachery,  and  sell  them  by  deceit? 
Now  tell  me,  worldlings,  underneath  tb*  siia» 
If  greater  falsehood  ever  has  been  done. 

Enter  Calymath  and  Ba$ha»$, 

Ca/j/.Come,  my  companion-bashaw^  se^  1  pr^i 
How  busy  Barabas  is  there  above 
To  entertain  us  in  his  gallery ; 
Let  us  salute  him : — Save  thee,  Barabas* 

Bar.  Welcome,  great  Calymath. 

Gov,  How  the  slave  jeers  at  him  ! 

Bar,  Wiirt  please  thee,  miglhty  Selim  Caly- 
math, 
To  ascend  our  homely  stairs? 

Caly,  Aye,  Barabtu.— Come^  bashaws^  attend. 

Gov,  Stay,  Calymath ; 
For  I  will  shew  thee  greater  courtesy 
Than  Barabas  would  have  afforded  thee. 

Knights,  Sound  a  charge  there. 

[A  Charge,  the  Cable  cut,  a  Oddr^  dis^ 
covered, 

Calif,  How  now !  what  means  this  ? 

Bar,  Help,  help  me.  Christians,  help  f 

Gov,  Sec,  Calymath,  this  was  devised  for  thee. 

Calif,  Treason,  treason,  bashaws  I  fly. 

Gov,  No,  Seliin,  do  not  fly ; 
Sec  his  cx)(\  first,  and  fly  then  if  tbou  caasL 

Bar,  Oh  help  me,  Selim,  help  me,  Chrisdaos  ( 
Governor,  why  stand  you  all  so  pitiless? 

God,  Should  I  in  pity  of  thy  plaints  or  thee. 
Accursed  Barabas,  base  Jew,  relent  ? 
No,  thus  V\\  see  thy  treachery  repaid. 
But  wish  thou  hadst  behaved  thee  otherwise. 

Bar.  You  will  not  help  me  then? 

Gofv.  No,  villain,  no. 

Bar,  And,  villain?,  know  you  cannot  help  ■* 
now. 
Then,  Barabas,  breathe  forth  thy  latest  fiite, 
And  in  the  fury  of  thy  tonnents  strive 
To  end  thy  life  with  resolution.^ 


^'  The  linsiorh—i,  t,  the  long  match  with  which  cannon  arc  fised*    See  note  on  Sbakencare*!  Ki^s 
Hcnrjf  VilL  V  oL  VI.  p.  «7,  edit.  I71«w    8. 
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Know,  governor,  'twas  I  that  dew  thy  son; 
I  framed  the  challenge  that  did  make  them  meet 
Know,  Caljmath,  I  aimed  thy  overthrow. 
And,  had  I  but  escaped  this  stratagem, 
I  woold  have  brought  confusion  on  joa  all, 
Damned  Christians^  dogs,  and  Turkish  infidels. — 
But  DOW  begins  the  extremity  of  heat 
To  pinch  me  with  intolerable  pangs : 
Die  life,  fly  soul,  tongue  curse  thy  fill,  and  die. 

[Dies, 

Ca^.Tell  me,  you  Christians,  what  doth  this 
portend? 

Gov.  This  train  he  laid  to  have  entrapped  thy 
life. 
Now,  Selim,'  note  the  unhallowed  deeds  of  Jews : 
Thus  be  determined  to  have  handled  thee, 
But  I  Ittve  rather  chose  to  save  thy  life. 

Caly.  Was  this  the  banquet  he  prepared  for  us  ? 

Let's  bence,  lest  further  mischief  be  pretended.^ 

,  GtfJK  Nay)  Selim,  stay ;  for  since  we  have  thee 

here, 
Wc  win  not  let  thee  part  so  suddenly. 
Besides,  if  we  should  let  tbee  go,  airs  ode» 
For  with  thy  gallies  couldst  thou  not  get  hence, 
Widiout  fresh  men  to  rig  and  furnish  them. 

Ca^.Tu^  governor,  take  thou  no  care  for  that, 
My  men  are  uk  aboard^ 


And  do  attend  my  coming  there,  by  this. 

Gov.  Why,  heardst  thou  not  the  trumpet  sound 
a  charge  ? 

Cafy,  Yes ;  what  of  that  ? 

Oov,  Why  then  the  house  was  fired. 
Blown  up,  and  all  thy  soldiers  massacred. 

Cafy,  Oh  monstrous  treason  ! 

Gov.  A  Jew's  courtesy ; 
Tbr  he  that  did  by  treason  work  our  fall, 
By  treason  hath  delivered  thee  to  lis  :* 
Enow,  therefore,  till  thy  fatlier  bath  made  good 
The  ruins  dune  to  Malta  and  to  us. 
Thou  Qaast  not  part;  for  Malta  shall  be  freed. 
Or  Selim  ne'er  return  to  Ottoman. 

Caljf.  Nay  rather.  Christians,  let  me  go  to  Tur- 
key, 
Is  piiBun  there  to  meditate  your  peace ; 
To  keep  me  here  will  nought  advantage  you. 

Gov.  Content  thee,  Calymath,  here  thou  must 
stay. 
And  live  m  Malta  prisoner;  for,  eome  all  die, 

world 
To  rescue  thee,  so  will  we  guard  ns  now. 
As  sooner  shall  they  drink  the  ocean  dvy, 
Than  conquer  Malta,  or  endanger  us. 
So  march  away,  and  let  dne  praise  be  gkeii^ 
Neither  to  fiite  nor  fortune,  but  t^  HeRVen* 


i^  teignedk    Tbk^ase  oftbe^pWEbyte^Mtfead,  is  commen  in  Shakespeare : 
**  What  good  codftFttteyj»i*ef«iiiy**    M^tHU       S* 


EmrioN. 


The  famous  Tragedy  of  The  Rich  Jew  of  Mahn.  As  it  was  pfeyed  befero  the  King  and  4}i 
io  his  Majesties  Theatre,  at  Whitehall,  by  her  Majesties  Servants  at  the  Cock  Pit  Wnttea  hf 
Christopher  Marlow.  London,  printed  by  J.  B.  A>r  Nicholas  Vavasour;  and  are  Co  b»aoid  M  fa» 
shop  in  the  Inoter  Temple^  ncere  the  church.    1053.    4tD. 
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SIR  WILLIAM  DAVENANT. 


Silt  WitirAM  Davsvakt  was  the  younger  ion  qf  Mr  John  Dacenanty  a  eilisen  cf  Oxford^  vh 
kept  the  Croaon  Tavern  there.  He  wot  born  in  the  month  ofFehntary,  1605,  and  received  the  first 
rudiments  rf  polite  learning  from  Mr  Edward  Syhester^  who  was  then  master  of  a  grammar  school  in 
the  parish  of  All  Saints^  Oxford  In  1621  he  was  entered  a  member  of  Lincoln  College^  where  he 
stayed  but  a  shwt  time  b^ore  he  removed  to  London f  and  became  Jlnt  page  to  Frances  duchess  of 
lUchmond^  He  qfterwards  went  into  the  family  of  sir  Fulk  Grevile,  lord  Brooke,  where  he  coniinif 
ed  until  the  unfortunate  catastrophe  of  that  TwbUman.  He  spent  the  next  eight  years  (f  his  l^in 
m  constant  attendance  at  court,  where  he  was  universally  well  received,  and  very  highly  caressed; 
mnd  in  that  period  he  was  so  unlucky  as  to  engage  in  an  amour,  the  consequence  cf  which  deprived 
him  of  his  nose.    Upon  the  death  of  Ben  Jonson,  in  1637,  he  succeeded  him  as  Poet  Laureat,    On 


the  breaking  out  of  the  troubles,  he  early  engaged  on  behalf  of  the  king  ;  and  in  May,  1641,  was  ac' 
tused  to  the  parliament  qfa  dedgn  to  bring  tq)  the  army  fir  the  defence  of  the  kinf^s  person,  and  the 
support  qfhu  authority.  On  this  occasion  he  absconded ;  but  a  proclamation  being  iSnM  out  agabtst 
him,  he  was  stopt  at  Feversham,  sent  up  to  town,  and  put  into  the  custody  of  a  setjeant  at  arms.  In 
the  month  of  July  he  was  bailed,  and  ie  determined  to  withdraw  into  France  ;  but  was  again  seised 
in  Kent,  by  the  mayor  of  Canterbury*  He^  however,  at  last  effei^ed  his  purpose  of  retiring  beyond 
the  seas,  and  continued  therefor  some  time.  But  the  queen  sending  over  some  military  stores  for  the 
n$e  of  the  earl  of  Newcastle;  sir  William  was  induced  to  come  over  with  them,  and  ottered  his  service 
to  that  nobleman,  who  appointed  him,  very  absurdly,  to  the  poit  <^  lieutenant  general  of  the  ordnance. 
In  Septetnber  1643,  he  received  the  honour  of  knighthood  at  the  siege  <f  Gloucester,  It  does  not 
appear  when  he  quitted  the  army  ;  but  after  the  kin^s  affairs  began  to  decline,  he  judged  it  neces- 
sary  to  retire  into  France,  whore  he  was  well  received  by  the  queen  ;  and  in  the  summer  1646,  was 
entrusted  with  a  negoeiation  of  inqwrtance,  while  the  Idng.  was  at  Newcastle,  Before  this  time 
he  had  embraced  the  Roman  Catholic  religion,  which  probably  was  the  reason  of  his  being  em- 
ployed at  this  period.  On  his  return  to  Paris,  he  formed  a  design  of  going  to  llrginia,  and  ac^ 
cordingly  embarked  at  one  rf  the  ports  at  Normandy,  but  was,  almost  immediately  after  he  sail' 
ed,  toKen  and  carried  into  the  Isle  of  Wight  by  one  of  the  parliament  ships  of  war,  and  commit' 
ted  close  prisoner  to  Cowes  Castle,  In  October  1650,  he  was  ordered  to  be  tried  tw  a  high  com- 
mission court,  and  for  that  purpose  he  was  conveyed  to  the  Tower  of  London,  ft  is  generally 
imagined,  he  owed  his  life  to  the  interposition  of  Milton,  who,  in  return,  a  few  years  ^er,  mat 
saved  at  his  intercession.  After  continuing  more  than  two  years  a  prisoner  in  the  Tower,  kt 
was  released ;  and  in  1656,  obtained  leave  to  open  a  kind  of  theatre  tfi  Rutland-house^  where  he 
petformed  several  dramatic  entertainments.  Upon  the  commotions  which  preceded  the  restora- 
tion, he  was  figain  imprisoned,  but  quickly  released.    Soon  after  the  restoration,  he  obtained  one 


of  the  patents  granted  for  the  forming  a  company  of  players,  and  opened  the  Dukt^s  Theatre  in  Lin- 
coln*s  Inn  Fields,  where  he  first  introduced  painted  $cenes.  He  continued  to  act  there  until  the 
time  cfhis  death ;  the  new  andmagnificent  theatre,  built  in  Dorset  Gardens,  to  which  the  compenff 
efterwards  removed,  not  bein%finishcd  at  the  time  cfhis  death.  He  died  at  his  house  in  Little  Lin- 
eobCs  Inn  Fields,  April  7,  1663,  at  the  age  of  63,  and  was  buried  near  Chaucer*s  monument,  yi 
Watminster  Abbey ;  the  whole  company  attendinjg  hisfunerd. 

He  was  the  author  of 

1.  Albovine,  King  if  the  Lombards,  his  tragedy,    4io,  1699. 

%  The  Cruel  Brother,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  in  Block  Fryers,    4to,  1630l 
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9.  The  Juit  liaUan^  pretented  at  the  Prhate  Eoute^  in  Black  Friars.    4to,  1630. 
4.  The  Ten^le  ofLvot^  a  mayue,  presented  by  the  Queen* s  Mafesty,  at  W/dtehalL    4tOy  1634. 
b.  The  Triumph^  of  Prince  l^Jmour,  a  masqWf  presented  by  his  Highness^  at  his  palace  in  the 
Middle  Temple^theU  Feb.  less.    4/o,1635. 

6.  The  Platonic  Looer$,  a  imgi^ometbt^  presented  4t  the  Private  HousCj  Black  Friars.  4to. 
1636.    8w,1666. 

7.  The  Wits,  a  comedy,  presented  at  the  Private  House,  in  Black  FHars.    4to,  1636.    Bvo,  1665. 
a  BritaRmiu  TriampkmaM,a  masfno^premtUed  at  WtiUhaM  by  the  Kini^s  Mtjetiy  and  his  Lords, 

on  the  Sund^a/ierTateifth  Night,  16^^    4ito,  1637. 

9.  Salmaeida  Spotioj  a  maspte,  presented  by  the  King  and  Queen's  Majesties,  mt^  WhiUhall,  on 
IWidbjr  <i^  tt  day  ofjamutry,  1690.    Aito,  1699. 

10.  The  Vnferttmate  Lsners,  a  tragedy.    44o,  1649.    4to,  1649. 

11.  Lo9e  amd  Honour^  prm^ted  by  his  Mi^eities  Servants  at  the  Bkck  J^iars.    4to,  1649. 

19.  The  First  Dajft  Esstertainmrtt  at  Jkttkaid  House,  hy  decitt»nati4m  and  music,  after  the  man* 
nerqfthe  ameients.    4to,  1^56. 

13;  The  Skg^  of  Rhodes,  made  m  representation  by  the  art  qfprogpectine  m  scMtet;  amd  the  story 
sungin  reataitim  music,  at  the  back  part  ^  Mutknd  HatLse,U  the  ttpper  end  of  Aldersgato-street, 
London.    40^1656. 

14.  TheSiegeof  Modes,  the  l^rst  amd  Second  Part',  as  they  wore  htdy  represented  at  the  Duke 
ff  Tories  Tkeeitre,  m  Lmcohi's-Ifsn- Fields.    The  First  Part  being  lately  enlarged.    4to,  1669. 

15.  The  Rivals,  a  eomed^ioetedby  the  BukeofYork*s  Servants.  4^0,1663.  nis  is- taken  from 
The  T}k>o  NoUe Kitmmen.    By Shdieepean smdFktcker. 

n.  The  Mates  the  Master,  a  comedy.    4to,  1669. 

l%e  six  following  plays  were  firss  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  Sir  William  Davenanfs  Works, 
ml679. 

17.  The  Fair  Favourite,  a  tragji^amedy. 

18.  The  Lam  against  Love\  a  tragi-come^  tifikpafrwa  Mpamrefor  Measure. 

19.  Newnfrom  Plymouth,  a  comtdy. 
ftO.  I%e  Playhouse  to  be  let,  a  comedy, 

91.  J%e  Siege,  a  tragi-eomed^.  "* 

92.  The  Distresses,  a  tragi^cofSKdyt 

i9L  JUa€bsth,  a  tragedy*  vfilh  alt  the  aUMratians,  ammdmaUs,  additions,  and  new  songs  ;  as  acted 
at  the  Dukes  Theatre.    4<%  1674, 

Dmn^fs  the  prompter,  who  ascribes  this  alteration  to  Sir  William  Davenant,  observes  of.  it^  that 
*  being  drest  in  all  its  finery,  as  new  ciothes,  new  scenes,  machines  as  Jiyingsfor  the  witches,  with  ail 
the  singing  and  daneing  in  it.  The  first  eomposed  by  Mr  Lock,  the  other  iy  Mr  Chaunell  and  Mr 
Josemh  Priest ;  it  heinM  all  excellently  performed,  being  in  the  nature  of  an  opera,  it  recompensed 
douke  the  expeneeT  Li  this  play,  Nat.  Lee,  the  poet,  made  his  uaisuecesfful  attemj>t  in  acting.  He 
performed  the  part  of  Duncan. 

Sir  Wilham  Dpfsinaat  joined  with  Dryden  tn  altering  the  Tempest ;  and  the  names  of  both  those 
writers  are  put  to  an  alteration  ^Mius  Cetsar.    Printed  l^mo^  1719. 

Sir  Wiiham  Dw9eoanes  WorfU  are  printed  in  folio.    1673,     . 


wmmmmmmm^mmmaail 

TO  THE  CHIEFLr  BCtOV^ 
OF  ALL  THAT  ARE  INGENIOUS  AND  MOBLBi 

END YMION  PORTER, 

OP  nn  vajsstt's  bepchambuu 
Sib, 
TboQ^  yoa  covet  not  aclsnowledginents,  receive  what  belongi  to  you  by  a  doobte  title :  youf 
goodness  hath  preserved  life  in  the  author;  then  rescued  his  work  from  «  cruel  faction^  which  no* 
thing  but  tlie  forces  of  your  reason,  and  your  reputation,  could  subdue.  If  it  become  your  pleasora 
DOW,  as  when  it  had  the  advantage  of  prcsentetion  on  the  stage,  I  shall  be  tau^t  to  boast  somo 
merit  b  myself;  but  with  this  inference,  you  still  (as  in  that  doubtful  day  of  my  trial)  endeavour 
to  make  ^lew  of  so  much  jastice,  as  may  countenance  fbe  love  yoa  bear  to 

Your  meat  obliged^  and  thankful  humble  servant, 

yfx^tlAU  Davehant. 

SIT  n       ^' 
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TO  THE  READEB  OF 


MR  WILLIAM  DAVENANTS  PLAY. 


It  bath  been  said  of  old,  that  plays  are  feasts^ 
Poets  the  cooks,  and  the  spectaton  guests, , 
The  actors  waiters :  from  this  simile 
Some  have  derived  an  unsafe  liberty, 
^  To  use  their  judgments  as  their  tastes;  which  chuse, 
Without  controul,  this  dish,  and  that  refuse : 
But  wit  allows  not  this  large  privilege. 
Either  you  must  confess,  or  feel  its  edge; 
Nor  shall  you  make  a  current  inference. 
If  ;^ou  transfer  your  reason  to  your  sense  t 
Things  are  distinct,  and  must  the  same  appear 
To  every  piercing  eye,  or  well-tuned  car. 
Though  sweets  with  your's,  sharps  best  with  my 

taste  meet. 
Both  must  agree  this  meat's  or  sharp  or  sweet: 
But  if  I  scent  a  stench  or  a  perfume, 


Whilst  you  smell  nought  at  all,  I  may  presoma 

You  have  that  sense  imperfect :  so  you  may 

Affect  a  sad,  nierry,  or  humorous  play. 

If,  though  the  kind  distaste,  or  please,  the  good 

And  bad  be  by  your  judgment  understood : 

But  if,  as  in  this  play,  where  with  delight 

I  feast  my  Epicurean  appetite 

With  relishes  so  curions,  as  dispense 

The  utmost  pleasure  to  the  ravished  sense, 

You  should  profess  that  you  can  nothing  meet 

That  hits  your  taste,  either  with  sharp  or  sweet, 

But  cry  out,  Tis  insipid ;  your  bold  tongue 

May  do  it*s  mastes,  not  tlie  author,  wrong ; 

For  men  of  better  palate  will,  by  it, 

Take  the  just  elevation  of  your  wit. 

T.  Cabew. 


THE  PROLOGUE. 


Bless  me,  you  kinder  stars !  how  are  we  throngM ! 
Alas !  whom  hath  our  long-sick  poet  wrong'd. 
That  he  should  meet  together,  in  one  day, 
A  session,  and  a  faction  at  his  play  ? 
To  judge,  and  to  condemn ;  for't  cannot  be. 
Amongst  so  many  here,  all  should  agree. 
Then  'tis  to  such  vast  expectation  raised, 
As  it  were  to  be  wondcr'd  at,  not  praised ; 
And  this,  good  faith,  sir  poet  (if  IVe  read 
Customs,  or  men)  strikes  you  and  your  muse  dead. 
Conceive  now  too,  how  much,  how  oft  each  ear 
Hath  surfeited,  and  this  our  hemisphere, 
With  various,  pure,  eternal  wit ;  and  then. 
My  tine  young  comic  sir,  youVe  killM  again. 
But  *bove  the  mischief  of  these  fears,  a  sort 


Of  cruel  spies  (we  hear)  intend  a  sport 
Among  themselves ;  our  mirth  tnust  not  at  all 
Tickle,  or  stir  their  longs,  but  shake  their  galL 
So  this,  join*d  with  the  rest,  makes  nie  again 
To  say,  You  and  your  lady  Muse  within 
Will  have  but  a  sad  doom ;  and  your  trim  brow, 
Which  long'd  for  wreaths,  you  mUst  wear  naked 

now; 
'Less  some  resolve,  out  of  a  courteous'  pride, 
To  like  and  praise  what  others  shall  deride ; 
So  they've  their  humour  too ;  and  we,  in  spite 
Of  oar  dull  brains,  will  think  each  side  i'the  right. 
Such  is  your  pleasant  judgments  upon  plays, 
Like  pandleis  that  run  straight,  though  several  ways. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


Pallatine  the  Elder,  richly  landtd,  and  a  wit. 
Pallatise  the  Younger,  a  wit  too,  but  lives  on 

hit  exhibition  in  town. 
Sir  MoEOLAY  Thwack,  a  humorout  rich  old 

knight. 
Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  guardian    to  the  Lady 

Ample. 
Measer,  a  soldier  newly  come  from  Holland, 
l*tRT,  his  comrade. 

The  scene- 


Engine,  steward  to  sir  Tyrant  Thrift. 

Snore,  a  constable. 

The  Lady  Ample,  an  inheritrix,  and  ward  to  Sir 

Tyrant  Thrift. 
Lucy,  mistress  to  the  Younger  Pallatike« 
Ginet,  woman  to  the  Lady  Ample. 
Mistress  Snore,  Snore's  wife^ 
Mistress  Queasy,  her  stcighbour. 
Watchmen,  ^rc 

LOJfVON. 
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THE  WITS.  * 


ACTL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Young  Pallatine,  Meager,  Pert. 

F.  PaL  Welcome  on  shore,  Meager ;  give  me 
thy  hand ; 
Tb  a  true  one,  and  wOl  no  more  forsake 
A  bond,  or  bill,  than  a  good  sword ;  a  hand 
That  wiU  shift  for  the  body,  till  the  laws 
Provkle  for  both. 

Mea.  CMd  wine,  and  new  clothes,  sir, 
Make  you  wanton ;  d'you  not  see  Pert,  my  com- 
rade? 

F.  PaL  Ambiguous  Pert!   hast  thou  danced 
to  the  drum  too? 
Could  a  taff'ta  scarf,  a  long  estridge  wing, 
A  stiff  iron  doublet,  and  a  brazil  pole, 
Tempt  thee  from  cambric  sheets,   fine  active 

thighs, 
From  caudles  where  the  precious  amber  swims  ? 

Pert,  Faith,  we  have  been  to  kill,  we  know  not 
whom. 
Nor  why  :  led  on  to  break  a  commandment, 
With  the  consent  of  custom  and  the  laws. 

Mea,  Mine  was  a  certain  inclination,  sir. 
To  do  mischief,  where  good  men  of  the  jury. 
And  a  dull  congresation  of  grey-beards, 
-Mi^ht  urge  no  te£ous  statute  'gainst  my  life. 

F.  PaL  Nothing  but  honour  could  seduce  thee. 
Pert! 
Honour !  which  is  the  hope  of  the  youthful. 
And  the  old  soldier's  wealth,  a  iealousy 
To  the  noble;  and  myst^  to  the  wise. 

P«r^  It  was,  sir,  no  geographical  fancy, 
(Caose  in  our  map«  I  liked  this  region  here 
More  than  that  country  lying  there)  made  me 
Partial  which  to  fight  for. 


F.  Pal  True,  sage  Pert 
What  is't  to  thee,  whether  one  Don  Diego 
A  prince,  or  Hans  van  Uolme»  fritter^sellcr 
Of  Bombell,  do  conquer  that  parapet. 
Redoubt,  or  town,  which  thou  ne'er  saw'st  before  f 

Pert.  Not  a  brass  thimble  to  me;  but  ho- 
nour ! — 

F.  PaL  Why  right;  else  wherefore  shouldst 
thou  bleed  for  him. 
Whose  money,  wiue^  nor  wench,  thou  ne'er  hast 

used? 
Or  why  destroy  some  poor  root-eating  soldier. 
That  never  ^ve  thee  the  lye,  denied  to  pledge 
Thy  oockatnce's  health,  ne  er  spit  upon 
Thy  dog,  jeered  thy  spur-leather,  or  returned 
Thy  tooth-pick  rag^,  which  he  borrowed  whole  ? 

Pert.  Never,  to  my  knowledge. 

Mea,  Comrade  I  'lis  time — 

F.  PaL  What,  to  unship  your  trunks  at  Bil- 
lingsgate ? 
Fierce  Meager !  why  such  haste  ?  do  not  I  know, 
That  a  mouse  yoked  to  a  pease-cod  may  draw, 
With  the  frail  cordage  of  one  hair,  your  goods 
About  the  world  ? 

Pert,  Why  we  have  linen,  sir. 

F.  PaL  As  much,  sir,  as  will  fill  a  tinder-box, 
Or  make  a  frog  a  shirt.    I  like  not,  friends. 
This  quiet,  modest  posture  of  your  shoulders. 
Why  stir  you  not,  as  you  were  practising 
To  fence  r  or  do  you  hide  your  cattle,  least 
The  skipper  make  you  pay  their  passage  over  ? 

Pert.  Know,  Pallatine,  truth  is  a  naked  lady. 
She  will  shew  all.     Meager  and  I  ha?e  not 

F.  PaL  Tlie  treasure  of  Saint  Mark's,'  I  be- 
lieve, sir; 
Though  you  are  as  rich  as  cast  serving-men^] 


•  Sir  WUliam  Davenant  seems  (a  have  borrowed  the  bint  of  tbU  plot  from  Beaumont  and  Hetcher't 
Wit  ai  ietf4ral  Weapont. 
'  SaiM  Mark'M'-uX  Venice. 
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[Davenant. 


Or  bawds  led  tbrice  into  captivihr. 

FerU  Thou  hast  a  heart  of  the  right  stamp ; 
I  find. 
It  is  not  comely  in  thine  eyes,  to  see 
Us  sons  of  war  walk  by  the  pleasant  vines 
Of  Gascony,  as  we  befiered  the  grapes 
Forbidden  fruit ;  sneak  through  a  tavern  with 
Remorse,  as  we  had  read  the  Alcoran, 
And  made  it  our  best  faiih. 

Mea,  And  abstain  flesh, 
As  if  our  English  beef  were  all  reserved 
For  sacrifice. 

Fert,  ^yhil8t  colon*  keeps  more  noise 
Than  mariners  at  plays,  or  apple-wives 
That  wrangle  for  a  sieve. 

Mea,  Contribute,  come. 

F.  Piii  Stand  there,  close,  on  your  lives :  here, 
in  this  house, 
lires  a  rich  old  hen,  whose  young  egg  (thovglknot 
Of  her  ewn  layii^)  I  haive  in  the  earners : 
She  nay  prove  a  morsel  fur  a  discr^t  mouthy 
If  the  kind  fates  have  but  the  Insure  to 
Betray  the  old  ooe. 

Ftrt  Paliatific^ 
No  plots  upon  generation ;  we  two 
Have  fasted  so  \$m^  that  we  carniot  think 
Of  begetting  any  thing,  ualtsB, 
like  caontlnils,  we  midit  eaC  our  own  iasoet. 

F.  Fal*  I  say  close;  mrink  in  your  laorions;'  go. 

Afea.  Why  kiddsii  thus?  a sMdiftr-my appeal. 

F.  PaL  Yes,  in  a  sattler*s  hut  oo  the  payHsby ; 
But  do  you  know  the  silence  of  this  bo^w^ 
The  gravity  and  awe  ?  here  dwells  a  lady, 
That  haih  not  seen  a  street  since-good  king  Harry 
Called  her  to  a  mask  ;  she  is  more  devout 
Than  a  weaver  of  Banbory,^  that  hopes  ^ 
To  entiee  heaven,  by  singing,  to  make  htm  lord 
Of  twenty  looms.    I  never  saw  her  yet ; 
And  to  arrive  at  my  prefermeat  first 
In  your  sn^eet  company,  will  (I  take  it) 
Add  but  little  to  my  hopes.    Retire;  go. 

yihey  step  uiidCy  whilst  Ae  calU  between  the 
hangings. 

Pert,  We  shall  ob^ ;  but  do  not  tempt  us  now 
With  sweetmeats  for  the  nether  pcdate ;  do  not. 

F.  PaL  What  Lucy !  Luce  !  now  is  the  old 
beldam 
Misleading  her  to  a  cushion,  where  she 
Must  pray,  and  sigh,  and  iast^  until  her  knees 
Grow  smaller  ^an  her  knockles.    Lucy  I  Luce! 
No  hope ;  she  is  undone ;  shell  number  o'er 
As  many  orisons,  as  if  she  had 
A  bushel  of  beads  to  her  rostvy. 
Lucy !  my  April  love  I  my  mistresa^  spoak  !— 


Enter  Lvcr. 

Lucy.  Pallatine,  for  heaven's  sake  keep  m  your 

voice; 
My  cruel  aunt  will  bear,  and  I' am  lost. 

F.  PaL  What  can  she  hear  when  her  old  ears 

arestufiTd 
Whh  as  much  warm  wax  as  will  seal^ine  leases  f 
What  a  pox  does  she  list'ning  upon  earth  ? 
Is't  not  time  for  her  t*  aflfect  privacy. 
To  creep  into  a  close  dark  vault,  there  .gossip 
With  worms,  and  such  small  tame  creatures  as 

Heaven 
Provided  to  accompany  old  people? 

Lucy,  Still  better'd  unto  worse !  but  diat  mj 

heart 
Consents  not  to  disfigure  thee,  thou  woold'st  be 

torn 
To  pitees,  numberless  as  sand,  or  as 
l*he  doubts  of  guilt  or  love,  in  cowards  are. 
F.  PuL  How  now.  Luce !  (torn  what  strange 

coast  this  storm !  ha  ? 
Lucy.  Thou  dost^u^Klcink  the  yootli  of  Nor- 
way at 
Their  marriage  leasts,  oat  swear  a  pony  gMMf* 

ter. 
When  his  first  misfortune  rages  ootiaquarrd; 
One  that  rides  post,  and  is  stopt  1^  a-cart  s 
Thy  walkii^  hours  are  later  in  the  night 
Than  tboea  which  drawers,  traitors»  or  constables 
Tliemselves  do  keep;  for  watchmen  know  thee 

better 
Than  their  lanthoms ;  and  h^e*s  your  surgeon's 

bill. 
Your  kind  thrift  (I  thank  you)  hath  tent  it  me 
To  pay,  as  if  the  poor  exbdHtion 
My  aunt  allows  for  aprons,  would  maintain 
You  in  eearelotbsw—         \Gsve$  him  a  Papers 

Mea,  Can  the  daughters  of  Brabant 
Talk  thus,  when  Younker-gheck  leads  them  to  a 

stove? 
Pert.  I  say^  Meager,  there  is  a  snail  poroel 
Of  man,  that  rebeb  more  than  all  the  rest 
Of  bis  body ;  and  I  shaU  need  (if  I 
Stay  here)  uo  eliair  of  beef  to  omit 
NatOPt,  though  I  were  leaner  than  a  goatk 
F.  PaL  Tlua  sufgeou's  a  rague^  llioa  ;  a  fel- 
low, Luce, 
Tha^  hath  no  more  care  of  a  gentleman^ 
Credit,  than  of  the  lint  be  hiith  twice  used. 
Lucy,  Well,  sir^  bat  wbat^a  thaft  iBStrumaut  be 

names? 
F.  Pal,  He  writes  down  here  for  a  laol  of  ia* 

jecdouy 


*  Co/M-*The  colon  is  the  greatest  and  widest  of  the  human  intestii^.    S. 

3  Morions— or  morrions.    See  note  it  on  The  id  Part  of  the  Honest  WhorCf  l>Odslej*S  edjt 

♦  Than  a  neaver  of  Banhwrif^See  note  50  te  2^  Ordinary,  ditto. 
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Lace,  8  small  fwlcr  ■ogi«e^  iriiidi  I  hdog^t 
F«f  my  nyor's  child  to  aqMirt  at  'frtntices^ 

Lucy,  Aye,  sir,  he  sins  more  against  wit  than 
Heaven^ 
TiiatkBows  net  howlfosottsfr  what  he  hacb  deae : 
I  shalL-be  old  at  twenigr^  Fallauoe; 
My  grief  to  see  thy  maoiiert  and  thy  nind, 
Hadi  wreaght  so  much  afUMi  my  heart, 

T.  P«iL  rd  aa  lieve  keep  ear  marriage-supper 
In  a  cborcb-yard,  and  heget  our  diildran 
Id  a  Goffiok  as  hear  thee  ^rofheaj. 
Laoe,  thou  art  dffunkyLuQe;  far  gone  ia  almond* 

milK: 
Kiss  me. 

FerL  Now  I  dissolve  like  an  eringo, 

Mea.  He*s  ploughing  o'  the  Indies ;  good  gold 
appear  I 

T^PbL  lama  new  man,  Lace;  thou  sbalt 
6iid  me 
la  a  Geneva  band,  that  was  reduced 
From  an  old  alderman's  cuff;  no  moie  hair  left 
Thau  will  ahackie  a  flea :  this  deboshM  ^  whin- 
yard^ 
I  will  reclaim  to  Gomely  bow  and  arrows, 
And  shoot  with  haberdashers  at  Fiiisbury, 
And  be  thought  the  grandchild  of  Adam  Belb  ^ 
And  more,  my  Luce,  hang  at  my  velvet  girdle 
A  hook  wrapp*d  in  a  gireea  diouty  bag, 
Aod  squire  thy  ttutooth*d  aant  to  an  exercise. 

Lucy.  Nothing  but  strict  laws  and  age  wiU 
tame  yuju. 

F.  Pal.  What  money  hast  thou.  Luce? 


Luof,  Aye,  there's  ^nrimsinees* 

F.  PaL  it  is  the  business  of  the  wetrld :  injuries 
grow 
To  get  it ;  justice  sits  for  4he  same  end ; 
Men  are  not  wise  without  it,  for  it  makes 
Wisdom  known ;  and  to  be  a  fool,  and  poor. 
Is  next  t'  old  achs  and  bad  faaM ;  'tis  worse 
Than  to  have  six  new  creditors^  they  each 
Twelve  children,  and  not  bi<ead  enough  to  make 
The  landlord  a  toast,  when  he  caUs  for  ale 
And  rent.    Think  on  that,  and  rob  thy  anutT* 

trunks 
Ere  she  hath  lime  to  make  an  inventory. 

Pert,  A  cunmng  pioneer;  he  works  to  the 
bottom. 

Lucy.  Hast  thou  no  taste  of  heaven  ?  weit  thou 
begot 
In  a  prison,  and  bred  up  in  a  galley  f 

Y.  FaL  Loce,  I  speak  like  one  that  hath  seen 
the  book 
Of  fate :   Fm  loth,  for  thy  sake,  to   mount  a 

coach 
With  two  wheels,  whilst  the  damsels  of  the  shop 
Cry  oiit  a  goodly  strait-diin'd  gentleman  1 
He  dies  for  robbing  an  attorney's  doak-bag 
Of  copper  seals^  foul  nigbb-caps,  together 
With  his  wife's  bracelet  of  mill-fiesters. 

Lucy.  There,  sir——      [Flmg$  Kim  a  Purte^ 
*Tis  gold ;  my  pendants,  carcanets,  ^  and  rings ; 
My  christening  caudle-oup  and  spoons,  ^ 
Are  dissolved  into  that  lump.    Nay,  take  all, 
And  with  it  as  much  anger  as  would  make 


'  DAotVd, — ^Tbe  4to  and  folio  read  dokuVii  debosh^d  has  the  same  meaning  as  debaueh%  and  the 
word  ocean  Ui  The  Wandering  Jem,  1640,  p.  ST. 
**  The  more  I  strive  to  love  my  husband,  the  more  his  dsMsA'd  coarses  begets  my  hate.*' 
A^in  In  Famor^e  Compten  Commmwealih^  1617,  p.  27. : — For  most  commonly  someiknave  er  db> 
heitkt  fellow,  lurch  the  fiooles  their  sobs,**  ^, 
See  also  Mr  Steevens'e  note  on  The  Tmpeti,  A.  S.  S.  S. 
^  Whhqfatd^'—B,  sword.    So  in  Edward  the  Third,  A.  1.  S.  2: 

**  Nor  from  their  batton'd,  tawny,  leathern  belts, 
<<  Dismin  their  biting  ieMiiyardv--tiU  year  Jung 
*•  Cry  out  enough,"  «c. 
^  ^dms  HtfU,— an  outlaw,  celebrated  fbr  hb  skill  in  archery.     Sec  Pr  Percy*sBeH^ues  of  AncieM 
Fat<iy,v«l«Lp.>14& 

*  CcrwBMlf,^**  A  carcanet  seems  to  have  been  a  aecklace  set  with  stones,  or  strung  with  pearls.*'  It 
it  derived  fbom  the  old  Fraaoh  word.carcfln,  whose  dimioative  was  emfctmet.  See  Cotgrmte  voce  oMrean^ 
Can^nets  ane  frequently  meationed  by  our  ancient  dramatic  writers  m  in  (^thim's  BeneUy  laductfoa  :-• 

*' Makes  her  dote  upon  him,  gife  him  jewels,  bracelets,  cahfceH6/»,**&c. 
Ibid.  A.  4.  S.  8.  :— 

'*  If  your  ladyships  want  embroidered  gowns,  tires  of  any  fashion,  rebatues,  jewels,  or  carAoasff^ 
any  thing  whatsoever,*'  &c. 
MafStOB*s  ^atoaio  md  MemOm,  p.  9.  A.  1*  8. 9.  :— 

**  No,  Lucie,  my  deaie  lord's  wise,  and  knowes 
<*  That  tinsill  glitter,  or  rich  porfled  robes, 
"  Curled  haires,  bung  foil  of  sparkling  carameh^ 
**  Are-riot  the  true  adotaements  of  a  wifie.'' 
Maidi«er*8  Ciiy  Madam,  A.  4.  S.  4.  :— 

«<  ■  your  earfeanettf 

**  That  did  adorn  your  neck  of  equal  vahie."  a   m  a  ^ 

See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Jbhnson,  Mr  Steevem,  and  Mr  Warton  on  The  Comedp  ofErrortf  A.  S.  8.  1. 
»  SpoMf.— •<  It  was  the  custom  formerly  for  the  sponsors  at  christenings,  to  offergilt  spoons  as  a  pie- 
seat  to  the  child.     These  spoons  were  caUed  aposUe  spoons,  because  the  figures  of  the  apostles  wer« 
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Thy  mother  write  thee  illegitimate. 
See  me  do  more;  I  will  not  stay  to  bleas 
My  eift,  lest  I  should  teadi  my  patience  suffer 
Till  I  convert  it  into  sin. 

[Exit. 
Y,  Fal  Temptations  will  not  thrive.    This 
baicgage  sleeps 
Crosa-legg'd,  and  the  devil  has  no  more  power 
0*er  that  charm,  than  dead  men  o*er  their  lewd 

heirs; 
I  must  marrjT  her,  and  spend  my  revenue 
In  cradles,  pins,  and  sope ;  '°  that's  the  end  of 

all 
That  'scape  a  deep  river  and  a  tail  bough. 
Alca,  Pallatioe,  how  much? 
Pert,  Honourable  Pall ! 
F.  PqL  Gentlemen,  you  must  accept  without 
'gaging 
Your  corporal  oaths  to  r^fpay  in  three  days. 
Pert,  Not  we,  Pall,  in  three  jubilees;  fear 

not, 
y.  Pal.  Nor  shall  you  charge  roe  with  loud 
vehemence 
•(Thrice  before  company)  to  wait  you  in 
My  chamber  such  a  night ;  for  then  a  certain 
Drover  of  the  south  comes  Ut  pay  you  money. 
Jdea.  On  our  new  faiths. 
Pert,  On  our  allegiance,  Pall. 
F.  Pal-  Go  then— bhiftf  and  brush  your  skins 
well;  d'you  hear? 
Meet  me  at  the  new  play,  fair  and  perfumed : 
There  are  strange  words  hang  on  the  lips  of  ru- 
mour. 
Pert,  Language  of  joy,  dear  PalL 
Y,  PaL  1  hid  day  is  onme 
To  town,  the  minion  of  the  womb,  my  lads. 
My  elder  brother,  and  he  moves  like  some 
Assyrian  priiice  ;  his  chariots  measure  leagues ; 
Witty  as  youthful  poets  in  Uicir.  wine ; 
Bold  as  a  centaur  at  a  feast,  and  kind 
As  virgins  tliat  were  ne'er  beguiled  with  love ; 


I  seek  him  now;  meet  and  trimnph ! 
Mea.    Pert.  King  Pall!  [Eitemnt 

Enter  Sir  Morglat  Thwack,  £/der  Pallatise, 
new  and  richfy  clothed^  buttoning  tkemseheL 

K  Pal.  Sir  Morelay,  come !  the  hooif  have 
wings,  and  you 
Are  grown  too  old  to  overtake  tbem :  Che  town 
Looks,  roethinks,  as  it  would  invite  the  country 
To  a  feast. 

Thwack.  At  which  seneants  and  their  yeomea 
Must  be  no  waiters,  Pallatine,  lest  some 
C  the  guests  pretend  business.    How  dost  like 
me? 

E.  PaL  As  one  old  women  shall  no  more 
avoid, 
Than  they  can  warm  furs  or  muskad^ 

Thwack,  Pallatine,  to  have  a  volatile  ache, 
That  removes  oftener  than  the  Tartars^  camp ; 
To  have  a  stitch  that  sucks  a  man  awry. 
Till  he  shew  crooked  as  a  chesnat  bough. 
Or  stand  in  the  deformed  guard  of  a  fencer ; 
To  liave  these  hid  in  flesh,  that  has  lived  sinful 
Fifty  long  years,  yet  husband  so  much  strength 
As  could  convey  me  hither,  fourscore  miles^ 
On  a  design  of  wit  and  glory ;  may 
Be  register'd  for  a  strange  northern  act. 

E.  PaL  I  ca^ilot  boast  those  noble  malacfies 
As  yet ;  but  time,  dear  knight,  as  I  have^beard, 
May  make  man's  knowledge  bold  upon  bimielC 
We  travel  in  the  grand  cause.     These  smooib 
.  rags 

These  jewels  too  that  seem  to  smile  ere  tbey 
Betray,  are  certain  silly  snares,  in  which 
Your  lady-wits,  and  their  wise  compeers^male^ 
May  chance  be  caught 

Enter  Younger  Pallatike. 

Y.  PaL  Your  welcome,  noble  brother, 
Must  be  hereafter  spoke,  for  I  have  lost, 
With  glad  haste  to  nnd  you,  much  of  my  breathe 


carved  on  the  tops  of  the  handles.  Such  as  were  at  once  opulent  and  generous  gave  the  whole  twelve; 
thoke  who  were  either  more  moderately  rich,  or  liberal,  escaped  at  the  ezpeoce  of  the  four  Evaagelirts ; 
or  even  tomelimes  rontented  themselves  with  presenting  one  spoon  only,  which  exhibited  the  igwe  of 
any  saint,  lo  honour  of  whom  the  child  received  its  name.*'  Mr  Steevem*s  note  to  Kimg  Hetuj  ViU% 
A.  5.  S.  tf.  where  several  instances  of  the  mention  of  these  »p09n»  are  exhibited. 

'^  /a  cradUt,  js£n#,  and  sope. — So  io  The  Lover^s  Progrets^  A.  4. :— • 
— ^^  Most  I  now 
Have  soor  sauce  after  sweet  meats  ?  and  be  driven 
To  levy  half  a  crown  a  week,  besides 
Clouts,  sope,  and  candles,  for  my  heir  apparent.** 
Again  in  The  EaahfiU  Lover^  by  Massioger,  A.  S.  S.  1.  ;— 

^*  Should  you  put  it  too  for  sope  and  candles,  though  he  sell  his  flock  for  it,  the  baby  mast  have  kli 
dug.'» 
J.  Chatt  Mayd  in  Cheupe^ide,  p.  S5.  :— 

*'*  Malfe  our  gettings  most  run  in  sugar  sops. 
And  nurses  wages  now,  besidet  many  a  pound  •fsope 
And  tallow :  we  have  need  to  get  loynes  of  matton  still, 
To  save  suet  to  change  for  candles.*' 
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KPaL  Your  k) J  becomes  yon,  ithatfacoart- 

ship  ib^ 
7.  PaL  Sir  Moi^Iay  Thwack !  I  did  expect 
to  see 
The  archer  Cimbelioe,  or  old  king  Lod 
Advance  bis  falchioo  here  again,  ere  yon, 
'Mong^t  so  much  smoke,  diseases,  law,  and  noise. 
T/uDock,  What  your  town  gets  by  me,  let  them 
lay  up 
For  dieir  orphans,  and  record  in  their  annals. 
I  come  to  borrow  where  HI  never  lend. 
And  buy  what  Fll  never  pay  for. 
T.Pal,  Not  your  debts? 
Tkwack,  No,  sir,  though  to  a  poor  Brownist's 
widow;  '■ 
Though  she  sigh  all  night,  and  have  the  next 

morning 
Nothing  to  drink  but  her  own  tears. 

E,  PaL  Nor  sbalt  thou  lend  money  to  a  sick 

friend. 
Though  the  sad  worm  lie  mortgaged  in  his  bed 
For  the  hire  of  his  sheets. 

F.  Pal.  These  are  resolves 

That  pve  me  newer  wonder  than  your  clothes; 
Why  m  such  shining  trim,  like  men  that  come 
From  rifled  tents,  loaden  with  victory  f 

E,  PaL  Tes,  brother,  or  like  eager  heirs  new 
dipp'd 
In  ink,  that  seal'd  the  day  before  in  haste. 
Lest  parchment  should  grow  dear.  Know,  youth, 

vre  come 
To  be  the  business  of  all  eyes,  to  take 
The  wall  of  our  St  George  on  his  feast-day. 

Tkmack,  Yes,  and  then  embark  at  Dover,  and 
do 
The  like  to  St  Dennis :  all  this,  young  sir. 
Without  charge  too,  I  mean  to  us ;  we  bring 
A  humorous  odd  philosophy  to  town. 
That  says.  Pay  nothing. 

Y.  PaL  Why,  where  have  I  lived  ? 

E,  PaL  Brother,  be  calm,  and  edify;  but 

first 
Receive  a  principle :  Never  hereafter. 
From  this  warm  breathing,  till  your  last  cold 

sigh. 
Will  I  disburse  for  you  again ;  never. 

F.  PaL  Brother  mine,  if  that  be  your  argu- 

ment. 


I  deny  the  major. 

Thwack,  Resist  principles ! 
£.  PaL  Good  faith,  though  yon  should  send 
me  more  epistles 
Than  young  factors  in  their  first  voyage  write 
Uoto  their  short-haired   friends;   than  absent 

lovers 
Pen  near  their  marriage  week,  to  excuse  the 

slow 
Arrival  of  the  licence  and  the  ring; — 
Not  one  dipped  penny  shoqid  depart  my  reach. 
F.  PaL  Tnis  ooctrme  will  not  pass ;  how  shall 
Iliv«? 

E.  PaL  As  we  intend  to  do  by  our  good  wits. 

F.  PaL  How,  brother,  how? 

E.  PaL  Truth  is  a  pleasant  knowledge ; 

Yet  you  shall  have  her  cheap ;  Sir  Morglay  here^ 
My  kind  disciple,  and  myself,  have  leased, 
Out  all  our  rents  and  lands  for  pious  uses. 

F.  PaL  What,  co-founders !  give  legacies  ere 

death ! 
Pallatine  the  pious,  and  Saint  Morglay  ! 
Your  names  will  sound  but  ill  i'the  calendar. 
How  long  must  this  fierce  raging  zeal  continue  ? 

E,  PaL  Till  we  subsist  here  no  more  by  our 

wit, 
Tlien  we'll  renounce  the  town,  and  patiently 
Vouchsafe  to  re-asume  our  mother  earth, 
Lead  on  our  plows  into  their  rugged  walks 
Again,  grope  our  young  heifers  in  the  flank, 
And  swagger  in  the  wool  which  we  shall  borrow 
From  our  own  flocks. 

Thwack,  But,  ere  we  go,  we  may. 
From  the  vast  treasure  purchased  by  our  wit. 
Leave  here  some  monument  to  speak  our  fame. 
I  have  a  strong  mind  to  re-edify 
The  decays  of  Fleet-Ditch;  from  whence  I  hear 
The  roaring  vestals  laie  are  flcfd,  through  heat 
Of  persecution. 

F.  PaL  What  a  small  star  have  I, 
That  never  yet  could  light  me  to  this* way! 
Live  by  our  wits ! 

E,  PaL  So  live,  that  usurers 
Shall  call  their  monies  in,  remove  their  bank 
To  Ordinaries,  Spring-garden,  and  Hyde-park, 
Whilst  their  glad  sons  are  left  seven  for  their 

chance,  • 

At  hazard  ("),  hundred,  and  all  made  at  sent;  ** 


"  J  poor  BromiUt's  rWow.— The  Brownists  at  this  time  seem  to  have  been  the  constant  objects  of  po- 
pular satire.  The  founder  of  the  sect  was  Robert  Browne,  a  knight's  son  of  Rutlandshire,  and  educa- 
ted at  Cambridge.  He  was  afterwards  pastor  of  Aychurch  in  ^o^tharopton8hI^e,  and  spent  great  part 
of  bif  life  io  several  prisons,  to  which  he  was  committed  for  his  sieady  adherence  to  the  opinions  which 
lie  entertained.  He  died  in  jail  at  Northampton,  in  the  year  1630,  or,  accordioR  to  otiiere,  «f;J4,  jyhen 
he  was  not  less  than  80  years  of  age.  See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Grey  and  Mr  Stecvens,  to  Tieeljth  I^tghi^ 
A.  S.  8. «. 

('*)  Jti  hazard ^idr:  a  hundred^  and  all  rnmJe  at  8fnt,—To\\n  edit, 

"  M  «a/.-Query  cent,  a  game  mentioned  in  The  Dumb  Kjiight,  A.  4.  S.  1.  and  corruptedly  wntten 

This  came  is  frequently  mentioned  io  ancient  writers,  and  is  usnally  spelt  smmU  probably  the  manner 
ifl  which  the  French  word  cent  was  then  pronounced.     In  Gcrvas  Markham  i  FamQUi  Whort ;  or,  Aa6fo 
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Three  motlej  cocks  of  die  ri^t  Bobv  itcaio. 
Together  witli  a  foal  of  Bcgmbriggie.  ** 

T/iwack.  Sir,  I  will  msiSSi  my  Lord  Hayor'tf 

borsei  make  jockeys 
Of  hisheRcb^ySy'^aad  run  themthronghCheap* 

side. 

E,  Pal  What  beauties,  girls  of  feature,  govern 

now 
r  the  town  ?  'tis  long  since  we  did  traffidt  here 
In  midnight  whispersi  when  the  dialect 
Of  loveV  loose  wit  is  frighted  into  signs, 
And  secret  laughter  stifled  into  smiles ; 
When  nothins^s  loud  but  the  old  muWs  cough, — 
Who  keeps  £e  game  up,  ha;  who  misled  new  f 

Thwack,  Not  sir,  that  if  we  wooe,  we'U  be  at 
chari^e 
For  looks;  or  if  we  marry  make  a  jointure. 
Entiul  land  on  women !  entail  a  back, 
And  so  much  else  of  man  as  Nature  did 
Frovide  for  the  first;,  wife. 

£.  Pal  I  could  keep  thee, 
Thy  future  pride,  thy  surfeits,  and  thy  hist, 
(I  menu,  in  such  a  garb  as  may  become 
A  Christian  gentleman)  with  the  sole  tithe 
Of  tribute  I  shall  now  receive  from  ladies. 

Thwack.  Your  brother  and  myself  have  sealed 
to  covenants; 
The  female  youth  of  the  town  are  his ;  but  all 
From  forty  to  fourscore  mine  own :  A  widow, 
You'll  say,  is  a  wise,  solemn,  wary  creature: 
Though  she  hath  lived  to  the  canning  of  dispatch, 
Closed  up  nine  husbands'  eyes,  and  have  the 

wealth 
Of  all  their  testam^ts ;  in  one  month,  sir, 
I  will  waste  her  to  her  first  wedding-smock, 
Her  single  ring,  bodkin,  and  velvet  muff. 

F.  PaL  Your  rents  exposed  at  home  for  pious 

uses, 
Must  expiate  vour  behaviour  here  :  tell  me. 
Is  that  the  subtle  plot  vou  have  on  heaven  ? 
ITuoaek  The  worm  of  your  worship's  coubdeoce 

would  appear 
As  big  as  a  conger;  but  a  good  eye 
May  chauce  to  find  ii  slen&r  as  a  grig. 

Y.  PaL   Amazement  knows  no  ease,  Vat  in 

demands : 
FrajT  tell  me,  gentlepen,  to  all  this  vast 
Desigament  (which  So  strikes  my  ear)  deduct 
You  nought  from  your  revenue,  nought  that  may. 
Like  fuel,  feed  the  flame  of  your  expence  ? 

JB.  PaL  Brother,  not  so  much  as  will  find  a  Jew 
Bacon  to  his  eggs :  these  gay  tempting  weeds, 
These  eastern  stones  of  cunning  foil,  bespoke 


'Gainst  our  arriiaL  heia,  t^ge^r  waft 

A  certain  stock  of  crowns  in  eithet^s  purse, 

Is  ail  the  charee  that  from  Mr  proper  •«» 

Begins  or  furthers  the  magnific  plot; 

And  ef  thsse  crown%  not  one  muet  be  umped 

By  you. 

ThwacL  No  relief  but  wit  aad  good  ceuBScl 
KPaL  The  stock  my  Esther  leftyoa>  if  your 
care 
Had  purposed  so  discreet  a  course,  aaigkt  wdl 
Have  set  you  up  i'tbe  trade;  but  we  spend iigbt^ 
Our  coach  is  yet  ttawheeled.^-*-$ir  Moiiglay,  cmm, 
Let's  suit  those  FriesiaMt  horse  with  our  ewa 
strain. 
Y.  PaL  Why,  gentlemen,  will  the  design  ke^ 

horses^ 
Thwack,  May  be,  sir,  they  sImJI  live  by  dieir 

wits  toe. 
y.P«^  Their  mMtert  are  bad  tutoneba;  veU, 
how 
Youll  work  the  ladies,  and  weak  flBDtey  heii^ 
By  your  fine  gilded  pill%  a  faith  that  is 
Not  old  may  guess  without  distrust.    Bnt^  sin^ 
The  city  (take't  on  my  experimeat) 
WiU  not  be  gulled. 

Thwack.  Not  gulled !  they  dare  not  be 
So  impudent:  I  say  they  shall  be  gulled ; 
And  trust,  and  break,  and  pawn  tMtr  charter  too. 
F.  PaL  Is  it  lawful,  brother,  for  me  to  kugW 
That  have  no  money  ? 

JB.  PaL  Yes,  sir,  at  yourself 
F.  PaL  Two  chat  have  tasted  Natara's  kiad- 
.nes8,artS| 
And  men;  have  shined  in  moifing  can^;  hare 

seen 
Courts  in  their  sdemn  businese  and  vaia  pride ; 
Conversed  so  long  i'the  town  here,  that  yoa  know 
Each  sign  and  pebble  in  the  streets ;  for  yua 
(After  a  long  retirement)  to  lease  forth 
Your  wealthy,  pleasant  lands,  to  feed  JohnCnunp 
The  cripple,  widow  Needy,  and  AJbraham 
Sloath  the  beadsman  of  More-dale !   dieo,  for- 
sooth, 
Persuade  yourselves  to  live  here  by  ^roar  wils ! 
Thwack.  Where  we  ne'er  cheated  io  our  youth, 
tve  resolve 
To  cozen  in  our  age. 

E.  PaL  Brother,  I  came 
To  be  your  wise  example  in  the  arts 
That  lead  to  thriving  glory ;  a  sui>reme  life ! 
Not  through  the  liumble  ways  wherein  dull  lords 
Of  lands  and  sheep  do  walk ;  men  that  depeod 
On  the  fantastic  winds,  on  fleeting  douds^ 


Cottrtezan,  1609,  4to,  Sign.  D  4,  it  is  called  numt  cent. 

*'  Were  it  mont  cent,  primero,  or  at  cbesse, 
I  wan  with  most,  and  lost  still  with  the  lesse." 
"  BeggibHgge^^T^ie  fol.  reads  peggibrige.    Perhaps  the  name  of  some  fiuDoi^  horse^ 
^*  Benck'bojft^^Stt  note  13  to  The  Mmet  lAQkin^-Qlatt., 
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On  aeasoos  more  uncertaiD  than  theroselvesi 
When  tbey  would  hope  or  fear :  but  you  are  warm 
In  anothers  silk,  aoa  make  your  tame  ease 
Virtae ;  call  it  content  and  quietness ! 
I%wack,  Write  letters.to  your  brother,  do ;  and 
be  • 

ForswOfD  in  every  long  parenthesis^ 
For  twentypound  sent  you  in  botcher^s  silver. 
K  PaL  Kebukes  are  precious,  cast  them  not 
away. 

[Exeunt  Elder  Pallatike,  Thwack. 


F.  Po^  Neither  of  these  philosophers  were  bom 
To  above  five  senses;  why  then  diould  they 
Have  hope  tu  do  things  greater,  and  more  new 
Fthe  world,  than  I  ?  This  devil  Plenty  thi^ists 
Strange  boldness  upon  men.  Well,  you  may  laugh 
With  -so  much  violence,  till  it  consume 
Your  breath.    Though  solien  Want,  the  enemy 
Of  Wit,  have  sunk  her  low,  if  pregnant  wine 
Can  raise  her  op,  this  day  she  shall  be  mine. 

[ExH. 


ACT  11. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  the  Lady  Ample,  Enoike,  Ginet. 

Amp.  My  guardian  horsed !  this  evening  say*st 

thou,  Engine? 
Eng,  It*8  an  hour,  madam,  since  he  smelt  the 

town. 
Amp.  Saw'st  thou  his  slender  empty  leg  in  the 
stirrup? 
His  ivory  box  on  his  smooth  ebon  staff 
New  civetted,  and  tied  to's  gouty  wrist  ? 
With  his  warped  face  close  buttoned  in  his  hood. 
That  men  may  take  him  for  a  monk  disguised, 
And  fled  |>03t  from  a  pursuivant  ? 
Eng.  Madam,  beware,  I  pray,  lest  the  age  and 
cunning 
He  is  master  of,  prepare  you  a  revenge, 
And  such  as  your  fine  wit  shall  ne*er  intreat 
Your  patience  to  digest.    To-morrow  night 
The  extremest  minute  of  your  wardship  is 
Expired ;  and  we,  magicians  of  the  house, 
Believe  this  hasty  journey  he  hath  ta'en 
Is  to  provide  a  husband  for  vour  sheets. 
Amp.  And  such  a  one  as  judgment  and  mine  '^ 
eyes 
Must  needs  dislike,  that's  composition  may 
Grow  op  to  his  own  thrifty  wish. 

Eng.  Madam, 
Your  arrow  was  well  sumed ;  I  call  him  master, 
Bat  I  am  servant  unto  truth,  and  you. 

Amp.  He  chuse  a  husband,  fit  to  guide  and  sway 
My  beaot3r's  wealthy  dowry,  and  my  heart ! 
I'll  make  election  to  delight  myself: 
What  composition  strictest  laws  will  |ive, 
His  guardianship  may  take  from  the  rich  bank 
My  father  left,  and  not  devour  my  land. 

Gin.  Your  ladyship  has  lived  six  years  beneath 
His  roof,  therefore  may  guess  the  colour 


Of  his  heart,  and  what  his  brains  do  weigh. 
But  Engine,  madam,  is  your  humble  creature. 

Amp.  I  have  bounty,  Engine; 
And  tnou  shalt  largely  taste  it,  when  the  next 
Fair  sun  is  set,  for  then  my  wardship  ends— 

[Knocking  within. 
That  speaks  command,  or  haste ;  open  the  door. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy  !  weeping,  my  wench?  melting  thine  eyes, 
As  they  had  trespassed  against  light,  and  thou 
Woulast  give  them  darkness  for  a  punishment ! 
Lu(y.  Undone,  madam,  without  all  hope,  but 
what 
Your  pity  will  vouchsafe  to  minister. 
Amp.  Hast  thOu  been  struck  by  infamy !  or 
comest 
A  mourner  from  the  funeral  of  love  ? 

Lucy.  I  am  the  mourner,  and  the  mourned; 
dead  to 
Myself,  but  left  not  rich  enough  to  buy  a  grave : 
My  cruel  aunt  hath  banished  me  her  roof. 
Exposed  me  to  the  night,  the  winds,  and  what 
The  ra^g  elements  on  wanderers  lay, 
Left  naked  as  first  infancy  or  trutli. 

Gin.  I  could  ne*er  endure  that  old,  moist-eyed 
lady ; 
MeUiought  she  prayed  too  oft. 

Amp.  A  mere  receipt 
To  make  her  long-winded,  which  our  devout 
Physicians  now  prescribe  to  defer  death.-r- 
But,  Lucy,  can  she  urge  no  cause  for  this 
Strange  wrath,  that  you  would  willingly  conceal  ? 
Lucy.  Suspicions  of  my  chastity,  wliich  heaven 
Must  needs  resist  as  false;  though  she  accused 
Me  even  in  dream,  where  thoughts  comfllit  '^  by 

chance, 
Not  appetite. 

Amp.  What  ground  had  her  suspect? "' 


■5  jirine—Tbe  4to  reads  iiMe ;  the  folio,  my. 

^  CbmKif— It  19  observed  by  Mr  Malone,  (see  note  to  Othello^  A.  4.  S.  2.)  that  <<this  word  in  Shake- 
•peare*8  time,  besides  its  general  signtficatioo,  seems  to  have  been  applied  particularly  to  unlawful  acts 
of  love :  hence,  perhaps,  it  is  so  often  repeated  by  Othello,**  See  also  King  Lear^  A*  3.  S.  4.  and  Mr 
SteevcBs's  aete. 

'7  Susp«:t — i.  e  suspicion* 
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Xiiry.  Young  Pallotiae,  that  wooed  my  heart 
until 
He  gathered  fondnea^  where  he  ptotcd  lore, 
Was  fallen  unto  such  want,  as  eliger  blood 
And  youth  could  not  endure,  and  keep  th6  laws 
Inviolate ;  I,  to  prevent  my  fear, 
Sold  all  my  jewels,  and  my  trifling  wealth, 
Bestowed  them  on  him;  and  she  thinks  a  more 
Unholy  consequence  attends  the  gift. 

Amp.  This,  Luce,  is  such  apostacy  in  wit. 
As  nature  most  degrade  herself  in  woman  to 
Forgive.    Shall  love  put  thee  to  charge  f  couldst 

thou 
Permit  thy  lover  to  become  thy  pensioner  ? 

Eng.  Her  sense  vtill  now  be  tidiled  till  it  ache. 

Amp,Thy  feature  and  thv  wit  are  wealth  enough 
To  keep  thee  hi^h  in  all  those  vanities. 
That  wild  ambition,  oc  expensive  pride, 
Perform  in  youth ;  but  thou  invert'st  their  use : 
Thy  lover,  hke  the  foolish  adamant 
The  steel,  tiKMi  fiercely  dost  allure,  and  draw 
To  spend  thy  virtue,  not  to  get  by  it. 

Liuy,  This  doctrine,  madam,  is  but  new  to  me. 

Aifip,  How  have  I  lived,  think'st  thou  ?  e'en  by 
mr  wits. 
My  guarJian's  contribution  gave  us  gowns. 
But  cut  from  the  curtain:)  of  a  carrier's  bed ; 
Jewels  were  wore,  but  such  as  potters*  wives 
Bake  in  the  furnace  for  their  daughters*  wrists ; 
My  woman's  smocks  so  coarse,  as  they  were  spun 
0*the  tackling  6f  a  shiOb 

Gin,  A  ooat  6(  mail. 
Quilted  with  wire,  was  soft  sarsnet  to  them. 

Amp,  Our  di^t  scafce  so  much  as  is  prescribed 
To  mortify ;  two  eggs  of  emmets  poached, 
A  single  bird,  no  bigger  than  a  bee. 
Made  up  a  feast. 

Gin.  He  had  starved  me,  but  that 
The  green-sidiness  took  away  my  stomach. 

Afnp.  Thy  disease,  Ginet,  noade  thee  in  love 
with  mortar, 
And  thou  eat*st  him  up  two  foot  of  an  old  walL 

Eng.  A  privilege  my  master  only  gave 
Unto  her  teeth ;  none  else  o*tlie  house  durst  do*t. 

Amp.  When,  Lucy,  I  perceived  this  straitened 
life. 
Nature,  my  steward,  I  did  call  t'  account. 
And  took  from  her  evchequer  so  much  wit 
As  has  maintained  me  unce.    I  led  my  fine 
Trim-bearded  males  in  a  small  subtle  string 
Of  my  soft  hair ;  nuide  them  to  offer  up 
And  bovfj  and  laughed  at  the  idolatry. 

Gin.  A  jewel  for  a  kiss,  and  that  lialf  ravished . 

Lucy.  I  feel  I  am  inclined  t' endeavour  in 
A  calling :  Madam,  I'd  be  glad  to  live. 


ilnip.  Know,  Luce,  this  is  no  hospital  for  fools, 
My  bed  is  yours,  but  on  condition.  Luce, 
Tliat  you  redeem  the  credit  of  your  sex ; 
That  yoti  begin  to  tempt,  and  when  the  snare 
Hath  caught  the  fowl,  you  plume  '*  him  till  you 

get 
More  feathers  than  you  lost  to  Pallatine. 

Lney.  I  Ahall  not  waste  my  hours  in  winding 
silk. 
Or  shellii^  peasecods  with  yonr  ladyship. 

Amp.  Froais  on  my  heart !  what,  give  unto  a 
suitor? 
Know,  I  would  fain  behold  that  silly  monarch, 
Bearded  man,  that  durst  woo  me  with  half 
So  impudent  a  hope. 

Eng.  Madam,  yon  are 
Not  far  from  the  possession  of  your  wish ; 
There  is  no  laneuage  heard,  no  business  now 
In  town,  but  what  proclahn^  the  arrival  bete. 
This  mom,  of  the  elder  Pallatine,  brother 
To  him  you  named,  and  with  him  such  an  old 
Imperial  buskin  km^L  as  the  isle  ne'er  saw. 

Amp.  What's  their  design  ? 

Eng.  They  will  immure  themselves^ 
With  diamonds,  with  all  refulgent  stones 
That  merit  price :  ask  them  who  pays?  why,  ladies. 
They'll  feast  with  rich  Proven^  wines;  who 

pays? 
Ladies.    They'll  shine  in  various  habit,  like 
Eternal  bridegrooms  of  the  day  ;  ask  them 
Who  pays  ?  Ladies.    lie  with  those  ladies  too. 
And  pay  them,  but  with  issue  male,  that  shall 
Inherit  notliing  but  their  wit,  and  do 
The  like  to  ladies  when  they  grow  to  age. 

Lucy.  My  ears  received  a  taste  of  them  be- 
fore. 

Amp.  6n^ine,  how  shall  we  see  them  ?  bless  Hie, 
Engine, 
With  thy  kind  voice. 

Eng.  Though  miracles  are  ceased. 
This,  madam,  is  in  the  power  of  thought  and  time. 

Amp.  1  would  kiss  thee.  Engine,  but  for  an  odd 
Nice  humour  in  my  lips ;  they  blister  at 
Inferior  breath.    This  ring,  and  all  my  hopea 
Arc  thine :  dear  Engine,  now  project,  and  live. 

Gin.  I'd  lose  my  wedding  to  behold  thete  da- 
'gonets.'^ 

Amp.  My  guardian's  out  o'  town.    Let  us  tri-* 
umph 
like  Csesar  till  to-mnrrow  night;  thou  know*st 
I'm  then  no  more  o'  the  family.    I  would. 
Like  a  departing  lamp,  before  I  leave 
You  in  the  dark,  spread  in  a  glorious  blaze. 

Eng.  Madam,  command  Uie  keys,  the  house, 
and  me. 


*>  PZitfiM— This  is  a  falconer's  term.  Latham  says,  it  *<  is  when  a  hawk  seiaeth  a  fowle,  and  palkfh 
the  feathers  from  the  body.** 

>9  DagoneU^SiT  Dagonet  was  the  squire  of  King  Arthur,  in  the  old  romance  of  Morte  Jrtknr,  See 
the  notes  of  Mr  Theobald,  Dr  Johnson^  Mr  Worton,  and  Mr  Steeveo8|  on  The  Second  Pari  ofEJmg  Henry 
if'.A.S.S.?. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Datbkant.j 


THE  WITS. 


£91 


AmjK  Spoke  like  the  bold  Copbctna's*^  ion. 
Let  us  contrive  within  to  t^mpt  tfaem  hither^ — 
Follow,  mj  Luce,  restore  thyself  to  fame. 

{^£xeunt  Engime,  Ample,  Ginet.  Young 
,    Pa  llatikb  beckons  Lvcrfrom  between 
the  Hangingt  a$  iheii  going. 

r.  PaL  Luce !  Luce ! 

Lucy.  Death  on  my  eyes !  how  came  you  hi- 
ther? 

Y.  PaL  I'm,  Luce,  a  kind  of  peremptory  fly, 
Shift  houses  still  to  follow  the  sun-beams; 
I  must  needs  play  in  the  flames  of  thy  beauty— 

Lufy.  You've  used  me  with  a  Christian  care ; 
have  you  not? 

Y,  "PaL  Come,  I  know  all.    I  have  been  at  thy 
aunt's  house. 
And  there  committed  more  disorder  than 
A  storm  in  a  ship,  or  a  cannon  bullet 
Shot  through  a  kitchen  among  shelves  of  pewter. 

Lucy.  This  madness  is  not  true,  I  hope. 

Y.PaL  Yes,  faith; 
Witness  a  shower  of  maknsey  lees»  drof>ped  from 
Thy  aunt's  own  urinal  on  this  new  morion.*' 

Lttcv.  Why,  you  have  seen  her  then  ? 

Y.  PaL  Yes,  and  she  looks  like  the  old  slut  of 
Babylon 
Thou  hast  read  of.    T  told  her  she  must  die, 
And  her  beloved  velvet  hood  be  sold 
To  aome  Dutch  brewer  of  Ratclifie,  to  make 
Ilis  yaw  frow  slippers. 

Ltfv.  Speak  low.    I  am  deprived 
By  thy  rash  wine  of  all  atonement,  now, 
Unto  her  after  legacies  or  love. 

F.  PaL  My  Luce,  be  magnified ;  I  am  all  plot. 
All  stratagem ;  my  brother  is  in  town : 
My  Lady  Am  pie's  fame  hath  caught  him,  girl; 
Tm  told  he  means  an  instant  visit  hither. 

Lucy.  What  happiness  from  this  ? 

Y.PaL  As  he  departs 
From  hence,  I  have  laid  two  instruments,  Meager 
And  Pert,  that  shall  encounter  his  long  ears 
VV'ixh  tales  less  true  than  those  of  Troy;  they  shall 
Endanger  him,  maugre  his  active  wits. 
And  mount  ihee,  little  Luce,  that  thou  may*st 

reach 
To  4andle  Fate;  to  soothe  them  till  they  give 
Us  leave  to  make  or  alter  destinies. 

Lucy.  You  are  too  loud;  whisper  your  plots 
within.  [£jre«n^. 

£^/<r  Emginje,  Elder  Pallatine,  aiuiTHWACK. 
Eng,  You  call  and  govern,  gentlemen,  as  if 


Your  business  weie  above  your  haste ;  but  know 
You  where  you  are  ? 

E.  PaL  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift  dwells  here  : 
The  Lady  Ample  is  his  ward ;  she  is 
Within,  and  we  must  see  her :  No  excuses  '^ 
She  is  not  old  enough  to  be  lock'd  up 
To  sey  new  perukes,^  or  purge  for  rheum. 

T/uoack  Tell  her,  that  a  young  devout  knight, 
made  grey 
By  a  charm,  (to  avoid  temptation  in  others,) 
Would  speak  with  her. 

Eng.  I  shall  deliver  you  both. 
These  tygers  hunt  their  prey  with  a  strange  nostril. 
Come  unseut  for  so  aptly  to  our  wish  1 

,    [Exit. 

E.  PaL  But  this,  Sir  Morglay,  will  not  do;  in 
troth 
You  break  our  covenants. 

Thwack.  Why,  hear  me  plead. 

E.  PaL  From  forty  to  founcore,the  written  law 
Runs  so;  this  lady's  in  her  nonage  yet. 
And  you  to  press  into  my  company, 
Where  visitations  are  decreed  mine  own, 
Argues  a  heat  that  my  rebukes  must  cool. 

Puoack.  What  should  I  do  ?  wouldsc  have  me 
keep  my  chamber. 
And  mend  dark  lanterns  ?  invent  steel  mattocks, 
Or  weigh  gunpowder  ?  solitude  leads  me 
To  nothing  less  than  treason;  I  slmll  conspire 
To  dig  and  blow  up  ail,  rather  than  sit  still. 

JB.  PaL  Follow  your  task;  you  see  how  early  T 
Have  found  this  yopng  inheritrix ;  |0  seek 
The  agec)  out :  bones  unto  bones,  like  cards 
111  packed ;  shuffle  yourselves  together,  till 
You  each  dislike  the  game. 

Thwack.  Tis  the  cause  I 
Cotne  for;  a  withered  midwife,  or  a  nurse 
WJio  draws  her  lips  together,  like  an  eye 
That  gives  the  cautionary  wink,  are  those 
I  wodd  find  here,  so  they  be  rich  and  fat. 

Enter  Gimbt. 
Gin.  My  lady  understands  your  haste,  and  she 
Herself  consults  now  in  affairs  of  haste ; 
But  yet  will  hastily  approach  to  see 
You,  gentlemen,  and  then  in  haste  return.    [Exit. 
E.  PaL  What's  this,  the  superscription  of  ^ 

packet  ? 
Thwack.  Now  does  my  blood  wamble.    You ! 
sucket-eater!*^ 
[Offeri  to  follow  her,  Pallatise  stays  htm. 


»  Ophetua's  fo»-Though  the  name  of  this  monarch  Is  known  to  us,  I  believe  we  are  aU  ignorant  re- 

fpectiog  bts  royal  progeny.    8. 
**  Jtfortofi— Morion  b  a  helmet    It  must  here  mean  a  hat.  .u^i^tk*  «rvU«tf>ii  'tmi    1  have 

^  To  sey  new  perukes^To  say,  I  believe,  means  to  assay,  to  try  on,  and  shouldrbc  writtea  say.  I  have 

tfften  net  with  the  word  so  abbreviated.    8. 


?'  Sudet^eater^U  e.  eater  of  confectionary  ware,  sugar-pcllcfs.    9« 
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E.  Pal,  These  covenants,  k^Jght,  will  never  be 
observed ; 
ril  sue  the  forfeiture,  leave  jou  so  poor, 
Till,  for  preferment,  you  become  an  eunuch. 
And  Slug  a  treble  in  a  chauntry,  kuight. 

Enter  Ample,  Lucy,  Gi net  ;  Elder  Pallatjne, 
and  Thwack  address  to  kin  thenu  mnd  are 
thrutt  back. 

Am,  Stay,  gentlemen.— Good  souls,  they  have 
seen.  Luce, 
The  country  turtles  bill,  and  tliink  our  lips, 
r  the  town  and  court,  arc  worn  for  the  same  use. 

Lucy,    Pray  how  do  the  ladies  there?  poor 
•  v  jllas;ers, 
They  churn  still,  keep  their  dairies,  and  lay  up 
For  embroidered  mantles  against  the  heir's  birth  } 

Am,  Who  is  begot  i'  the  Christmas  boUdays  } 

E.  Pal,  Yes,  surel)^  when  the  spirit  of  mince-pie 
Reigns  m  the  blood.  * 

Am.  What  ?  penny  gleek  *+  I  hope's 
In  fashion  yet,  and  the  treacherous  foot 
Not  wanting  on  the  table  frame,  to  jog 
The  husband,  lest  he  lose  the  noble  that 
Should  pay  the  gro<ier*s  man  for  spice  and  fruit. 

Lucy.  The  good  old  butler  shares  too  with  his 
lady 
In  the  box,  bating  for  candle?  that  were  burnt 
After  the  clock  struck  ten. 

Thwack.  He  doth  mdeed ; 
Poor  countfv  madams,  they're  in  subjection  still; 
1  he  beasts,  their  husbands,  make  them  sit  on  three 
Legged  stools,  like  homely  daughters  of  an  hos- 
pital. 
To  knit  socks  for  their  cloven  feet. 

E.  Pal.  And  when  these  tyrant  husbands,  too, 
grow  old 
(As  they  have  still  the  impudence  to  live  long) 
Oood  adies,  they  are  fain  to  waste  the  sweet 
And  pleasant  seasons  of  the  day  in  boiling 
Jellies  for  them,  and  rolling  little  pills 
Of  cambric  lint  to  stuff  Uieir  hollow  teeth. 

Lucy.  And  then  the  evenings,  warrant  ye,  thev 
spend  ^ 

With  mother  Spectacle,  the  curate's  ivifc. 
Who  does  myeigha^ainst  curling  and  dyed  checks; 
Heaves  her  devout  impatient  nose  at  oil 
Ot  jc«satoin,  and  thinks  powder  of  Paris  raorp 
Frophane  than  the  ashes  of  a  Romish  martyr. 

Am,  And  in  the  days  of  joy  and  triumph,  sir, 
rV^  hich  come  as  seldom  to  them  as  new  gowns) 
Then,  humble  wretches  !  they  do  frisk  and  dance 
In  narrow  parlours  to  a  single  fiddle. 
That  squeaks  forth  tunes  like  a  departing  pig. 

Lucy.  Whilst  the  mad  hinds  shake  from  their 
•  lect  more  dirt 


Than  did  the  cedar  roots,  that  danced  to  Orpbos. 

Am.  Do  tbey  not  pour  their  wine  too  from  as 
ewer. 
Or  small  silt  crace,  like  orange-water  kept 
To  sprtnUe  holiday  beards? 

Lucy.  And  when  a  stranger  comes,  send  seres 
miles  post 
By  moon-shine,  for  another  pbt  ? 

E.  PaL  All  these  indeed  are  heavy  tnidis; 
but  what 
Do  you,  the  exemplar  madams  of  the  town  ? 
Play  away  your  youth,  as  our  hasty  gamesters 
Their  light  gold,  not  with  desire  to  lose  it. 
But  in  a  fond  mistake  that  it  will  fit 
No  other  use. 

Thwack.  And  then  reserve  yoar  age. 
As  superstitions  sinners  iU-got  wealth. 
Perhaps  for  the  church,  peibaps  for  hospitabi 

K  PaL  If  rich,  yon  coaie  to  court,  there  lean 
to  be 
At  charge  to  teach  your  paraqoetoes  French, 
And  tb»[i  allow  them  their  interpreters, 
I^t  the  sage  fowl  should  lose  their  wisdom  on 
Such  pages  of  the  presence,  and  the  gnard, 
As  have  not  past  the  seas. 

Thwack.  But  if  you're  px>r. 
Like  wanton  monkeys  diained  from  fruity 
You  feed  upon  the  itch  o£  your  own  tails. 

Lucy.   Rose  vinegar  to  wash   that  nAsnh 
mouth! 

Am.  They  come  to  live  here  by  their  witsj 
let  them  use  them. 

Lucy.  They  have  so  few,  and  those  tbey  ^end 
so  fast, 
They  will  leave  none  remaining  to  maintain  them. 

E.  PaL  You  shall  maintain  us ;  a  community, 
The  subtle  have  decreed  of  late :  you  shall 
Endow  us  with  your  bodies  and  your  goods; 
Yet  use  no  manacles,  called  dull  matrimony,. 
To  obli^  affection  against  wise  nature. 
Where  it  is  lost,  perhaps,  through  a  disparity 
Of  years,  or  justly  through  distaste  of  crimes. 

Am.  Most  excellent  resohres ! 

E.  PaL  But  if  you'll  needs  marry. 
Expect  not  a  single  turf  for  a  jointure; 
Not  so  much  land  as  will  allow  a  crasdiopper 
A  sallad. 

Thwack.  I  would  no  moredonbt  to  enjoy  * 
You  two  in  all  variety  of  wishes, 
( Were't  not  for  certain  covenants  that  I  lately 
Signed  to  in  my  drink)  than  I  would  fear  usury 
In  a  small  poet  or  a  cast  corporal 

Am,  You  would  not  ? 

Thwack.  But  look  to  your  old  widows; 
There  my  title's  good;  see  they  be  rich  foo^ 
Lest  I  should  leave  their  twins  upon  the  pariab, 
To  whom  the  deputy  o'  the  ward  will  deny 
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Blue  coats  at  Easter,  loaves  at  fbner&Is, 
'Cause  they  were  sons  of  an  old  coontry  wit 

Am.  Why  all  for  widows,  sir;   can  nothing 
that 
Is  young  afiect  your  mookiy  appetite  ? 

Thwack,  No  in  sooth ;  damsels  at  your  years 
are  wont 
To  talk  too  much  over  tiieir  marmalade ; 
They  can*t  fare  well,  but  all  the  town  roust  hear't : 
Their  love's  so  full  of  praises,  and  so  loud, 
A  man  may  with  less  noise  Ue  with  a  drum. 

Am.  Tbmk  you  so,  sir  ? 

Thwack.  Give  me  an  old  widow,  that  commits 
sin 
With  the  gravity  of  a  corrupt  iudge, 
Accepts  of  benefits  in  the  dark,  and  can 
Conceal  them  from  the  Ljbt. 

[Ample  taku  Elder  Pallatih  e  apart. 

Am,  Tny^  ur,  allow  me  but  your  ear  aside. 
Though  this  rude  Clim  i'  the  Cloogh^'  puresume, 
In  his  desires  more  than  his  strength  can  justify. 
You  should  have  nobler  kindness  than  to  think 
All  ladies  relish  of  an  appetite. 
Bad  as  the  worst  your  evil  chance  hath  found. 

E,  PaL  Ail  are  alike  to  me ;  at  least,  Fll  make 
Them  so,  with  thin  persuasions,  and  a  short 
£zpence  of  time. 

Am.  Then  I  have  cast  awav 
My  ught ;  my  eyes  have  look  d  themselves  into 
A  strong  disease :  but  they  shall  bleed  for  it 

£.  fal.  Troth  lady  mine,  I  find  small  remedy. 

Am*  Why  came  you  hither,  sir  ?  She  that  sliall 
si^ 
Her  easy  roirits  into  wind  for  you, 
Must  not  have  hope  the  kindness  of  your  breath 
"Will  e'er  recover  her. 

Zucjf,  What  do  I  hear?  Hymen  defend ! 
Bat  three  good  comers  to  your  little  heart. 
And  two  already  broiling  on  love's  altar ! 
jyoes  this  become  her,  Ginet  ?  speak. 

Om,  As  age,  and  half  a  smock  would  become 
me. 

Thwack.  Th'ast  caught  her,  Pallatine ;  insinuate 
rogue! 

ZMcy,  Love  him !  you  mast  recant,  or  the  small 
god 
And  1  shall  quarrel,  when  we  meet  i'  the  clouds. 

Thwack,  'Slight,  see  how  she  stands !  speak  to 
her. 

JET.  TaL  Peace,  knight !  it  is  apt  cunning  that 
we  go; 
I>iadain  » like  to  water  poared  on  ice, 
Qoenches  the  flame  a  while  to  raise  it  higher. 

JJaof.  Engine,  shew  them  their  way. 


Enter  Ehgine. 

Eng,  It  lies  here,  gentlemen. 

E,  PaL  There  needs  small  summons,  we  art 
gone ;  but  do  you  bear, 
We  will  receive  no  letters,  we,  though  sent 
By  the  incorporeal  ftpy  your  dwarf,  or  Audiy 
Of  the  chamoer,  that  would  deliver  them 
With  as  much  caution,  as  they  were  attachments. 
Upon  money  newly  paid. 

l^ack.  Nor  no  message. 
From  the  okl  widow  your  mother,  Qf  you 
Have  one)  no,  though  she  send  for  me  when  she 
Is  giving  up  her  testy  ghost ;  and  lies 
nJf  drowned  in  rheum,  those  floods  of  riieum  i^ 

which 
Her  maids  do  daily  dive  to  seek  the  teeth 
She  coughed  out  last. 
[Exeunt  Engine,  Elder  Pallatine,  Thwack, 

Lacy,  1^9 !  good  old  ^ntleman. 
We  shall  see  him  shortly  in  as  many  nig^t-capa 
As  would  make  sick  Mahomet  a  turband 
For  the  winter. 

Am.  ^re  they  gone,  Luce  ? 

Xttcy.  Not  like  the  hours,  for  they'll  retnrs 

Tin 
you  carried  your  false  love  rarely ! 
Am,  How  impudent  these  country  fellows  are ! 
Lucy,  He  thinks  you're  caught ;  he  has  you  be* 
tween*s  teeth. 
And  intends  you  for  the  very  next  bit 
He  means  to  swallow. 

Am,  Luce,  I  have  a -thousand  thoughts 
More  than  a  kerchief  can  keep  in :  quick  girl. 
Let  us  consult,  and  thou  shalt  find  what  silly 

snipes 
These  witty  gentlemen  shall  prove,  and  in 
Their  own  confession  too,  or  Fll  cry  floandert 

else, 
And  walk  with  my  petdcoat  tudied  up  like 
A  long  maid  of  Almainy.  **  [ExewU. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Meageb,  Pe»t,  tha 
two  last  being  new  clothed, 

T,  PaL   Don  Meager,  and  Don  Pert,  yo« 
neither  found 
These  embroidered  skins  in  your  mother's  womb: 
Surely  nature's  wardrobe  b  not  thus  laced  f 

Pert,  We  flourish.  Pall,  by  the  charter  of  Ay 
smiles, 
A  little  magnifyed  with  show,  and  thought 
Of  our  new  plot. 

Mea,  The  chamber's  bravely  hung ! 

Pert  To  thy  own  wish,  a  bed  and  canopy 
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Prepared  all  froqi  oQr  aumbered  pence;  if  it 
Should  fail,  Meager  and  I  must  creep  into 
Our  Quondam  rags ;  a  transmigration,  Pall, 
Whicn  our  divinity  can  ill  endure. 

Mea.  If  I  have  more  left  to  maintain  a  lai^e 
stomachy 
And  a  long  bladder,  than  one  comely  shilling^ 
Together  with  a  single  ounce  of  hope, 
I  am  the  son  of  a  carman. 

F.  PaL  Do  you  suspect  my  prophecies, 
That  am  your  mint,  your  grand  exchequer? 

Pert.  jPall,  no  suspicions,  Pall ;  but  we  that 
embark 
Our  whole  stock  in  one  vessel,  would  be  glad 
To  have  all  ph^tes  o'  shore,  and  the  winds 
In  a  calm  humour. 

Mea.  How  fares  the  intelligence  ? 

Y.  PaL  I  left  them   at  the  Lady  Ample's 
house; 
Thif  street  they  needs  must  pass,  if  diey  reach 
home. 

Pert.  O  I  would  fain  project  'gainst  the  old 
knight ; 
Can  we  not  share  him  too } 

Y.  Pal,  This  wheel  must  move 
Alone,  Sir  Morglay  Thtvack's  too  rugged  yet, 
lieM  interrupt  the  course ;  a  little  more 
Q*  the  file  will  smooth  him  fit  to  be  screwed  up. 

fert.  Shrink  <^,  Pall,  I  hear  them. 

JSnfer  Thwack,  Elder  Pallatine. 

£.  Pal.  Thou  hast  not  the  art  of  patient  lei- 
sure, to 
Attend  the  aptitude  of  things;  wouldst  thou 
Bun  on  Ijke  a  rude  bull,  pn  every  object  that 
Doth  heat  the  blood  ?  this  cunning  abstinence 
Will  majke  her  passions  grow  more  violent 

TSkaack.  But,  Pallatine,  I  do  not  find  1  have 
The  cruelty,,  or  grace,  to  let  a  lady 
Starve  for  a  warm  moi-sel.— 
[Pert  and  Meager  take  Elder  Pallatine  oiide, 

F.  Pal  Now  my  fine  Pert ! 

Pert,  Sir,  we  have  business  for  your  ear;  it 
may 
QoQcem  you  much,  therefore  'tis  fit  it  be 
Particular. 

E.  Pal,  From  whom  ? 

Mea,  A  young  lady,  sir. 
It  is  a  secret  will  exact  much  care 
And  wisdom  i*  the  delivery ;  you  should 
Dismiss  that  gentleman. 

£.  PaL  A  young  lady !  good  ! 
All  the  best  stars  in  the  firmament  are  mine. 
Our  coach  attends  us,  knigbt,  i'  the  bottoin  of 
The  hither  street,  you  must  go  home  alone. 

Thwack,  111  sooner  kill  a  seijeant,  choose  my 
jury 
In  the  city,  and  be  hanged  for  a  tavern  bush ! 

E.  Pa/,  Wil't  ruin  all  our  destinies  hath  built? 

Thwack,  Come,  what  are  those  sly  silk-worms 
there,  that  creep 
60  close  into  their  wool,  as  they  would  spin 


For  none  but  tbeir  dear  sdves?  I  hear  them 
name  a  lady. 

E,  Pal,  You  heard  them  say  then,  she  was 
young,  and  what 
Our  covenants  are,  remember. 

Thwack,  Young,  bow  youne  ? 
She  left  her  worm-seed,  and  her  coral  whistle 
But  a  month  since :  do  they  mean  so  ? 

E,  PaL  Morglay,  our  covenants  is  all  I  ask. 

Tkwaek,  May  be  she  hath  a  mind  to  me;  for 
theivs 
A  reverend  humour  in  the  blood,  which  thou 
Ne'er  knew'st;  perhaps  she  would  have  boys 

begot 
Should  be  delivered  with  long  beards ;  till  thou 
Arrive  at  my   full  growth,   thoalt  yield   (be 

world 
Nought  above  dwarf  or  page. 

E,  PaL  Our  covenants  still,  I  cry ! 

Thwack.  Frnth,  PU  stride  my  mule  to-morrow, 
and  away 
To  the  homely  village  in  the  north. 

E.  PaL  Why  so? 

Thwack.  Alas,  these  silly  covenant8,'yoa  ki|0W, 
I  sealed  to  in  my  drink ;  and  certain  fears 
Lurk  in  a  remote  comer  of  my  head. 
That  say  the  game  will  all  be  your's. 

E.  PaL  But  what  success  canst  tbon  ei^ect* 
since  we  have 
Not  yet  enjoyed  the  city  a  full  day  ? 

Thwack,  I  say,  let  me  have  woman;  be  she 
young 
Or  old,  gmndam  or  babe,  I  must  have  woman. 

E.  PaL  Carry  but  thy  patience  like  a  gentle- 
man. 
And  let  me  singly  manase  this  adventure. 
It  will  to  morrow  canoelour  old  deeds, 
And  leave  thee  to  subscribe  to  what  thy  free 
Pleasure  shall  direct. 

Thwack.  We^il  equally  eoloy 
Virgin,  wife,  and  widow,  dde  younger  kerduef 

with 
Tbe  aged  hood. 

E,  PaL  What  I  have  said  if  I  had  leisure  f)0w 
Pd  ratify  with  oaths  of  thy  own  chusing. 

Thwack,  Go,  propagate;  fill  the  shops  with 
thy  notched 
Issue,  that  when  our  money's  spent,  we  may 
Be  trusted,  break,  and  cozen  in  our  own  tnbe. 

E,  PaL  Leave  me  to  fortune. 

2'kwack,  Do  you  bear,  Pallatine? 
Perhaps  this  young  lady  has  a  mother^— 

E,  P^  No  more,  good  night— 

[Ejrir  Thwack. 
I  have  obeyed  you,  gentlemen ;  no  ears 
Are  near  us,  but  our  own,  what's  your  affidr  ? 

Mea,  We'll  lead  you  to  the  lady's  maosioo,  sir, 
Tishardby. 

E.  Pa/.  Hard  by! 

Pert,  So  near,  that  if  your  lunss  be  good, 
V^  may  spit  thither:  that  is  the  bouse. 

£•  PaL  These  appear  gentlemen. 
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Andoffoine  rank.    I  will  in. 

[Emmt  Elder  Pallatihe,  Mbaoee,  Pert. 
r.  FaL  So,  s«e  !  the  hook  baa  caught  him  by 

the  gills; 
And  it  is  fastMied  to  a  line  will  hold 
You,  sir,  tboogh  your  wits  were  stronger  than 

yonr  parse. 
Sir  Morglay  Thwack's  gone  home :  His  lodging  I 
Htf  e  learned,  and  there  are  certain  gins  prepared. 
Id  which  his  wary  feet  may  chance  to  be 
Rmnared,  though*  he  ooold  wear  his  eyes  upon  his 

toes. 
I  most  follow  the  game  close.    He  is  entered, 
And  ere  this  amazed  at  the  strange  complexion 
Of  die  house ;  but  'twas  the  best  our  friendship 
Aod  oar  treasure  could  procure.  [Exit, 

Enter  Eider  PALLATtNE,  Meager,  and  Pert, 
with  IJghti, 

£.  PaL  Gentlemen,  if  yon  please,  lead  me  no 
further; 
I  ba?e  so  little  faith  to  believe  this 
The  mansion  of  a  lady,  that  I  think 
Tis  rather  the  decays  of  hell ;  a  sad 
Ketirement  for  the  fiend  to  sleep  in 
Wlien  he's  sick  with  drinking  sulphur. 
Pert,  Sir,  yon  shall  see  this  upper  room  is 

hung. 
£.  Pai,  With  cobwebs^  sir,  and  those  so  large 
they  may 
Catch  and  ensnare  dragons  ins^d  of  flies, 
Where  sit  a  melancholy  race  of  old 
Norman  spiders,  that  came  in  with  the  Con- 
queror. 
Afeo.  Ttiis  chamber  will  refresh  your  eyes, 
when  you 
Hare  cause  to  enter  it. 

[Leads  him  to  look  in  between  the  Hangings, 
E.  PaL  A  bed  and  canopy ! 

2*s  show  of  entertainment  there  indeed ; 
!re  lovers  may  have  place  to  celebrate 
mr  warm  wishes,  and  not  take  cold  :  But,  gen- 
tlemen, 
low  comes  the  rest  of  tliis  blind  house  so  naked, 
ruinous,  and  deformed  ? 
Pert.  Pray,  sir,  sit  down : 
"joQ  have  seen  anght  strange,  or  fit  for  wonder, 
but  declares  the  hasty  shifts  to  which       * 
le  poor  distressed  lady  is  exposed 
pursuit  of  your  love.    She  hath  good  fame, 
ireat  dignity,  and  wealth,  and  would  be  loth 
» cheapen  these  by  making  her  dull  family 
>ld  witnesses  of  her  desires  with  you : 
lerefore,  to  avoid  suspicion,  to  this  place 
ic  hath  sent  part  of  her  neglected  wardrobe. 


Mea.  And  will,  ere  time  grows  older  by  an  hour, 
Gild  all  this  homely  furniture  at  chaf^ 
Of  her  own  eyes ;  ner  beams  can  do  it,  sir. 
E.  PaL  My  manners  will  not  sufier  me  to 

doubt. 
Pert,  We  hope  so  too.    Besides,  though  every 
one 
That  hath  a  heart  ofs  own  may  think  his  plea- 
sure; 
We  should  be  loath  your. thoughts  should  throw 

mistakes 
On  OS,  that  are  the  humble  ministers 
Of  your  kind  stars :  for  sure  though  we  look  not 
Like  men  that  make  plantation  on  some  isle 
That's  uninhabited,  yet  you  believe 
We  would  teach  sexes  mingle,  to  increase  men. 
'  Mea,  Sonires  of  the  placket,  *'  we  know  you 
tnink  us. 
E,  PaL  Excuse  my  courage,  gentlemen ;  goodf 
faith 
I  am  not  hold  enough  to  think  yon  so. 

Pert,  Nor  will  you  yet  be  woo'd  to  such  mis- 
take. 
E.  PaL  Not  all  the  art  nor  flattery  you  have, 
Can  render  you  to  my  belief  worse  than 
Myself.    Panders  and  bawds !  good  gentlemen, 
I  shall  be  angry  if  you  persuade  me  to 
So  vile  a  thought. 

Pert.  Sir,  you  have  cause. 
And  in  good  faith  if  you  should  think  us  such. 
We  would  make  bold  to  cut  that  slender  throat 
E.PaL  How, sir? 
Pert,  That  very  throat  through  which  the  lusty 

And  savoury  morsel  in  the  gamester's  dish. 
Steal  down  so  leisurely  with  kingly  gust. 

Mea,  Sir,  it  should  open  wide  as  the  widest 
oyster 
I'the  Venetian  lake. 

£.  Pal.  Gentlemen,  it  should. 
It  is  a  throat  I  can  so  little  hide 
In  such  a  cause,  that  I  would  whet  your  razor  for't 
On  my  own  shoe. 

Pert,  Enough,  you  shall  know  all : 
This  lady  hath  a  noble  mind,  but 'tis 
So  much  o'ermastered  by  her  blood,  we  fear 
Nothing  but  death,  or  you,  can  be  her  remedy. 

E.  PaL  And  she  is* young? 

Mea,  O,  as  the  April  bud. 

E.  PaL  'Twere  pity,  faith,  she  should  be  cast 
away. 

Pert.  You  have  a  soft  and  blessed  heart;  and  to 
Prevent  so  sad  a  period  of  her  sweet  breath. 
Ourselves,  this  house,  the  habit  of  this  room, 
The  bed  within,  and  your  fair  person,  we 


*^  SfMiret  of  the  plaeket^'^J  squire  of  the  placket  seems  to  be  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp,  A  placket  does 
t  usaify  a  petticoat  in  general,  but  only  the  aperture  therein,  bee  Mr  Amner'i  note  on  Shakespeare's 
Ug  Uery  A.  3.  S.  4. 
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Have  all  assembled  in  a  trice. 

E.  Pal  Sure,  geutlemeo. 
In  my  opinion  mora  could  not  be  done^ 
Were  die  mheritrex  of  all  the  east 

Pert.  But,  sir,  the  excellence  of  your  pure  fame 
Hath  given  us  boldness  to  make  suit,  that  if 
You  can  reclaim  her  appetite  with  chaste 
Aud  wholesome  homiliai^  such  counsel  as 
Be6ts  your  known  morality,  you  will 
Be  pleased  to  save  her  life,  and  not  undo  her  ho- 
nour. 

Mea.  We  hope  you  will  afford  her  med'cine  by 
Your  meek  and  holy  lectures,  rather  than 
From  any  manly  exercise ;  for  such, 
In  troth,  sir,  you  appear  to  our  weak  sight. 

£.  PaL  Brothers  and  friends,  a  stile  more  dis- 
tant now 
Cannot  be  given ;  though  you  were  in  compass 
Thick  as  the  Alps,^^  I  must  embrace  vou  both : 
You've  hit  the  very  centre,  unto  which 
The  toils  and  comforts  of  my  studies  tend. 

Peri,  Alas,  we  drew  our  arrow  but  by  akn. 

E.  Pal.  Why,  gentlemen,  X  have  converted  more 
Than  ever  gold  or  Aretine  *^  misled ; 
IVc  disciples  of  all  degrees  in  nature. 
From  your  little  punk  in  purple,  to  your 
Tall  canvas  girl ;  from  your  satdn  slipper. 
To  your  iron  patten  and  your  Norway  shoe.         ' 

Pert,  And  can  you-  mollify  the  mother,  sir. 
In  a  strong  fit? 

E.PaL  Sure,  gentlemen,  I  can, 
If  books  penn'd  with  a  clean  and  wholesome  spirit 
Have  any  might  to  edify;  woufd  they 
Were  here ! 

Mea.  What,  sir? 

E,  Pal.  A  small  library, 
Which  I  am  wont  to  make  companion  to 
My  idle  hours :  where  some,  I  take  it,  are 
A  little  consonant  unto  this  theme. 

Pert.  Have  they  not  names  ? 

E.  PaL  A  pill  to  purge  phlebotomy,^® — A  bal- 
samum 
For  the  spiritual  back, — A  lozenge  against  lust ; 
With  divers  others,  sir,  which,  though  not  penn'd 
By  dull  platonic  Greeks,  or  Memphian  priests. 
Yet  have  the  blessed  mark  of  separation 
Of  authors  silenced,  for  wearing  short  hair. 

Pert.  But,  sir,  if  this  chaste  means  cannot  re- 
store 
Her  to  her  health  and  quiet  peace,  I  hope 
You  will  vouchsafe  your  lodging  in  yoo  bed. 
And  take  a  little  pains. 

[Points  to  the  Bed  within. 


E.  Pal  Faith,  genUemtea,  I  was 
Not  bred  on  Scythiaaiwdis;  tvg^  and  wdws 
Fve  heard  of, but  ne'er  suck'd  their  milk;  and  sure 

Much  would  be  done  to  save  a  lady's  lonpn& 

Pert.  Your  boot ;  believ't,  it  is  my  cxerdae. 
E.PaL  Wdl, 'tis  your  turn  to  labour  now,  sua 

Anon ;  for  your  dear  sakes,  gentlemen,  I  profess-^ 
Pert.  My  friend  shaU  wait  upoo  you  toyoor 
sheets. 
Whilst  I  go  and  conduct  the  lady  hither; 
Whom,  if  your  holy  doctrine  cannot  well 
Reclaim,  pray  hazard  not  her  life;  you  hwe 
A  body,  sir. 

E.  PaL  O  think  me  not  cmel 

[Exeunt  Meager,  E.  r at- 

Enter  Fcmnger  Pallatine. 

Pert.  Pall !  come  in,  PalL      , 

r.Pfl/.  Is  he  in  bed?  ^ 

Pert.  Not  yet. 
But  stripping  m  more  haste  than  an  old  snake 
That  hopes  for  a  new  skin. 

Y.  Pal.  If  we  could  laugh 
In  our  coffin.  Pert,  this  would  be  a  jest 
Long  after  death :  he  is  so  eager  in 
His  witty  hopes,  that  he  suspects  nothing. 

Pert.  O  all  he  swallows,  sir,  is  melting  con- 
serve. 
And  soft  Indian  plumb.    Meager,  what  news? 

.    Enter  Meager. 

Mea.  Laid,  gently  laid ;  he  is  all  virgin,  sure, 
From  the  crown  of's  head,  to  his  very  navel. 
Y.  PaL  Where  are  his  breeches?  speak;  b» 
hatband  too; 
Tis  of  grand  price,  the  stones  are  rosial,  and 
Of  the  white  rock. 

Mea.  I  hung  them  purposely. 
Aside,  they  are  all  within  my  reach  :  shaJl  I  in? 
Y.  PaL  Soft;  softly,  my  false  fiend;  remem- 
ber, rogue, 
You  tread  on  glasses,  eggs,  and  gouty  toes. — 
[M Eager  takes  out  his  Hat  and  Breeches,  tk 
pockets  and  hatband  rifled;  they  tkrm 
them  in  again.   ' 
Mea.  Hold,  Pall ;  the  exchiquer  is  thine  own: 
we  will 
Drv'ide  when  thou  art  gradons  and  well  pleased. 
Y.  PaL  All  pold !  the  stalls  of  Lombard-street 
poured  into  a  purse  ! 


**  The  ^(ps.— The  4to  reads  aspes. 

*'  Aretine. — An  Italian  poet,  whose  works  were  accompanied  by  lewd  prints,  of  which  he  was  tk< 
inventor.     They  are  mentioned  in  I'he  Muse's  Looking  Glass,  vol.  9.  p.  )i()4. 
5°  J  Pill  to  purge,  &c. — In  the  folio  edition  these  lines  were  altered  in  this  manner  : 
'         **  A  pill  to  purge  the  pride  of  pagan  patches, 
A  lozenge  for  the  lust  of  lo>tring  love, 
And  balsams  for  the  bites  of  Babefs  beast : 
With  many,"  &c. 
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Pert.  These,  dear  FlOl,  are  thy  brother*!  goodly 
hoards. 

r.  PaL  Yes,  aod  his  proud  flocks;  but  yoa  see 
what  tbey 
Come  to;  a  little  room  contains  them  all 
At  last :  so^  so,  conrey  them  in  again. 
Because  he  is  my  elder  brother. 
My  mothei^s  maidenhead,  and  a  countiy  wit. 
He  shall  not  be  exposed  to  bare  thighs  and  a 
Bald  crown  t  what  noise  is  that  ? — 
f     [Knocking  anVAift,  Pert  looks  at  the  Door, 

Pert.  Death !  there's  old  Snore 
The  Gonetable,  his  wife,  a  regiment  of  halberds. 
And  Mistress  Queasy  too^  the  landlady 
That  owns  this  house. 

Mea.  Belike  they  Ve  heard  our  friend, 


The  bawd,  fled  hence  last  night;  and  now  they  come 
To  seize  on  moveables  for  rent. 

F.  PaL  The  bed  within,  and  the  hangings  that 
we  hired 
To  furnish  our  design,  are  all  condemned ; 
My  brother  too,  they'll  use  him  with  as  thin 
Remorse,  as  an  old  gamester  would  an  alder- 
man's heir. 

Pert,  No  matter,  our  adventure's  paid ;  follow] 
Pall,  and  Fll  lead  you  a  back  way,  where  you 
Shall  climb  o'er  tiles,  like  cats  when  they  make  love. 

Y,  Pal.  Now  I  shall  laugh  at  those  that  heap 
up  wealth 
By  lazy  method,  and  slow  rules  of  thrift : 
I'm  grown  the  diild  of  wit,  and  can  advance 
Myself,  by  being  votary  to  chance.         [Eiaaint. 


ACT  in. 


SCENE  I. 


Enter  SjgoJi,E,  Mrs  Snore,  Queast,  and  Watch- 
fnen^ 

Mrs  Snore,  Days  o'  my  breath,  I  have  not  seen 
the  like! 
What  would  you  have  my  husband  do?  'tis  past 
One  by  Bow,  and  the  bellman  has  gone  twice. 
Qnio.  Good  Master  Snore,  you  are  the  con- 
stable. 
Ton  may  do  i^  as  diey  say,  be  it  right  or  wrong : 
*Tii  four  years  rent  come  Childermas-eve  next 
Snore.  You  see,  neighbour  Queasy,  the  doors 
are  open; 
Here's  no  goods,  no  bawd  left;  Td  see  the  bawd. 
Ifrs Snore.  Aye,  or  the  whores:  my  husband's 
the  kin^s  officer. 
And  still  takes  care,  I  warrant  you,  of  bawds 
And  whores ;  sliew  him  but  a  whore  at  this  time 
Cnight,  gocxl  man,  you  bring  a  bed  i'fiuth. 
(Stea.  I  pray.  Mistress  Sm>re,  let  him  search 
the  parish, 
Tliey  are  not  gone  far,  I  must  have  my  rent ; 
I  hMe  diere  are  whores  and  bawds  in  the  parish. 
Jfrs  Smore*  Search  now !  it  is  too  late;  a  wo- 
manhad 
As  good  nuirry  a  cowlestaff  as  a  constable. 
If  be  most  nothing  bo€  search  and  search,  follow 
His  wbcM-es  and  bawds  all  day,  and  never  com- 
fort 
ffis  wife  at  night :  I  pi^ythee,  lamb,  let  us  to  bed. 
Snorgm  It  must  be  late ;  for  gossip  Nock,  the 


Had  catccfaiaed  his  maids,  and  sung  three  catdies 
And  a  sod^  ere  we  set  forth. 


Quea.  Good  Mistress  Snore,  forbear  your  hus- 
band but 
To-night,  and  let  the  search  so  on. 

Mrs  Snore.  I  will  not  forbear;  you  might  ha* 
let  your  house 
To  honest  women,  not  to  bawds;  fie  upon  you. 

Quea.  Fie  upon  me !  'tis  well  known  Vm  the 
mother 
Of  chiklren ;  scurvy  fleak  P'  'tb  not  for  nought 
You  boil  eggs  in  your  gruel ;  and  your  man,Samp8on, 
Owes  my  son-in-law,  the  surgeon,  ten  groats 
For  turpentine ;  which  you  have  promised  to  pay 
Out  of  nis  Christmas-box. 

Mrs  Snore.  I  defy  thee. 
Remember  thy  first  calling;  thou  set'st  up 
With  a  peck  of  damsons  and  a  new  sieve; 
When  thou  brok'st  at  Dowgate  comer,  'cause  the 

boys 
Flung  down  thy  ware. 

Snore.  Keep  the  peace,  wife;  keep  the  peace; 

Mrs  Snore.  1  will  not  peace ;  she  took  my  sil- 
ver thimble 
To  pawn,  when  I  was  a  maid ;  I  paid  her 
A  penny  a  month  use. 

Quea.  A  maid !  ves,  sure ; 
By  that  token,  goody  Tongue,  the  midwife, 
Had  a  dozen  napkins  o'  your  mother^s  best 
Diaper,  to  keep  silence ;  when  she  said 
She  left  vou  at  Saint  Peter^s  fair,  where  you 
Longed  for  pig.  * 

Snore.  Neighbour  Queasy,  this  was  not 
In  my  time :  what  my  wife  hath  done  since  I 
Was  constable,  and  the  king's  officer, 
nilmswer;  therefore,  I  say,  keep  the  peace : 
And  when  we've  searched  the  two  back  room 
nitobed. 


3f  SturnfJltak^A  fleak  of  bacoa,  is  the  sane  as  a  flitch  of  bacon,    h 
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[Dayenant. 


Peace,  wife;  not  a  word.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Elder  Pallatime  clothing  htntelfin  haste, 

E.  FaL  Tis  time  to  get  on  wings  and  fly : 
Here's  a  noise  of  thunder,  wolves,  women,  drums, 
All  that's  confused,  and  frights  the  ear.    I  heard 
Them  cry  out  bawds  !  the  sweet  young  lady  is 
Surprised  sure,  by  the  nice  slave  her  husband. 
Or  some  old  frosty  matron  of  near  kin ; 
And  the  good  gentlemen  she  employed  to  me 
Are  tortured  and  called  bawds.    If  I  am  ta'en, 
ni  swear  I  purposed  her  conversion. 

Enter  Snore,  Mrs  Snore,  Queasy,  and  Watch' 
men. 

Snore.  Here's  a  room  hung,  and  a  fair  bed 
within; 
I  take  it  there's  the  he-bawd  too. 
Quea.  Seize  on  the  lewd  thing ; 
I  pray,  Master  Snore,  seize  on  the  goods  too. 
Mrs  Snore,  Who  would  not  be  a  bawd  ?  they 
have  proper  men 
To  their  husbands ;  and  she  maintains  him 
like  any  parish  deputy. 
J5.  PaL  What  are  you  ? 
Snore,  1  am  the  constable. 
E,  PaL  Good;— the  constable ! 
I  begin  to  stroke  my  long  ears,  and  find 
I  am  an  ass :  such  a  dull  ass  as  deserves 
Thistles  for  provender,  and  saw-dust  too 
Instead  of  grains :  O  I  am  finely  gulled. 

Mrs  Snore,  Truly  as  proper  a  bawd  as  a  woman 
Would  desire  to  use. 

E.  PaL  Master  constable, 
Though  these  your  squires  o'  the  blade  and  bill, 

seem  to 
Be  courteous  gentlemen,  and  well  taught,  yet 
1  would  know  why  they  embrace  me. 
(Snore.  You  owe  my  neighbour.  Mistress  Quea- 
sy, four  year's  rent. 
Quea,  Yes,  and  for  three  bed-ticks,  and  a  brass 
pot, 
Which  your  wife  promised  me  to  pay  this  term ; 
For  now,  she  said,  she  expects  her  country  custo- 
mers. 
E,  PaL  My  wife !  have  I  been  led  to  the  altar 
too, 

Ssome  doughty  deacon  ? — Ta'en  woman  by 
e  pretty  thumb,  and  given  her  a  ring, 
With  my  dear  self,  for  better  and  for  worse, 
And  all  in  a  forgotten  dream  ?^But  for  whom 
Do  you  take  me  ? 

Snore.  For  the  he-bawd. 

E.  PaL  Good  faith,  you  may  as  soon 
Take  me  for  a  whale,  which  is  something  rare, 
You  know,  o'  this  side  the  bridge. 

Mrs  Snore.  Tis  indeed ; 
Yet  our  Paul  was  in  the  belly  of  one. 
In  my  Lord  Mayor's  show ;  and,  huslmnd,  you  re- 
member. 
He  beckoned  yon  oat  of  the  fish's  mouth. 
And  you  gave  him  a  pippin ;  for  the  poor  soul 
Had  like  to  have  choked  for  very  tlurst. 


JEI.  PaL  I  saw  it,  and  cried  out 
Cy  the  city,  'cause  they  would  not  be  at  charge 
To  let  the  fish  swim  in  a  deeper  sea. 

Mrs  Snore,  Indeed !  why,  I  was  but  a  tiny 
girl  then; 
I  pray  how  lon^  have  you  been  a  bawd  here  ? 

E.  PaL  Again !  how  the  devil 
Am  I  changed,  since  my  own  glass  rendered  roe 
A  gentleman  ? — Well,  master  constable, 
Though  every  stall's  your  worship's  wooden  throne^ 
Here  you  are  humble,  and  o'foot,  therefore 
I  will  put  on  my  hat ;  pray  reach  it  me-^ 

SMittes  his  diamond  Hatband. 
I  a  row  of  diamonds 
Worth  a  thousand  marks !  nay,  it  is  timo  then 
To  doubt,  and  tremble  too.  My  gold !  my  gold  !— 
And  precious  stones!  [Arches  his  Pockets, 

Mrs  Snore,  Do  you  suspect  my  husband  ? 
He  hath  no  need  o'  your  stones,  I  praise  Hea- 
ven! 

K  PaL  A  plague  upon  yoar  courteous  mid- 
night leaders ! 
Grood  sillj  saints,  they  are  dividing  now. 
And  ministering,  no  doubt,  unto  the  poor* 
This  will  decline  the  reputation  of 
My  wit,  till  I  be  thought  to  have  a  less  bead 
Than  a  justice  o'  peace.     If  Morgla^  hear't, 
He'll  think  me  dull  ja  a  Dutch  manner. 
No  med'cine  now  from  thought?  Good;  'tb  d^ 
signed. 

Snore.  Come  along,  'tis  late. 

E.  PaL  Whither  must  I  go  ? 

Quea,  To  the  Compter,  sir,  unless  my  rent  be 
paid. 

Snore.  And  for  being  a  bawd. 

E.  PaL  Confined  in  wainscot  walls  too^ 
Like  a  liquorish  rat,  for  nibbling 
Unlawfully  upon  forbidden  cheese ! 
This,  to  the  other  sauce,  is  aloes  and  myrrh. — 
But,  master  constable,  do  you  behold  this  ring? 
It  is  worth  all  the  bells  in  your  churcb-steeple. 
Though  your  sexton  and  side-men  hung  there  too^ 
To  better  the  peal. 

Snore,  Well,  what's  your  request  ? 

E.  PaL  Marry,  that  you  will  let  me  go  to  fetdt 
The  bawd,  the  very  bawd  that  owes  this  rent; 
Who  being  brought,  you  shall  restore  my  ring, 
And  believe  me  to  be  an  arrant  gentleman ; 
Such  as  in's  scutcheon  gives  horns,  hooodsi  and 

hawks. 
Hunting  nags,  with  tall  eaters  in  blue  coats. 
Sans  number. 

Qftea,  Pray  let  him  go^  Master  Snore; 
We'll  stay  and  keep  the  ^oods. 

JUirt  Snore.  Yes,  let  him,  husband; 
For  I  would  fain  see  a  very  he-bawd. 

Snore,  Come,  neighbours,  light  bim  cot. 

[JSmaf. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Ample,  Pert,  Luct, 
GiNBT,  Engine,  with  Lights, 

Amp.  A  forest  full  of  palms,  thy  Ipver,  IjOfih 
Merits  in  garlands  for  bis  lictoiy. 
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Tm  wild  with  joj !  whj  there  was  wit  enough 
In  this  design  to  bring  a  ship  o'  fools,  '^ 
To  shore  again,  and  make  them  all  good  pilots. 
Y.  PaL  Madam,  this  gentleman  deserves  to 
share 
lo  jour  kind  praise ;  he  was  a  merry  agent 
In  the  whole  plot,  and  would  exalt  himself 
To  joar  ladjsiip*s  service :  if  yon  please, 
For  my  humble  sake,  unto  your  lip  too. 

ipBBT  Molutei  her. 
ullatine, 
And  that  en^tles  you  unto  much  worth. 

Pert.  The  title  will  be  bettered,  madam,  when 
I  am  become  a  servant  to  vour  beauty. 

Lucy,  Why  your  confederate  Pert,  is  courtly 
too; 
He  will  oat-tongue  a  favourite  of  Prance : 
But  didst  thou  leave  thy  brother  surfeiting 
Onle«d  hopes? 

F.  PaL  He  believes  all  womankind 
Dressed,  and  ordained  for  tho  mercy  of  his  tooth. 

ilMp.  And  now  lies  stretched  in  his  smooth 
sKppery  sheets? 

F.  Pa/.  O,  like  a  wanton  snake  on  camomile; 
And  rifled  to  so  sad  remains  of  wealth. 
That,  if  his  resolution  still  disdain 
Sopplyment  from  his  lands,  and  he  resolve 
To  Gve  here  by  his  wits,  he  will,  ere  long^ 
Betroth  himself  to  radibh-women  for 
Their  roots,  pledge  children  in  their  sucking- 
bottles, 
And,  in  dark  winter  mornings,  rob  small  school- 
boys 
Of  their  liopey  and  their  bread. 

Pert.  Fait^  Meager  and  I  used  him  with  as 
much 
Bemorse  as  our  occasions  could  allow : 
1m,  he  most  think  we  shreds  of  time 
Have  our  occasions  too. 

F.  PmL  What,  madam,  need  he  care  ? 
For  let  him  but  prove  kind  unto  his  bulls, 
Bring  them  their  heifers  when  their  crests  are 
^         high ; 

Stroke  his  fair  ewes,  and  pimp  a  little  for 
His  rams^  they  straight  will  multiply ;  and  then 
The  next  great  fair  prepares  him  fit  again 
For  the  citr's  view,  and  our  surprise. 

Amp,  Why  this,  young  gentleman,  hath  relish 
in't: 
Yet  when  you  understand  the  dark  and  deep 
Cootrivemems  which  myself,  Engine,  and  l«ce. 
Have  bud  for  this  great  witty  villager. 
To  whom  yoQ  bow,  m  foremost  of  your  Uood, 


You  will  degrade  yourselves  from  all  prerogatives 

Above  our  sex,  and  all  those  pretty  marks 

Of  manhood  (your  trim  beards)  singe  off  with 

tapers. 
As  a  just  sacrifice  to  our  supremacy. 

Lucy.  If  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  your  phlegmatic 

guardian. 
Leave  but  this  mansion  our^s  till  the  next  sun. 
We'll  make  your  haughty  brother  tremble  ai 
The  uame  of  woman,  and  hhish  behind  a  fan. 
Like  a  yawning  bride  that  hath  foul  teeth. 
Eng.  Madam,  'tis  time  you  were  abed;  for 

sure,  besides 
The  earnest  invitation  which  1  left 
Writ  in  his  chamber,  these  afflictions  will 
Disturb  his  rest,  and  bring  him  early  hither 
To  recover  his  sick  hopes. 

Enter  Meager. 

F.  Pal  Meager !  what  news  ?  Madam,  the  ho~ 
mage  of 
Your  lip  again :  a  man  o*  war,  believ'i ; 
One  that  hath  fasted  in  the  face  of 's  foe ; 
Seen  Spiiiola  ^'    entrenched ;    sometimes   hath 

spread 
His  butter  at  the  state*s  charge;  sometimes  too 
Fed  on  a  sallad  that  hath  grown  upon 
The  enemy's  own  land :  but,  pardon  me. 
Without  or  oil,  or  vinegar. 
Amp.  Sir,  men  in  choler  may  do  any  thing. 
Mea.  Your  ladyship  will  excuse  his  new  plenty; 
It  hath  made  him  pleasant. 

F.  PaL  Meager!   what  news?   how  do  our 

spies  prosper  ? 
Mea.  Sir,  rare  discoveries!  I've  traced  your 
brother; 
You  shall  hear  more  anon. 

Gin.  Your  ladyship  forgets  how  early  your 
Designs  will  waken  you. 

Eng.  Madam,  I'd  fain  be 
Bold  too,  to  hasten  you  unto  your  rest 

Anw.  Tis  late,  indeed ;  the  alence  of  the  night, 
And  sleep  be  with  you,  gentlemen ! 

[Ejreun^  Ample,  Ginet,  Engine. 
F.  Pal.  Madam,  good  night :  but  our  beads 
never  were 
Ordained  to  so  much  trivial  leisure  as 
To  sleep;  you  may  as  soon  entreat 
A  sexton  sleep  in's  belfry  when  the  plague  reigns; 
An  aged  sinner  in  a  tempest ;  or 
A  jealous  statesman  when  his  prince  is  dying. 
Lucy.  Pray  dismiss  your  fViends,  I  would  speak 
with  you. 


^  A  ship  o'/iwlf—Alludlng  to  the  title  of  an  allegorical  poem,  translated  from  the  High  Dn< 
Alexander  Barclay,  priest  and  chaplain  hi  the  college  of  >alnt  Mary  Otcry,  Id  the  coonty  of  Devo 


I  Dutch  by 
Tevoo^  and 
pibllshed  hi  folio"  by  Richard  Pinsoo,  »508.  It  ««  professes,'^  says  Mr  Warfon,  *♦  to  ridicule  the  vices 
ud  abrardtties  of  all  ranks  of  men.  1  he  language  is  tolerably  pure :  but  it  has  nothing  of  Ibe  invention 
sad  pleanatry  which  the  plaa  seems  to  promise ;  neither  of  which,  however,  could  be  expected,  if  we 
coaiider  Hs  ori^anl'^^^OkaervaOonM  on  Spimmr^  Vol.  II.  p.  10a» 
^^  Seen  Spiaofo— Sec  note  81,  p.  241. 
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F.  FaL  Mea  o'  the  puisxant  pike,  follow  the 
lights.  \Exeunt  Meager^  Pert. 

LucV'  Pally  Tou  are  as  good-natured  to  me. 
Pall, 
As  the  wife  of  a  silenced  minister 
Is  to  a  m  niarchj,  or  to  lewd  gallants, 
That  have  lost  a  nose. 

Y>  Pat,  And  why  so,  dame  Luce  i 

Imcv,  So  manj  yellow  images  at  once 

Assembled  in  your  fist,  and  jeweb  too 

Of  goodly  price,  all  this  free  booty  sot 

In  lawful  war,  and  I  no  tribute, Pall? 

r.  PaL  What  need  it.  Luce  ?  a  virgin  may  li?e 
cheap: 
Th'  are  maintained  with  as  small  charse  as  a  wren 
With  maggots,  in  a  cheesemonger's  shop. 
Luctf.  Well,  Pall,  aud  yet  you  know  ail  my  ex- 
tremes ; 
How  for  a  little  taffiita  to  line 
A  mask,  I'm  fioin  to  mollify  my  mercer 
With  a  soft  whisper,  and  a  tim*rous  blush; 
To  sigh  unto  my  milliner  for  gloves. 
That  they  may  trust,  and  not  complain  unto  my 

aunt. 
Who  w  as  jealous  of  me  as  their  wives;  and  all 
Through  your  demeanor.  Pall ;  whose  kindness,  I 
Perceive,  will  raise  roe  to  such  dignity. 
That  I  must  teach  children  in  a  dark  cellar, 
Or  work  coifs  in  a  garret,  for  cracked  groals 
And  broken  meat 

F.  PaL  Luce,  I  will  give  thee,  Luce,  to  buy — 
Xti<y.  What,  Pall? 

F.  PaL  An  ounce  of  ars'nick  to  mix  in  thy 
aunt's  caudles : 
This  aunt  I  most  see  cold  and  grinning.  Luce, 
Sealed  to  her  last  wink,  as  if  she  closed  her  eyes 
To  avoid  the  sight  of  feathers,  coaches,  and  short 
cloaks. 
Lucy,  How  many  angels  of  your  family 
Are  there  in  heaven  ?  kMt  few,  I  fear ;  and  how 
You'll  be  the  first,  that  shall  entitle  them 
To  such  high  calling,  is  to  me  a  doubt 

F.  PaL  Vfhi  is  were  never  a  pew  there,  Looe, 
but  for    . 
Your  coughing  aunt  and  you  ? 

Xticy.  Hadst  thou  eyes  like  flaming  beacons, 
crooked  horns, 
A  tail  three  yards  long,  and  thy  feet  doven^ 
Thou  eouldst  not  be  more  a  fiend  than  thou  art 

now; 
But  to  acfvance  thy  sins  with  being  hard, 
And  coetive  unto  me  ! 

F.  PaL  You  lye.  Luce !  you  lye ! 

[FUngt  her  a  Purte, 
There's  gold ;  the  fairies  are  thy  mintmen,  girl ; 
Of  this  thou  shalr  have  store  enough  to  make 
The  hungry  academics  menuon  thee 
In  evening  lectures,  with  applause  and  pvayer: 
A  foundress  thou  shalt  be. 

Lacy,  Of  hospitals. 
For  your  decayed  self.  Meager,  and  Pert; 
Those  wealthy  usurers^  your  poor  friiodK 


F.  PaL  Ammnery,  Luce>  where  all  the  fcmile 


Of  our  decayed  nobility  shall  live 

Thy  pensioners:  it  will  preserve  them  firom 

Such  want,  as  makes  them  quarter  arms  with  tk 

city. 
And  match  with  saucy  haberdashers^  soos. 
Whose  fathers  lived  m  allies  and  dark  lanes. 
,    Lucy,  Good  night.  Pall ;  your  gold  I'll  )xf  op^ 

though  but 
To  encounter  the  next  surgeon's  bill ;  yet  know, 
Our  wits  are  plowing  too,  and  in  agrooad 
That  yields  as  fair  a  grain  as  this^ 

T.PaL  Farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thy  aoDt  is 

stuck 
With  more  bay  leaves  and  rosemary  than  a 
Westphalia  gammon,  [Exemid, 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine,  and  Thwack,  dreemg 
kimBeif. 

KPaL  Quiek,  dispatch,  knight;  thoa  arti» 
tedious  in 
Thy  dressmg  as  a  court  bride;  two slupe  might 
Be  rigged  w  the  Stroghts  in  less  space  tfass 

thoa 
Careenest  that  same  old  hulk :  Can  it  be  tbougfit 
That  one  so  filled  with  hope  and  wise  designs 
Could  be  subdued  with  sleep?  what!  dull  aod 

drousy? 
Keep  eariier  hours  than  a  roost  heo  io  winter? 
Thwack,  Pallatine,  the  design  grew  all  dream, 
magic. 
And  alchymy  to  me ;  I  gave  it  lost 
Clove  to  my  soft  pillow  like  a  warm  justice^ 
And  slept  there  with  leu  noise  than  a  dead 

lawyer 
In  a  monument 

£.Pa(.  This  is  the  house;  dispatdi^  that  I  may 

knock. 
Thwack,  'Slight,  stay;  thoa  think'st  Tve  Ae 
dexterity 
Of  a  spaniel,  that  with  a  yawn,  a  scratch 
On  his  left  ear,  and  stretching  his  hind  legs, 
Is  ready  for  all  day :  O  for  the  Biscayn  sleeve,^ 
And  Bulloign  hose,  I  wore  when  I  waa  sheriff 
Ineighty-e^t! 

E.  PaL  Faith  thou  art  comely,  knight ; 
And  I  already  see  the  town  girls  mel^ 
And  thaw  before  thee. 

Thwack.  We  must  be  content : 
Thou  know'st  all  men  are  boond  to  wear  their 

limba 
In  die  same  skin  that  natora  bestows  upon  thm, 
Be  it  rough  or  be  it  smooth ;  for  my  part. 
If  she  to  whom  you  lead  me  now,  hke  not 
The  grain  of  mine,  I  will  not  flea  myself 
To  humour  the  touch  of  her  ladyship's  fingen- 
£.  PaL  Well  t  had  thought  ^to  have  carried 
it  with  youth ; 
But  when  I  came  to  greet  her  beauties  with 
The  eyes  of  love  and  wonder,  she  despised  ne, 
Rchttked  those  haughty  tquiies,  her  wawud^,^ 
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Conveyed  me  thither  m  mistake,  and  cried| 
She  meant  the  more  authentic  gentleman. 
The  reverend  monsieur,  she. 

Tkwack.  The  reverend  monsieur ! 
Why,  does  she  take  me  for  a  French  dean  ? 
E.  Pal,  Her  confessor,  at  least :  her  secrets 
are 
Thine  own ;  hut  hy  what  charms  attained, 
Let  him  determine  that  has  read  Agrippa.  ^ 
Thwack.  Charms !  yes,  sir,  if  this  he  a  charm  — 
or  this  —  [Xe«ps  andfrkki. 

Or  here  again,  to  advance  the  activity 
Of  a  poor  old  back. 

E.  Pal  No  ape,  Sir  Morglay, 
After  a  year's  ohedience  to  the  whip^ 
Is  better  qualified. 

Thwack.  Limber,  and  sound,  sir ! 
Besides,  I  sing  Little  Musfl;rove ;  ^^  and  then 
For  the  Chevy  Chase,  no  urk  comes  near  me : 
If  she  be  ta'en  with  these,  why,  at  her  peril  be  it. 
JE.  Pal  Come,  sir,  dispatch ;  I'll  knock,  for 

here's  the  house. 
Tkwack,  Stay,  stay ;  this  lane,8ure9  has  no  great 
renown; 
The  bouse  too,  if  the  moon  reveal't  aright. 
If  ay  for  its  small  magnificence,  be  left. 
For  au^t  we  know,  out  of  the  dty  map. 
£.   PaL  Therein  consists  the  miracle;    and 
when 
The  doors  shall  ope,  and  thou  behold  how  lean 
And  ragged  every  room  appears,  till  thou 
Hast  reached  the  sphere  where  she  illustrious 

moves. 
Thy  wonder  will  be  more  perplexed ;  for  know. 
This  oMUMion  is  not  her^s,  but  a  concealed 
Retirement,  which  her  wisdom  safely  chose 
To  hick  her  loose  love. 

Thwack.  Give  me  a  baggage  diat  has  brains  !— 
but,  Pallatine, 
Did  not  I  at  first  persuade  thee,  those  two 
Trim  gentlemen,  her  squires,  might  happily 
Mistake  the  person  unto  whom  the  message  was 
Diraoted;  and  that  myself  was  he  } 
JS.  PaL  Thou  didst;  and  thou  hast  got,  knight 
by  this  hand, 
I  tfuoky  the  Mogul's  niece ;  she  cannot  be 
Of  leaa  descent,  the  height  and  strangeness  of 
H«rport  denote  her  foreign,  and  of  great  blood. 
Timaek,  What  should  die  Moeul's  niece  do 

here?  ^ 

B.  PaL  Alas,  thy  cars  are  buried  in  a  wool* 
sack; 
Thou  beai^st  no  news :  'tis  all  the  voice  in  court. 
That  she  is  sent  hither  in  disguise,  to  learn 
To  play  oo  the  guittar,  and  make  almond-butter. 
But  whither  this  peat  lady  thati  bring 
Thee  to,  be  she,  is  yet  not  quite  confirmed. 


Thwack.  Thou  talk'st  o*  the  hi^  and  ftrango 
comportment  that 
Thou  found'st  her  in. 

K  PaL  Right,  sir ;  she  sat  on  a  rich  Persian 
quilt, 
Threading  a  carckanet  of  pore  roond  peari, 
Bigger  than  pigeons'  eggs. 
Thwack.  T£>se  I  wiU  sell 
J5.  PaL  Her  nuuds  with  little  rods  of  rote- 

And  stalks  of  lavender,  were  bmsbing  ermiDeir 
skins. 
Thwack.  Furs  for  the  winter;  HI  line  mj 

breeches  with  them. 
E.  Pal.  Her  young  smooth  pages  lay  round  at 
her  feet, 
Clothed  like  the  sophy's  sons,  and  all  at  dice; 
The  caster  six  wedges  a  cubit  long, 
Cries  one ;  another  comes,  a  tun  of  pistoleta^ 
And  then  is  covered  with  an  argosie 
Laden  with  indigo  and  cochineal. 

Thwack.  This  must  be  the  great  MoguFs  niece^ 
JEI.  Pal  As  for  her  grooms,  j£ey  all  were  planted 
on 
Their  knees,  carousing  their  great  lady's  healdi 
In  perftimed  wines,  and  then  straight  qualified 
Their  wild  voluptuous  heats  with  oool  sherbet, 
The  Turk^  own  julep. 

Thwack.  Knodc,  Pallatine ; 
Quick,  rogue;  I  cannot  hold :  little  thought  I 
The  Thwacks  of  the  north  should  inoculate 
With  the  Mogub  of  the  south ! 

[Pallatine  knoch. 

Enter  Snokb. 

E.  PaL  Speak  softly,  master  constable;  Tve 
brought 
The  very  he-bawd. 

Snore.  Blessing  on  your  heart,  sir ! 
My  watch  are  above  at  TreaTrip,  ^^  for  a 
Black  pudding  and  a  pound  of  Su£fblk  dieese ; 
They'll  ha'  done  stnught:  pray  fetch  him  ta 

me, 
III  call  them  down,  and  lead  him  to  a  by«room» 

Thwack.  PalUitine,  what's  he  ? 

E.  PaL  The  lady's  Stewart,  sir, 
A  sage  philosopher,  and  a  grave  pander. 
One  that  halh  writ  bawdy  sonnets  in  Hebrew, 
And  those  so  well,  that  if  the  rabbins  were 
Alive,  'lis  tbou^t  he  would  corrupt  their  wives. 
Follow  me,  knight. 

Thwack.  Pallatine, 
Half  the  large  treasure  that  I  get  is  yourY 

E.  PaL  Good  faith,  my  friend,  when  you  are 
once  possessed 
'  Of  aU,  'tis  as  your  conscience  will  vcudisafe. 


*♦  Agrifpa  — ComeUui  Agrippa,  who  wrote  cenceming  wonderful  secrets,  &c.        S. 
«  LiitU  JTaMfrMw.— See  the  ballad  Ui  Vt  Pcrcy't  Relifne$  of  Anc'mt  Pottnjt  vol  8.  p.  6-1. 
?♦  Trea  Trfp.-^K  vulgar  game* 
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Thm^ck.  Do*»t  thou  suspect?  HI  stay  here  tiU 
thou  fetch 
A  bible  and  a  cushion,  and  swear  kneehng. 

E.  Pal  My  fairh  shall  rather  coaen  me ;  walk  m 
With  this  philosopher— No  words,  for  he's 
A  Pytliagorean,"  and  professes  silence. 

My  ring,  master  constable 

[S»0BZgkfe$  him  hii  Ring,  and  then 

exit  with  Thwack. 
Here  yet  my  reputation's  safe :  should  he 
Have  beard  of  my  mischance,  and  not  accom- 
panied 
With  this  defeat  upon  hismalf,  hie  n"rth 
And  tyranny  had  been  'bore  humaa  suflferance. 


Now  for  the  lady  Ample;  she,  I  guess, 

Looks  on  me  with  strong  terrent  eyes:  sbcrt 

rich. 
And  could  I  work  her  into  profit,  'twould 
Procure  my  wit  immortal  memory ; 
But  to  be  guU'd !  and  by  such  tnfles  too,     ^ 
Dull  humble  gentlemen,  Uiat  ne'er  drunk  wme 
But  on  some  coronatioo-day,  when  each 
Conduit  pisses  claret  at  the  town  charge. 
Well ;  though  'tis  worse  tliaii  steel  or  amrUe  to 

Digest,  yet  I  have  learned, One  stop  in  a 

Career,  taints  not  a  rider  with  dispaoe ; 
But  may  procure  him  breath  to  wm  the  race. 

[Ent, 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 


Inter  rmiii^  Pallatihe,  Ekcini,  Mbacee, 
Pert;  Pallatine  rtchfy  clothed, 

Eng.  Your  brother's  in  the  house;  the  letter 
which 
I  sent  to  tempt  him  hither,  wrought  above 
The  reach  of  our  desires :  My  lady,  sir. 
He  does  believe  is  sick  to  death,  and  aU 
In  laneuishroeut  for  his  dear  love. 

r.  PaL  Pert  and  Meager,  though  you  have  both 
£ood  faces, 
Thev  must  not  be  seen  here ;  there  is  below 
A  brother  of  mine,  whom,  I  take  it,  you 
Have  used  not  over  tenderly. 

Mea  'Slight,  he  must  needs  remember  us. 

Pert.  We'll  sooner  stay  to  outrface  a  basilisk. 

^rr-t*Tll  S*n^'thecon.«ble;  Morgl.,  i. 

A  priwnef  in  his  hoose ;  toke  order  foi'« 
Release,  as  I  projected ;  bat  do  you  hearf 
Ue  must  not  free  him  till  1  «»■»«•  ,, 

Pert.  Pall,  will  the  doU  ruler  of  the  night,  P^l, 

^^.pJl  'Sta  wife  will,  and  .he's  hi.  conrtable; 
Name  me  but  to  her,  and  she  does  homage. 
Mea.  Enough,  we  will  attend  thee  there. 
Eng.  This  -^«;--  .,  p.„,  ME.C.K. 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine. 
E.  PaL  What's  this?  an  apparitioo,  a  ghost  emr 
broidered  ?  , .       i 

Sure  he  has  got  the  devil  for  his  tailor. 
Y  PaL  Good  morrow,  brother,  morrow. 
£  Pal  You  are  b  glory,  sir ;  I  hke  this  flour- 
ishing.  1 

The  lily,  too,  looks  handsome  for  a  montli , 


But  you,  I  hope,  will  last  out  the  whole  year, 
r.  PaL  What  flourishing?  O  sir,  bdikeyou 
mean 
My  clothes;  they  are  rags,  coarse  homely  np, 

believ't; 
Yet  they  will  serve  for  the  wmter,  sir,  when  1 
Ride  post  in  Sussex  ways. 

.  £.  PaL  This  gaiety  denotes 
Some  solitary  treasure  in  the  pocket, 
And  so  you  may  become  a  lender  too ; 
You  know  I'm  far  from  home. 

F.  PaL  I'll  lend  nothing  but  good  coonsd  and 
vrit.  .     . 

E.  PaL  Why  sure  you  have  no  factors,  sir,  m 
Delph,  . 

Leghorn,  Aleppo,  or  the  Venetian  Isles, 
That  by  their  trafl&c  can  advance  you  thus; 
Nor  do  you  trade  in  the  city  by  retail 
In  our  small  wares;  all  that  you  get  by  law, 
b  but  a  doleful  eiecutioa 
After  arrest;  and  for  your  power  m  court, 
I  know,  your  stockings  being  on,  you  are 
Admitted  in  the  presence. 

r.  PaL  What  does  this  infer,  br 
Men  of  desien  are  chary  of  their  minutes; 
Be  quick  and  subtle. 

E.  PaL  The  inference  is, 
You  prosper  by  my  documents ;  and  what 
You  have  achieved,  must  be  by  your  good  wits. 

r.  PaL  If  you  had  had  a  Sybil  to  your  nnm. 
You  could  not,  sb,  have  aimed  nearer  the  truth. 
I  saw  your  ears  and  bags  were  shut  to  all 
Intents  of  bounty,  therefore  was  enforced 
Into  this  way :  and  'twas  at  first  somewhat 
Against  my  conscience  too. 

E.  Pat  If  not  to  vex 
The  zealous  spirit  in  you,  I  would  know  ''hy  f 

r.  PaL  Good  faith, Fve  searched  record^  Ma 
I  cannot  find 

I  That  Magna  Charta  does  allow  a  subject 
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To  live  by  his  wits :  there  is  no  statute  foi't. 
K  Pat  Your  common  lawyer  was  no  anti- 
quary. 
7.  PaL  And  then,  credit  me,  sir,  the  canons  of 
Hie  church  authorise  no  such  thing. 
E,  PaL  You  have  met  with  a  dull  civilian 

too. 
Y.  PaL  Yety  brother,  these  impediments  can- 
not 
Choke  up  my  way ;  I  must  still  on. 

E.  PaL  And  you  believe  the  stories  of  young 

heirs 
Enforced  to  sign  at  midnight,  to  appease 
The  sword-  man's  wrath,  may  be  out-done  by  you. 

F.  PaL  I  were  unkind  else  to  my  own  good 

parts. 

E,  PaL  And  that  your  wit  has  power  to  tempt 

from  the 
Severe*  grave  bench,  the  aldermen  themselves, 
To  rifle  where  you  please,  for  ncarfs,  feathers, 
And  for  race  nags. 

r.  PaL  It  is  believed,  sir,  in  a  trice. 
JEI.  PaL  And  that  your  wit  can  lead  our  reve- 
rend matrons, 
And  testy  widows  of  fourscore,  to  seal 
(And  io  their  smocks)  for  frail  commodities 
To  elevate  your  punk. 

F.  PaL  All  this,  sir,  is  so  easy. 

My  faith  would  swallow't  though't  had  a  sore 
throat. 

E.  PaL  Give  me  thy  hand.    This  day  Fil  cut 

off  the  entail 
Of  all  my  lands,  and  disinherit  thee. 

F.  PmL  Will  yon,  sir?  I  thank  ye. 

E.  Pal,  But  mark  me,  brother;  for  there's  jus- 

tice in't 
Admits  of  no  reproof:  what  should  you  do 
With  land,  that  have  a  portion  in  your  brain 
Above  all  legacies  or  heritage  ? 

F.  PaL  I  conceive  you. 

E,  PaL  O  to  live  here  in  the  fair  metropolis 
Of  our  great  isle,  a  free  inheritor 

Of  every  modest,  or  voluptuous  wbh 
Thy  voung  desires  can  breathe ;  and  not  obliged 
To  the  plow-man's  toils,  or  lazy  reaper's  sweat ; 
To  make  the  world  thy  farm,  and  every  man 
Less  witty  than  thyself,  tenant  for  life ; 
These  are  the  glories  that  proclaim  a  true 
Philosophy  and  soul,  in  him  that  climbs 
To  reacn  them  with  neglect  of  fame  and  life. 

F.  PaL  He  carries  it  bravely :  As  he  had  felt 
Nothing  that  fits  bis  own  remorse :  but  know. 
Sir  Ea^e,  the  higher  that  you  fly,  the  less 
Yoo  wiU  appear  to  us,  dim-sighted  fowl. 

That  flatter  here  below. — Brother,  farewell, 
Tbey  say  the  lady  of  this  house  groans  for 
Your  lawpi  the  taoM  sick  fool  is  rich,  let  not 


Your  pride  beguile  your  profit.  [Exit, 

E.  PaL  1  suspect  him.    Not  all  the  skill  I  have 
In  reason  or  in  nature,  can  pronounce 
Him  free  from  the  defeat  upon  my  gold 
And  jewels ;  'twas  like  a  brother :  but  for 
His  two  confederates,  though  I  should  meet 
Them  in  a  nust,  darker  than  night  or  southern 

feps 
Produce,  my  eyes  would  be  so  courteous^  sure^ 
To  let  me  know  them. 

Enter  Ample,  carried  in  as  sick  on  a  Couch; 
Lucy,  Engine,  Ginet. 

£11^.  Room  !  more  air !  if  heavenly  ministers 
Have  leisure  to  consider  or  assist 
The  best  of  ladies,  let  them  shew  it  now ! 

Lucy,  How  do  you,  madam  ?  Oh,  I  shall  logo 
The  chief  example  of  mtemal  love, 
Of  gentle  grace  and  feature^  that  the  world 
Did  ever  shew,  to  dignify  our  sex. 

Eng.  Work  on;  1  must  stand  sentinel  be- 
neath. [Exit, 

E.  PaL  Is  her  disease  grown  up  to  such  extre- 
mity? 
Then  it  is  time  I  seem  to  suffer  too, 
Or  else  my  hopes  will  prove  sicker  than  she. 

JLticy.  More  cruel  than  the  panther  on  hit 
prey, 
Why  speak  you  not?  no  comfort  from  your  lips? 
You,  sir,  that  are  the  cause  of  this  sad  hour. 

Gin.  He  stands  as  if  his  legs  had  taken  root; 
A  very  mandrake.^* 

JEI.  PaL  How  comes  it,  lady,  all  these  beauties 
that 
But  yesterday  did  seem  to  teach 
The  spring  to  flourish  and  rejoice,  so  soon 
Are  withered  from  our  sight 

Amp,  It  is  in  vain  to  in(]|uire  the  reason  of 
That  grief,  whose  remedy  is  past :  had  you 
But  felt  so  much  remorse,  or  softness  in 
Your  heart,  as  would  have  made  you  nobly  just 
And  pitiful,  the  mourners  of  this  day 
Had  wanted  then  their  dead  to  weep  upon. 

E.  PaL  Am  I  the  cause?  forbid  it,  g^itie  Heap 
venl 
The  Vilnius  of  our  land,  when  this  is  told. 
Will  raise  the  monumental  building  where 
My  buried  flesh  shall  dwell,  and  throw  my  dust 
Before  the  sportive  winds,  till  I  am  blown 
About  in  parcels,  less  than  eye-sight  can 
Discern. 

Lucy,  She  listens  to  yon,  sir. 

E,  PaL  If  I  am  guil^  of  neglect^ 
Give  me  a  taste  of  duty,  name  how  far 
I  shall  submit  to  love :  the  mind  hath  no 
Desease  above  recovery,  if  we 
Have  courage  to  remove  despair. 


3'  J  vsrjf  iiMndlralto«-*A  plfDi  which  ii  lald  te  poMe«  Uie  flfue  of  ma% 
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Amp,  O  sir,  the  pride  mud  scorns  with  which 
yoo  iSrst 
Did  entertain  mj  passions  and  regard. 
Have  worn  my  easy  heart  away;  my  breast 
Is  emptier  than  mine  eves,  that  have  distilled 
Their  balls  to  funeral  new.    It  is  too  late. 

Xticy.  Ginet,  my  fears  have  in  them  too  much 
prophecy ; 
I  loM  thee  she  would  ne'er  recover. 

Gin.  For  my  poor  part,  I  wish  no  easier  bed 
At  night  than  the  cold  grave  where  she  must  lie. 

Amp,  Luce,  Luce !  intreat  the  gentleman  to  sit 

Xticy.  Sit  near  her,  sir ;  you  hear  her  voice 
grows  weak. 

Amp»  That  you  may  siee  your  scorns  could  not 
persuade 
My  love  to  thoughts  of  daater  or  revenge, 
The  faint  remundei-  of  my  breath  I'll  waste 
In  legacies,  and,  sir,  to  you ;  you  shall 
Have  all  the  laws  will  sufier  me  to  give. 

E.  PtiL  Who,  I  f  sweet  saint,  take  heed  of  your 
last  deeds ; 
Tour  bounty  carries  cunning  murder  in't ; 
I  shall  be  killed  with  kindness,  and  depart 
'Weening,  like  a  fond  infant,  whom  the  nurse 
Would  sooth  too  early  to  his  bed. 

Luey.  Nay,  sir,  no  remedy ;  you  must  have  all; 
Though  you  procured  her  death,  the  world  shall 

not 
Report  sh«  died  beholden  to  you. 

Oin.  Go  to  her,  sir,  she'll  speak  with  you  again. 

Amp.  Sir,  if  mine  eyes,  in  all  their  health  and 

Had  not  the  power  to  warm  you  into  love. 
Where  an*  my  hopes,  now  they  are  dim,  and 


Almost  forgot  the  bene6t  of  lights 

JB.  PaL  Not  love !  lady  !  Queen  of  my  heart ! 
what  oaths 
Or  execrations  can  persuade  your  faith 
IVom  such  a  cruel  jealousy? 

An^.  I'd  have  some  testimony,  sir ;  if  but 
To  assure  the  world,  my  love,  and  bounty  at 
lify  death,  were  both  conferred  on  one  thatshew'd 
So  much  requital,  as  declares  he  was 
Of  gentle  human  race. 

E.P0I.  What  shall  I  dor 
Prescribe  me  dangers  now,  horrid  as  dioee 
Which  midnight  fires  beget  in  cities  overgrown, 
Or  winter  storms  produce  at  sea;  and  try 
How  far  mv  love  will  make  me  venture  to 
Augment  the  esteem  of  youHs. 

Anqt.  That  trial  of  your  love  which  I  request. 
Implies  no  dan^,  sir ;  'tis  not  in  me 
To  uif^e  any  thing,  but  what  your  own  desires 
Would  dbuse. 

E.  PaL  Name  it:  like  eager  mastiflb,  chained 
Prom  the  encounter  of  their  game,  my  hot 
Pierce  appetite  diminisheth  my  strengtli. 

Afi^.  Tis  only  this ;  for  fear  some  other  should 
]Snjoy  you  when  I  am  cold  in  my  last  sleep, 
I  would  intreat  you  to  sit  here,  grqw  sick. 


Languish,  and  die  widi  me. 

E.  Pal  How !  die  with  you  f 

\Take$  "Lvc^  Mt. 
Twere  fit  you  hastened  her  to  write  dowu  ail 
She  can  bestow,  and  in  some  form  of  law : 
I  fear  she's  mad ;  her  senses  are  so  lost, 
She'll  never  find  them  to  her  use  again. 

Lucy.  I  pra^  sir,  why  ? 

J5.  FaL  Did  you  not  hear  what  a  fantastic 
suit 
She  makes,  that  I  would  sit  and  die  with  her? 

Lucy.  Does  this  request  seem  strange?  yoo 
will  do  little 
For  a  lady,  that  deny  to  bring  her 
Onward  her  last  journey ;  or  is't  your  thrift? 
Alas,  you  know,  souls  travel  without  charge. 

E.  PaL  Her  little  skull  is  tainted  too. 

Amp,  Is  he  not  willing.  Luce  ? 

JS.  PaL  My  best,  dear  lady,  I  am  willing  to 
Resign  myself  to  any  thing  but  death. 
Do  not  suspect  my  kindness  now :  in  troth 
I've  business  upon  earth,  will  hold  me  here 
At  least  a  score  or  two  of  yearv ;  but,  when 
That's  done,  I  am  content  to  follow  you< 

Amp,  If  this  persuasion  cannot  reach  at  your 
Consent,  yet  let  me  witness  so  anich  love 
In  you,  as  may  enforce  your  languish  and 
Decay,  for  my  departure  from  your  sieht. 

Lacy.  Can  you  do  less  than  languish  for  her 
death? 
Sit  down  here  and  begin ;  true  sorrow,  sir, 
If  you  have  any  in  your  breast#rill  quickly 
Bnng  you  low  enough. 

E,  PaL  Alas,  good  ladies,  do  you  thii^E  my  luh 
^uishment 
And  grief  is  to  begin  upon  me  now? 
Heaven  knows  how  I  have  pined  and  groaned, 

since  first 
Your  letter  ^ve  me  knowledge  of  the  cause. 

Lucy.  It  IS  not  seen,  sir,  in  your  face. 

E  PaL  My  face !  I  grant  you,  I  bate  mwardly; 
I'm  scorched  and  dried,  with  sighing,  to  a  mum* 

my: 
My  heart  and  liver  are  not  big  enough 
To  choke  a  daw.    A  lamb  laid  on  the  iiUtMin 
A  sacrifice  hath  much  more  entrails  in't.  •^ 

Lttcv.  Yet  still  your  sorrow  alters  not  your  face. 
,  E,  BaL  Why  no,  I  say ;  no  man  that  ever  wss 
Of  nature's  making,  hath  a  face  moulded 
With  less  help  for  hypocrisy  than  mine. 

Gin.  Great  pity,  sir. 

£.  Pal.  Thou^  I  endured  the  diet  and  the 
flux, 
Lay  seven  days  buried  up  to  the  lips  like  a 
Diseased  sad  Indian,  in  warm  sand,  whilst  his 
Afflicted  female  wipes  his  salt  foam  off 
With  her  own  hair,  feeds  him  with  bads  of  gn- 

cum 
For  his  salhid,  and  pulp  of  sllsa  for 
His  bread :  I  say,  all  ^is  endured,  would  not 
Concern  my  face.    Nothing  can  decline  that. 

Amp.  Yet  yo(i  are  osed,  sir,  to  bate  Inwardly? 
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E,  Pal.  More  than  heirs  unlandedy  or  anjoin- 
tured  wives. 

Enter  Engine. 

Eng.  What  shall  we  do?  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift's 

eome  home.  « 

E,  PaL  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift ! 
Xici^r.  My  lady's  guardian,  sir. 
Amp.  He  meets  Uie  expected  hour,  just  to  my 

wish. 
Lucy,  Wliat,  hath  he  brought  a  husband  for 

my  lady  ? 
Eug,  There  is  a  certain  one-legged  gentleman, 
Whose  better  half  of  limbs  is  wood ;  for  whom 
Kind  nature  did  provide  no  hands  to  prevent 
Stealing ;  and,  to  augment  his  gracefuiuess, 
lie's  crooked  as  a  witches  pin. 
Lucy.  Is  he  so  much  wood  ? 
Eng.  So  much,  that  if  my  lady  were  in  health. 
And  married  to  him,  as  her  guardian  did 
Propose,  we  should  have  an  excellent  generation 
Of  hed-staves. 
Lucy.  When  does  lie  come  ? 
Eng,  To-nighr,  if  his  slow  litter  will  consent ; 
For  they  convey  him  tenderly,  lest  his 
Sharp  boues  should  grate  together.    Sir  Pallatine, 
I  wiiih  you  could  escape  my  master's  sight 
E.  PaL  Is  he  coming  hither  ? 
Eng.  He's  at  the  door.   My  lady's  sickness  was 
No  sooner  told  him,  but  he  streight  projects 
To  proffer  her  a  will  of  his  own  making : 
He  means  ^r,  to  be  heir  of  all.    If  he 
Should  see  you  here,  he  would  suspect  my  loyalty, 
And  doubt  you  for  some  cunning  instrument. 
That  means  to  interrupt  his  covetous  hopes. 
E.  PaL  Then  I'll  be  gone. 
Eng,  No,  sir ;  he  needs  must  meet  you  in 
Your  passage  down ;  besides,  it  is  not  fit 
For  you,  and  your  great  hopes,  with  my  depen- 
dency 
On  both,  to  have  you  absent  when  my  lady  dies ; 
I  know  you  must  have  all.    Sir,  I  coiild  wish 
That  we  might  hide  you  here.-— 
Draw  out  the  diest  within,  that's  big  enough 
To  hold  you ;  it  were  dangerous  to  have 
My  lady^  guardian  to  find  yon,  sir. 

[They  draw  in  a  Chest. 
E,  PaL  How !  laid  up  like  a  brush'd  gown, 
under  luck 
And  key !  b^  this  good  light,  not  I. 

Lucy.  O  sir,  if  but  to  save  the  honour  of 
Your  mistress^  fame  t  what  will  he  think  to  see 
So  comely  and  so  streight  a  gentleman 
Converse  here  with  a  lady  in  her  chamber  ? 
And  in  a  time  that  makes  for  his  suspicion  too. 
When  he's  from  home? 

£.  PaL  1  hate  inclosure,  I; 
It  is  the  humour  of  a  distress'd  rat. 
Gm,  It  is  retirement,  sir;  and  yooll  come 
forth 
Agnn  to  sage ! 
Jmp.  Sir  Pallatine ! 

lacy.  Your  lady  calls^  sir;  to  her,  and  be  kind. 
VOL.  I. 


Amp.  Will  yon  permit  the  last  of  all  my  houw 
Should  be  defiled  with  infamy,  proclaimed 
By  lewder  tongues  to  be  unchaste,  even  at 
My  deatb?  What  wiU  my  guardian  guess,  to  find 
You  here  ? 

E.  Pal.  No  more,  I'll  in  ;  but  think  on  t,  g^tle 
lady; 
First  to  bate  inwardly,  and  then  to  have 
My  outward  person  shut  thus  and  enclosed 
From  day'light,  and  your  company;  I  say, 
But  think,  it't  be  not  worse  than  death. 

[He  enters  the  Chest. 
Amp.  Lock  him  up,  Luce,  safe  as  thy  maiden- 
head. 

Enter  Sir  Tyrant  Theift. 
Thrift.  Engine,  where's  my  charge.  Engine,  my 

dear  charge  ? 
Eng.  Sick,  as  I  told  you,  sir ;  and  lost  to  all 
The  hope  that  earthly  med'cine  can  procure; 
Her  physicians  have  taken  their  last  fees. 
And  then  went  hence  shaking  their  empty  heads, 
As  they  had  left  less  brain  than  hope. 

Thrift.  Alas,  poor  charge !  come,  let  me  see 

her.  Engine.  -     t  u 

Lucy.  At  distance,  «r,  I  pray;  for  I  nave 
heard 
Your  breath  is  somewhat  sour  with  overfasting, 

sir. 
On  holiday  eves. 

Thrift.  Ha  !  what  is  she,  Engine? 
Eng.  A  pore  good  soul,  one  that  your  ward 
desired. 
For  love  and  kindred's  sake,  to  have  pear  hor  at 
Her  death ;  she'll  outwatch  a  long  rush  candle. 
And  reads  to  her  all  night  the  posy  of 
Spiritual  flowers. 

Thri^.  Does  she  not  gape  for  legacies? 
Enif.  Fie,  no ;  there's  a  cornelian  ring,  perhaps. 
She  aims  at,  cost  ten  groats ;  or  a  wrought  smock, 
My  lady  made  now  'gainst  her  wedding,  sir ; 
Trifles,  which  maids  desire  to  weep  upon 
With  funeral  tale%  after  a  midnight  posset. 
Thrift.  Thou  said'st  below,  she  hath  made  me 

her  heir. 
Eng.  Of  all,  even  to  her  slippers  and  her  pins. 
Amp.  Luce,  inethought,  Luce,  I  heard  my  guar- 
dian's voice. 
Eng.  It  seems  her  senses  are  grown  warm 
again ; 
Your  presence  will  recover  her. 

Thrift.  Will  it  recover  her?  then  I'll  l>e  gone. 
Eng.  No,  sir ;  she'll  streight  grow  cold  again. 
On,  on ; 
She  looks  that  you  would  speak  to  her. 

Thrift.  Alas,  poor  chaise !  I  little  thought  to 
see 
This  doleful  day ! 

Amp.  We  all  are  mortal,  sir. 
Thrift.  I've  taken  care  and  labour  to  provide 
J  A  husband  for  thee;  he's  in's  litter  now, 
1  Hastening  to  town ;  a  fine  young  gentleman, 
I  Only  a  little  rumpled  in  the  womb, 
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With  falls  his  mother  took  after  his  making. 

Amp*  Death  is  my  husbaud  now ;  but  yet  I 
thaok 
You  for  your  tender  pains,  and  wish  you  would 
Continue  it,  in  quiet  governing  my  legaeies* 
When  I  am  past  tha  power  to  see  it,  sir, 
You  shall  enjoy  all. 

Thrift,  This  will  occasion  more  church  build- 
ing, 
And  raising  of  new  hospitals ;  there  were 
Enow  before ;  but,  Chsiirge,  you*ll  have  it  so. 

Amp,  Vi\  make,  sir,  one  request ;  which  I  have 
hope 
You'll  grant,  in  thankfulness  to  all  my  bounty. 

Thr^h  O,  dear  Charge !  any  thing :  your  cou- 
sin here 
6hall  witness  the  consent  and  act. 

Amp*  Because  I  would  not  have  my  vanities 
Remain,  as  fond  examples,  to  peniuade 
An  iroiution  in  tbo!»c  ladies  that 
Succeed  my  youthful  pride  i'tl)e  town :  my  plumes, 
Fantastic  flowers,  and  chains;  my  hauv^hty  rich 
EmbroiderieSi  my  gaudy  gowns,  and  wanton  jewels, 
I  have  locked  within  a  chesL 

Luct/,  There,  sir,  there  the  chest  stands. 

Amp.  And  I  desire  it  may  be  buried  with  me. 

Thrift.  Engine,  take  care,  Engine,  to  see  it  done. 

Amp,  Now,  sir,  I  beseech  ypu  leave  nie :  for 
'twill 
But  make  my  death  more  sorrowful,  thus  to 
Continue  my  converse  with  one  I  so 
Jlrluch  love,  and  must  forsake  at  last. 

'Thrift.  Alack,  alack  !—  Bury  her  to-night.  En- 
gine. 

Eng.  Not,  sir,  unless  she  dies.   Iler  ancestors 
Have  sojourned  locp  here  in  St  BartholWws, 
And  there's  a  vault  I'the  parish  church,  kept  only 
For  her  family ;  she  must  be  buried  there. 

Thrift,  Aye^  Engine,  aye :  and,  let  me  see ;  the 
church. 
Thou  know'st,  joins  to  ray  house ;  a  good  preven- 
tion 
From  a  large  walk;  'twill  save  the  chai^  of 
torch-light. 

Eng.  What  fuueral  guests?  the  neighbours,*  sir, 
will  look 
To  be  invited. 

Thrift.  No  more  than  will  suffice 
To  carry  down  the  corpse;  and,  thou  know'st, 

Engine, 
She  is  no  great  weight. 

^a^.  And  what  to  entertain  them,  sir? 

Thrift,  A  little  rosemary,  which  thou  may'»t 
steal 
From  the  Temple  garden ;  and  as  many  comfits 
As  might  serve  to  christen  a  watchman's  bastard : 
Twill  be  enough. 

Kng,  This  will  not  do ;  your  citizen 
Is  a  most  fierce  devourer,  sir,  of  plumbs : 
Six  will  destroy  as  many  as  can  make 
A  banquet  for  an  army. 

Thrift.  I'll  have  no  more.  Engine, 


ril  have  no  more :  nor,  d*  you  hear,  ao  bunit 

wine; 
I  do  not  like  this  drinking  healths  to  the  xtntmaq 
O*  the  dead ;  it  is  prophane. 

En^,  You  are  obeyed : 
But,  sir,  let  me  advise  you  now,  to  trust 
The  care  and  benefit  of  all  your  fate 
Presents  you  in  this  house,  to  xs^y  discretioa; 
And  get  you  instantly  to  horse  agiiin. 

Thrift,  Wh^,  Engine?  speak. 

£19^.  In  brief:  yon  know,  that  all 
The  writings  which  concern  your  ward's  estate 
Lie  at  her  lawyer's,  fifteen  miles  from  hence. 
Your  credit,  he  not  knowing,  sir,  she's  sick. 
Will  easily  tempt  them  to  your  own  possession: 
Which,  once  enjoyed,  you're  free  from  all  litigi- 
ous suits 
His  envy  might  incense  her  kindred  ta 

Thrift,  Enouah,  Engine ;  I  am  gone. 

Eng.  If  you  ^uld  meet  the  crooked  lover  in 
Uis  litter,  sir,  (as  'tis  your  own  road) 
You  may  persuade  lum  move  like  a  crab,  back- 
ward; 
For  here's  no  reixture-but  with  worms. 

Thrift.  1'is  well  thou^^ht  on.  Engine;  fareivell, 
Engine: 
Be  faithful,  and  be  rich. 

Eng,  My  breedimit  and 
Good-manners,  sir,  teach  me  t' attend  your  bounty.. 

Thrift,  But,  Engine,  I  could  wish  slie  would  be 
sure 
To  die  to-night. 

Eng,  Alas,  good  soul !  I'll  undertake 
She  shall  do  any  thiug  to  please  you,  sir. 

[fJxiY  Thrift. 

Amp.  Engine,  thou  hast  wrought  above  the  power 
Of  accident  or  art 

Eng.  If  you  consider't  with  a  just 
And  Ub'ral  brain  :  first,  to  prevent 
The  access  and  tedious  vi&its  of  the  fiend. 
His  love- sick  monster;  and  then  ri«l  him  henoe 
Upon  a  journey,  to  preser\*e  this  house 
Empty,  and  free  to  celebrate  the  rest 
Of  our  designs. 

Lucy,  lliis.  Engine,  is  thy  holiday. — 

I^Li  CY  knoQk$  at  the  Cbot, 
What  boa !  Sir  Pallatme,  are  you  within  ? 

E,  FuL  Is  Sir  Tyrant  Thrilt  gone  ?  open,  Mj; 
open. 

Lucy,  The  casement,  sir,  I  will  a  little,  to 
Increase  your  witship's allowance  of  air; 

[Opent  a  wicktt  at  th^  end  <rf  ike  Chest* 
But  th'  troth,  for  liberty  of  limbs,  you  mi^ 
As  soon  expect  it  in  a  galley,  sir, 
After  six  murders  and  «  rape. 

E.  PuL  How !  lady  of  the  lawn? 

Lucy,  Sir  Launcelot, 
You  may  believ'^  if  your  discreet  fiuth  please. 
This  tenement  is  cheap;  her«  yon  shall  dwell, 
Keep  home,  and  be  no  wanderer. 

E,  Pal  The  pox  take  me  if  I  &k«  tbia;  wt^ 
when 
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Til'  tdrice  of  th*  ancients  is  bnf  asked,  theyll  say 
I  am  now  worse  than  in  tlie  state  of  a  bawd. 

Eng,  D'_you  know  this  lady,  sir? 

£.  PaL  The  Lady  Ample  ! 
Her  veiPs  off  too,  and  in  the  lusty  garb 
Of  health  and  merriment !  Now  shall  I  grow 
^s  modest  as  a  snail,  that  in's  affliction 
Shrinks  up  himself  and  s  horns  into  bis  shell, 
Ashamed  stiK  to  be  seen. 

Jmp,  Co«Mst  thoQ  betteTe, 
Thou  bearded  bobe,  thou  dull  ingenderer, 
Male  rather  in  the  back  than  in  the  brain. 
That  I  could  sicken  for  thy  love  f  for  the  cold 
iocicty  of  a  thin  northern  wit?     fE.  Pal.  singi, 

E.ra.  Then  Tfojans^^  wailf  with  great  remoruy 
The  Greeks  are  locked  C  the  wooden  horte. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine. 

Lacy,  Pal!,  come  in.  Pall,  'tis  dtme;  the  spa- 
cious man 
Of  land  IS  now  contented  with  his  own  length. 
Amp,  Tour  brother's  come  to  see  you,  sir. 

E.  PaL  Brother !  mad  girls  these !  couldst  thoo 

befiev't,  sirrah  ? 
I  am  coffined  up  like  a  salmon  pie, 
.  New  sent  from  De*n$hire  for  a  token.    Come, 
Break  up  the  chest. 

F.  PaL  Stay,  brother;  whose  chest  is  it  ? 

E,  PaL  Thon'It  ask  more  questions  than  a  con- 

stable 
In's  sleep ;  p?ythee  dispatch. 

F.  Pal,  Brother,  I  can 

But  mark  the  malice  and  the  envy  of 
Your  nature ;  I  am  no  soouer  exalted 
To  rich  possessions  and  a  glorious  roein, 
But  straight  yon  tempt  me  to  a  forfeiture 
Of  all ;  to  commit  felony,  break  open  chests. 

£.  FaL  O  for  Dame  ratietkce,  the  fool's  mis- 
tress! 

F.  PaL  Brother,  yon  hare  prayed  well ;  Hea- 
ven send  her  you : 
Ton  must  forsake  your  own  ftiir  fertile  soil. 
To  live  here  by  your  wits. 

Lacy,  And  dream,  sir,  of 
Enjoying  goodly  bdtes  six  yards  high. 
With  satin  trains  behind  tliem,  ten  yards  long. 

Amp,  Clothed  all  in  purple,  and  embroidered 
with 
Embossments  wrought  in  imagery,  the  works 
Of  the  ancient  poets  drawn  into  similitude, 
And  cunning  shape. 

Gin,  And  this  attained,  sir,  by  your  wits. 

F.  Pal.  Nothing  could  please  your  haughty 
palate,  but 
The  muscatelli,  and  Frontiniac  grape; 


'  Your  T«rin  and  yonr  Tuscan  real ;  wi  A  red 
'  Legged  partridge  of  the  Genoa  bills. 

Eng,  With  your  broad  liver  o*  the  Venetian 
goose. 
Fattened  by  a  Jew ;  and  youraged  cafp, 
Bred  i'  the  Geneva  lake. 
Jmp*  Lucy,  Gin*  All  thia  nudotainedy  sir,  by 

your  wits. 
Eng,  And  then  you  talked^  sir,  of  your  snails 
ta'en  from 
The  dewy  marble  ffoarries  of  Carrara, 
And  soused  in  Lucca  oil;  with  cream  of  Switzer 

land. 
And  Genoa  paste. 

F.  PaL  Your  angeli>tf  of  Brie ;  ^ 
Your  Marsolini,  and  Pannasan  of  Lcxli ; 
Your  Malamucka  melons,  and  Cidlian  datet^ 
And  then  to  close  yonr  proud  voluptuous  maw. 
Marmalade,  made  by  the  cleanly  nuns  of  Lisbon. 
Amp,  Lucy.  Gin.  And  still  thus  feasted  by  your 

wits.  / 

E.  PaL  Deafened  with  tyranny !  b  there  no 

end? 
Amp,  Yes,  sir,  an  end  of  you ;  you  shalibe  now 
Conveyed  into  a  close  dark  vault ;  there  keep 
My  silent  grandsire  company,  and  all 
The  musio  of  your  groans*  engross  to  your  own 
ears. 

E,  PaL  How  1  buried,  and  alive ! 

F.  PaL  Brother,  your  hand. 

Farewell ;  Tm  for  the  north :  the  fame  of  this 
Your  voluntary  death,  «\ill  there  he  thought 
Pure  courtesy  to  roe ;  I  mean  to  take 
Possession,  sir,  and  patiently  converse 

With  all  those  hinds,  those  herds,  and  flocks, 
That  you  disdained  in  fulness  of  your  wiL 
Lucy,  Help,  Pall,  to  cai'ry  him;  he  tAktB  it 

heavily. 
E,  PaL  ril  not  endur*t :— fini !  murder !  fire  I 
treason ! 
Murder !  treason  !  fire ! 

Amp,  Alas,  you  are  not  heard ; 
The  hiouse  contains  none  but  ourselves. 

[Eateuntf  carrying  out  theChett. 

Enter  Thwack,  Pert,  Meager. 
Pert.  We  bring  you,  sir,  commends  from  Pal- 

latine. 
Thwack,  I  had  as  lieve  y'  had  brought  it  from 
the  devil. 
Together  with  his  horns  boiled  to  a  jelly, 
For  a  cordial  against  lust. 
Mea.  We  mean  the  Younger  Pallatine;  one, 
Mr, 
That  loves  yonr  peraon,  and  lamentt  this  ohaoce. 


'^  Then  TroJanSf  ^c, — Two  lines  of  an  ancient  ballad. 

^  Ttur  ang€ltt»  of  Brid^^lnmer,  in  Ms  IStyaM»l«gicoB,  voce  Angelot,  says,  that  the  cheese  known  by 
that  name  it  brought  from  Normandy  ;  and  he  supposes  it  to  have  been  so  called  from  some  person  of  the 
i  of  Angelot  or  Aogelo,  who  firbt  made,  and  perhaps  Impressed  it  with  hit  own  name,  or  mark. 
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Which  hil  false  brother  hath  cxpd«ed  jou  to. 

F^rt,  And,  as  we  told  you,  sir,  by  his  com- 
mand, 
We  have  compounded  with  the  constable, 
In  whose  dark  house  youVe  now  a  prisoner. 
But,  sir,  take't  on  my  faith,  you  must  disburse; 
Por  gold  is  a  restorative,  as  well 
To  liberty  as  health.  ^' 

Thwack,  And  you  believe, 
It  seems,  that  your  small,  tiny  officer 
Will  take  his  unction  in  the  palm,  as  lovingly 
As  your  exalted  grandee,  that  awes  all 
With  hideous  voice  and  face  ? 

Tert,  Even  so  the  moderns  render  it. 

Thwack,  But,  gentlemen,  you  ask  a  hundred 
pounds; 
Tis  all  IVe  left. 

Pert,  Sir,  do  but  think  what  a 
Prodigious  blemish  it  will  be,  both  to 
Your  mgenuity  and  fame,  to  be 
Betrayed  by  one,  that  is  believed  no  wittier  tlian 
Yourself,  and  lie  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 

Thwack.  Sir,  name  it  not;  you  kill  me  through 
the  ear: 
I'd  rather,  sir,  you*d  take  my  mother  from 
Her  grave,  and  put  her  to  do  penance  in 
Her  winding-sheet.    There  is  the  sum. 

Med,  ni  in,  sir,  and  discharge  voit. 

[Exit  Mf.ager. 

Thwack,  These  carnal  mulcts  and  tributes  are 
designed 
Only  to  such  vain  people  as  hare  land  ; 
Are  you  and  your  friend  landed,  sir  ? 

Pert,  Such  land  as  we  can  share,  sir,  in  the  map. 

Thwack.  Lo  you  there  now!   These  live  by 
their  wits : 
Whv  should  not  I  take  the  next  key  I  meet. 
And  open  this  great  head,  to  try  if  there 
be  any  brains  left,  but  sour  curds  and  plumb- 
broth  ! 
Cozened  in  my  youth;  cozened  in  my  age ! 
Sir,  do  you  judge,  if  I  have  cause  to  curse 
This  false  inhuman  town.  When  I  was  young, 
I  was  arrested  for  a  stale  commodity 
Of  nut-crackers,  long  gigs,  and  casting-tops : 
Now  I  am  old,  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 

^eirt.  These  are  sad  tales. 

Thwack,  I  will  write  down  to  the  countrjy  to 
dehort** 
The  gentry  ffom  comyig  hither,  letters 


Of  strange  dire  news;  yon  shall  disperse  tb^ 
sir. 
Pert.  Most  faithfully. 

Thwack,  That  there  are  lents  six  years  k>ng, 
proclaimed  by  the  state  i 
That  our  French  and  Deal  wines  are  poisoned  so 
With  brimstone,  by  the  Hollander,  that  they 
Will  only  serve  for  med'dne,  to  recover 
Children  of  the  itch  :  and  there  is  not  left 
Sack  enough  to  mull  for  a  parson's  cold. 
Pert.  'Diis  needs  must  terrify. 
Thwack.  That  our  theatres  are  razed  down; 
and  where 
They  stood,  hoarse  midiught  lectures  preached 

by  wives 
Of  combhmakers,  and  midwives  of  Tower-wharf. 
Pert.  Twill  take  impregnably. 
Thwack,  And  that  a  new  plantation,  sir,  mark 
me. 
Is  made  i*  the  Coven t  Garden,  from  the  sutlery 
O*  the  German  camps  and  the  suburbs  of  Parb ; 
Where  such  a  salt  disease  reigns,  as  will  make 
Sassafras  dearer  than  unicorns'  horn. 

Pert.  This  cannot  chuse  but  fright  the  gentry 
hence. 
And  more  impoverish  the  town,  than  a 
Subversion  of  their  fair  of  Bartholomew, 
The  absence  of  the  terms  and  court. 

Thwack,  You  shall,  if  my  projections  thrive,  in 
less, 
Sir,  than  a  year,  stable  your  horses  in 
The  New  Lxchange,  and  graze  them  in  the  Old. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatise,  Meager,  Quea- 
sy, Snore,  Mrs  Snore. 

Per^  Jog  off;  there's  Pall,  treating  for  your 

lilierty. 
Y,  Pal.  The  canopy,  the  hangings,  and  the 
bed. 
Are  worth  more  than  your  rent;  come,  you're 

overpaid ; 
Besides,  the  gentleman's  betrayed ;  he  is  no  bawd. 

Snore,  Truly,  a  very  civil  gentleman ; 
'Las,  he  hath  only  roared,  and  sworn,  and  caned. 
Since  he  was  ta'en ;  no  bawdry,  I'll  assure  ye. 
Mr$  Snore,  Gossip  Queasy,  what  a  good'yer^ 

would  ye  have  ? 
Quea,  I  am  content,  if  you  and  I  were  friends. 
Y.P^L  Come,  come,  agree;  'tis  I  that  e?er 
bleed, 


♦'  For  gold  i$  a  restorative^  as  tseU 

To  liberty  as  health — Anthony  Wood  eays,  that  Dr  William  Butler,  the  great  phj'sician  of  Cambrid^, 
coming  to  visit  Francis  Tresbaro,  **  as  his  fashion  was,  gave  him  a  piece  of  very  pure  gold  to  pat  in  bis 
niooth ;  and  upon  taking  out  that  gold,  Butler  said  he  was  poisoned." — 1.  MhetuD  Oxon.  3^9.  |\>labie 
gold  appears  to  have  been  a  considerable  article  in  the  Materia  Medica.  In  Baker's  Practice  of  the  sea 
and  old  Phisick^  1599,  p.  440,  &c.  it  is  esteemed  a  specific  in  a  vast  number  of  disorders,  j 

♦*  Dehort — i.  e.  advise  a^inst,  to  dinuade.     S. 

^3  Good  *yer—See  notes  on  King  Lear^  by  Sir  Thomas  Haomer  and  Dr  Farmer,  vol.  9.  p.  547.  tiit 
|778.    8,  ' 
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Apd  suffer  id  your  wars. 
Mn  Snare,  Sweet  Master  Pallatine,  hear  ipe 
hot  speak ; 
Ha?e  I  not  often  siud,  Why,  neighbour  Queasy, 
Come  to  ray  bouse :  besides,  your  daughter  Mall, 
YoQ  know,  bst  pompion-time,  din^  with  ine 

thrice. 
When  my  child's  best  yellow  stockings  were  mis- 
sing. 
And  a  new  pewter  porringer,  marked  with  P.  L. 
Snore.  Aye,  for  Elizabeth  Snore. 
Mrt  Snore.  The  pewterer  that  mariced  it  was 

my  uncle. 
Quea.  Why,  did  my  daughter  steal  your  goods  ? 
Mrs  Snore.  You  hear  me  say  nothing;    but 
there  is 
As  bad  as  this,  I  warrant  you,  learnt  at 
The  bakehouse :  Fll  have  no  ove;n  o'  mine  own 
shortly. 
F.  Pal.  Come,  no  more  words ;  there's  to  re- 
concile you, 
In  burnt  wine  and  cake :  go,  get  you  all  in ; 
I'm  full  of  busness  and  strange  mystery. 

[Exeunt  Snore,  Mrs  Shore,  Queasy. 
Mea.  A  hundred,  Pall ;  'twas  all  his  store ;  it 
lies 
Here,  my  brave  boy,  warm  and  secure  in  pouch. 
Fert.   Well  share't  anon.— What  need  you 
blush,  sir  Morglay, 
like  a  maid  newly  undone  in  a  dark 
Eotiy  ?  there  are  disasters,  sure,  as  bad 
As  yoor's,  recorded  in  the  city  annals. 

Tkwmck.  Your  brother  is  a  gentleman  of  a 
Most  even  and  blessed  composition,  sir; 
His  very  blood  is  made  of  holy  water. 
Less  salt  than  almond-milk. 

Y.  PaL  My  silly  reprehensions  were  despised; 
Y*  would  be  his  disciple,  and  follow  him 
In  a  new  path,  unknown  to  his  own  feet ; 
Yet  IVe  walked  in  it  since,  and  prospered,  as 
Yon  see,  without  or  land  or  tenement. 

nkwack.  Tis  possible  to  live  by  our  wits,  that  is 
As  evident  as  light ;  no  human  learning 
Shall  advise  me  from  that  faith. 

F.  PaL  Sir  Knight,  what  will  you  g^ve,  worthy 
my  brain 
And  me,  if,  after  a  concealment  of 
Yoor  present  shame,  I  can  advise  how 
T*  atcnieve  such  store  of  wealth  and  treasure  as 
Shall  keep  you  liere,  the  exemplar  glory  of 
The  towD)  a  long  whole  year,  without  relief 


Or  charge  from  your  own  rents  ?  This^  I  take  it^ 
Was  the  whole  pride,  at  which,  some  few  days 

since. 
Your  fancy  aimed. 

Thwack.  This  wasy  sir,  in  the  hours 
Of  haughtiness  and  hope ;  but  now — 

F.  PaL  rU  do't,  whilst  my  poor  brother,  toe^ 
Low  and  declined,  shall  see  ana  envy  it. 

7%wack.  Live  in  full  port ;  observed  and  won- 
dered at ; 
Wine  ever  flowing  in  large  Saxon  romekins^ 
About  my  board ;  with  your  9o(i  sarsnet  smock 
At  night ;  and  foreign  mu«c  to  entrance? 

I.  PaL  All  this, and  more  than  thyinvendoa 
can 
Invite  thee  to. 

Thwack.  Ill  make  thee  heir  of  my 
Estate ;  take  my  right  hand,  and  your  two  frieadi 
For  witnesses. 

Y.PaL  Enough;  hear  me  with  haste? 
The  lady  Ample  s  dead.— Nay,  there  are  things 
Ilave  chanced  since  your  concealment  far  more 

fit 
For  wonder,  sir,  than  this :  out  of  a  silly  piety, 
'F  avoid  a  thirst  of  gold  and  gaudy  pride 
r  the  world,  she  hath  buried  with  her  in  a  ches^ 
Her  jewels  and  her  cloaths :  besides,  as  I'm 
Informed  by  Luce,  my  wise  intelligence. 
Five  thousand  pounds  iu  gold ;  a  legacy. 
Left  by  her  aunt,  more  than  her  guardian  knew. 
Thwack.  Well,  what  of  this? 
F.  Pal.  Yourself  and  I,  joined,  sir,  in  a  most 
firm 
And  loyal  league,  may  rob  this  chest; 
TJiwack.  Marry,  and  will. 
F.  PaL  Then,  when  your  promise  is  but  rati- 
fied. 
Take  all  the  treasure  for  your  own  expenoe. 
JTiwack.  Come,  let  us  go ;  my  fingers  bum  till 
they 
Are  telling  it;  the  night  will  grow  upon's. 
Only  you  and  I,  Fll  not  trust  new  faces; 
Dismiss  these  gentlemen. 

F.  PaL  At  the  next  street,  wr. 
I%wack.  This  is  at  least  a  giro  *^  of  fortunev 
if 
Not  a  fair  smile.  Fm  still  for  my  old  problem — 
Since  the  living  rob  me.  111  rob  the  dead. 

F.  PaL  On,  my  delicious  Pert ;  now  is  the  time 
To  make  oar  purses  swell,  and  spirits  climb. 

[Exeunt  omnex. 


^  iSomeHM'-Perhaps  the  same  as  the  modem  rammer.    S. 

*^  OIra,  i.  e.  ^rta*— The  word  is  always  bo  prononnced  in  Scotland  and  the  northern  parts  of  England. 
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ACT  V. 


SCEM£L 

JBfi/fr  Y0U5CE11  Pallatiwe,  AiiPtB,LucT,  "Ev* 
civZfVnthaTifrch, 

F.  PaL  Engine^  draw  out  the  chest,  and  ope 
the  wicket ; 
Let  Of  DOC  hinder  him  the  air,  aioce  'tis 
Becone  his  food. 

E,  PaL  Who's  there  ?  what  are  yon  ^  speak. 
Amp.  A  brace  of  mourning  vii^ns^  sir,  that, 

had 
You  died  in  love,  and  in  jrour  wits,  would  now 
Have  brought  roses  aad  hlies,  buds  of  the  brier, 
And  summer  pinks,  to  strew  upon  your  hearse^ 
JE.  PaL  Then  you  resolve  me  dead  i 
Lucy,  'Twere  ^ood  that  you  would  so  reselve 
yourself. 

F.  PaL  She  counsels  you  to  wise  and  severe 

thoughts; 
Why,  you  are  no  more  roortiEed  than  men 
That  are  about  to  dance  the  morrice. 

£.  PaL  Ladiei,  and  brother  tooy  (whom  I  b^ 

To  worship  now)  for  tenderness  of  heart. 
Can  you  believe  I  am  so  leaden,  stupid. 
And  so  very  a  fish,  to  think  you  dare 
Thus  murder  me  ki  bravery  of  mirth? 
Yott  have  ^one  lar :  part  of  my  suflTraace  I 
Confess  a  justice  to  me. 

Amp.  O,  do  you  so  ? 
Hath  your  heart  and  braia  met  upon  that  point. 
And  rendered  you  silly  to  your  own  thoughts? 

E,  PaL  Somewhat  mistaken  i'  the  projection  of 
My  jottmey  hither :  three  hours  in  a  chest, 
AmoDf^  the  dead,  will  profit  more  than  thre* 
Years  m  a  study,  'mongst  fathers,  schoolman. 
And  philosophers. 

Y.  PaL  And  you*re  persuaded  now,  that  there 
is,  relative 
To  the  maintaioiag  nf  a  poor  younger  brother, 
Sofloethiag  beside  his  wito  ? 

E,  PaL  Tis  so  conceived. 

Amp.  And  that  we  ladies  of  the  town,  or  court, 
Have  not  sach  waxen  hearts,,  that  every  beam 
Froos  a  hot  ktver^s  eye  can  melt  them  through 
Our  breasu? 

JB.  PaL  Faith,  'tis  imagined  too. 

Lvcy. That,  though  the  unruly  appetites  of  some 
Perverted  few  of  our  frail  sex  have  made 
Them  yield  their  honours  to  unlawful  love; 
Yet  there  is  no  such  want  of  you  male  sinners, 
As  should  constrain  them  hire  you  to*t  with  gold  ? 

J5.  PaL  YouVe  taught  me  a  new  music ;  I  am 
all 
Consent  and  concordance. 

Eng.  And  that  the  nimble  packing  hand,  the 
swift 
Disordered  shuffle,  or  the  slur ;  or  his 
More  base  employment,  tliat  with  youth  and  ap 
Kteroal  back,  encoders  for  his  bread ; 


Do  all  belong  to  men,  that  nay  be  said 
To  live,  sir,  by  their  sins,  not  by  their  witt? 

E,  PaL  Sir,  whom  I  love  not,  nor  desire  to  lofe^ 
I  am  of  your  mind  too. 

F.  PaL  Madam,  a  fair  conversion ;  'tjs  now  fit 
I  sue  unco  you  for  his  liberty. 

Amp*  Alas,  he  hath  so  profited  in  this 
Retirement,  that  I  fear  he  will  not  willingly 
Come  out 

KPaL  Olady,donbtitnot;  opea  the  chest 

Amp,  A  little  patience,  sir. 

Enter  Giset. 


Gin.  Madam,  we  are  undone ;  your  goanTian  is 
At  door,  knockine  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
All  his  dead  neighbours  in  the  church. 

Amp,  So  soon  returned  f  it  is  not  midnight  yet 

Eng.  1  know  the  bait  that  tempts  him  back 
with  such 
Strange  haste ;  and  have,  according  to  your  will. 
Provided,  madam,  to  betray  his  hopes. 

Amp,  Excelleiit  Engine ! 

Eng,  This  key  conveys  you  through  the  chan- 
cel to 
The  house  gallery :  my  way  lies  here :  I*It  let 
Elim  in,  and  try  how  our  design  will  relish* 

[EjcU  Ekgine. 

Amp,  Come,  strait  is  decreed  in  our  wise  coun- 

You  mu^t  be  laid  some  distance  from  this  place. 
K  PaL  Pray  save  your  labour,  madam,  111 

come  forth. 
Amp,  No,  sir,  not  yet. 

E,  PaL  Brother,  a  cast  of  your  voice. 

F.  PaL  She  hatk  the  key,  brother;  'tis  but  aa 
liour's 

Dark  contemplation  more. 

E,  PaL  Madam,  bear  me  speak. 

Amp,  Nay,  no  beginning  of  orations  now ; 
This  is  a  time  of  great  dispatch  and  haste ; 
We  have  more  plots  than  a  gieneral  i<i  a  siege. 
[Exeunt,  carrying  out  the  Chat, 

Enter  Thrift,  EKcrHc. 

JElAg.  None  of  the  writings,  sir !  and  yet  pei* 
plex 
Yourself  with  so  much  speed  in  a  return  ? 

Thrift,  The  lawyer  was  from  home ;  but.  En- 
gine, I 
Had  hope  to  have  prevented  by  my  haste. 
Though  not  her  funeral,  yet  the  funeral  of 
The  chest ;  Ah,  dear  Engine,  tell  me  but  why 
So  much  pure  innocent  treasure  should  be 
Thus  thrown  into  a  dark  fbrget^lness. 

Eng,  I  thought  I  had  encouniertcf  Ids  rateoti. 

{Auiu 
All,  sir,  that  law  allowed  her  bounty  to 
Bestow,  is  your's;  but  for  the  chest^  trust  me^ 
Tis  buried,  sir ;  the  key  is  here,  sir,  of  no  use. 

Thrift,  Hah|  Engine,  give  it  mo. 
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Eng.  And,  8tr,  to  vex  your  meditation  more. 
Though  not  with  manners,  yet  with  truth ;  know 

there 
Is  hidden  in  that  chest  a  plenteous  heap 
Of  gold,  tof^ther  with  a  rope  of  most 
Inestimable  pearl,  left  by  her  late 
Dead  aunt,  by  will,  and  kept  from  your  discovery. 
Tkrift,  Is  this  true,  Engine? 
Eng,  That  precise  chit,  Luce,  her  oousin  pu- 
ritan. 
Was  at  the  interring  oPt ;  concealed  it  till 
The  funeral  forms  were  past ;  and  then,  forsooth. 
She  boasted  that  it  was  a  pious  means 
To  avoid  covetous  desires  i'  the  world. 
Thrift.  These  funeral  tales,  Engine,  are  sad 
iudeed; 
Able  to  raelt  an  eye,  though  liarder  than 
That  heart,  which  did  consent  to  so  much  cruelty 
Upon  the  harmless  treasure. 
Eng.  I  mourn  within,  sir,  too. 
Thrift.  Give  me  the  key  that  leads  me  from 
my  house 
Unto  the  chancel  door. 
Eng,  Tis  very  late,  sir;  whither  will  you  go? 
Thrift,  Never  too  late  to  pray;  my  heart  is 

heavy. 
Eng.  Where  shall  I  wait  you,  sir  ? 
Thrift,  At  my  low  gallery  door;  I  may  chance 

stay  long. 
Eng.  This  takes  me  more  than  all  the  kind- 
ness fortune 
Ever  shewed  me ;  a  decent  transmutation ; 
I  am  uo  more  your  steward,  but  your  spv. 

\Ex€unt. 

Enter    Younger  Pallatine,  Pert,  Meager, 
Smore,  and  Watchmen, 

F.  FaL  There,  there's  more  money  for  your 
watch;  mcthinks 
They've  not  drunk  wiue  enough;  they  do  not 
chirp. 
Snore.  Your  wine  mates  them,  ^  they  under- 
stand it  not; 


But  they  have  very  good  capacity  in  ale ; 
Ale,  sir,  will  heat*em  more  than  your  beef  brcwis.*' 
r.  Pal  Well,  let  them  have  ale,  then. 
Snore.  O  sir,  *twill  make  'em  sing  like  the  silk* 
knitters 
Of  Cock-lane. 

Y,  PaL  Meager,  go  you  to  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift's 
house ; 
Luce  and  the  lady  are  alone,  they  will 
Have  cause  to  use  your  diligence ;  make  haste; 
Mea,  Your  dog  tied  to  a  bottle  shall  not  out* 
run  me.  [Eiit» 

Y.  Pal.  Pert,  stoy  you  here  with  roaster  con- 
stable ; 
And,  when  occasion  calls,  see  that  you  draw 
Your  lusty  bill-men  forth,  bravely  advanced 
Under  the  colours  of  queen  Ample,  and 
Myself,  her  general. 

Pert.  If  ale  can  fortify,  fear  not    Where's 

Sir  Morglay  ? 
F.  PaL  I'm  now  to  meet  him  i*  the  church- 
yard ;  the  old  blade 
Skulks  there  like  a  tame  filcher,  as  he  had 
Ne'er  stolen  'hove  egj^s  from  market-women, 
Ilobb'd  an  orchard,  or  a  cheese-lofk. 
Snore.  We'll  wait  your  worship  in  this  corner. 
Y.  PaL  No  stirring,  till  I  either  come  or  send. 
Snore,  Pray  sir,  let's  not  suy  long :  'tb  a  cold 
night ; 
And  I  have  nothing  on  my  bed  at  home. 
But  a  thin  coverlid,  and  my  wife's  sey  petticoat : 
She*ll  ne*er  sleep,  poor  soul,  till  I  come  home 
To  keep  her  warm. 

Y.  PaL  Yon  shall  be  sent  for  straight: 
Be  merry,  my  dull  sons  o'  the  night,  and  chirp. 

[Exit. 
Snore,  Come,  neighbour  Runlet;  sighing  pays 
no  rent. 
Though  the  land-lady  be  in  love :  sing  out 

Tliey  sing  a  catch  in  four  parts. 

With  lanlhorn  on  stall ;  at  Trea  Trip  **  me  play, 
For  ale,  c/ieese,  and  pudding,  till  it  be  day  : 


^  MmUm  than.'-To  mate,  sometimes  signifies  to  appose  or  contend  with  |  as  in  Rule  a  Wife  and  haoe  a 
m/e,  voL  iii.  f.  45^,  edition  1778. 


be  stood  op  to  me^ 


And  sometimes  to  overcome. 


And  mated  my  command;^." 


As  in  Fryar  Bacon  and  Fryar  Bungay ^  by  Green,  Sign.  B.  2. 

*<  Borden,  what  are  you  moled  by  this  frollckc  fryer  T' 

^^  B^fkromU^\»  e.  the  liquor  in  wliich  meat  is  boiled,  witli  bread  soaked  In  it.    So  Geta  in  The 
Pr»ph€teUf  **  What  an  inundation  of  brewis  shall  I  swim  in  !" 

^  Trea  Trip — Or,  as  it  was  more  freqaeotly  wrtllea,  trai^trip.  Tkb  game  Is  mentioned  very  fre- 
qaeotty  in  our  ancient  writers,  but  it  is  by  no  means  clear  what  the  naturo  of  it  was.  Mr  Steevens  con- 
•iden  it  as  a  game  at  cards  t  and  Mr  Tyrwhitt,  as  a  game  at  tttbles.  In  opposition  to  boKi,  Mr  Hawkins 
was  of  opinion,  that  it  was  the  same  play  which  is  now  called  Scotch  Hjp,  the  amusenent  at  present  of 
the  lower  class  of  young  people.  In  support  of  this  idea,  the  above  passage  was  auoted  by  that  gentle* 
~    ;  notes  on  2^m{/M  iVi^A/,  A.  ^.  S.  5. 
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Andfor  our  Ireakfast  (after  long  $Uting) 
We  ileal  a  tweet  pig,  o*  the  constable*8  getting. 

Enter  Engine. 

^     E»g.  Sir,  draw  down  jour  tvatch  into  the 

churchy 
And  let^em  lie  hid  close  by  the  restry  door. 
Pert,  la  he  there  already  ? 
Eng^  Fat  carriers^  sir,  make  not  more  haste  to 
bed, 
Nor  lean  philosophers  to  rise.    IVe  so 
Prepared  things,  that  he'll  find  himself  mistaken. 
Fert.  Close  b^  the  vestry-door? 
Eng,  Right,  sir. 
Ill  to  my  Ifuiy,  and  expect  the  event  of  your  sur^ 
prize. 
Pert.  FoUoir  master  constable,  one  and  one, 
AU  in  a  file.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  TaRiFTf  with  a  Candk, 

Thrift,  I  cannot  find  where  they  have  laid  her 
coffin; 
But  there's  the  chest :  1*11  draw  it  out,  that  I 
May  have  more  room  to  search  and  rifle  it  ;-*-^ 
The  weight  seems  easy  to  me,  though  my  strength 
Be  old. — How  long,  thou  bright  all*powerful  mi- 
neral, 
Hight'st  thou  lie  hid,  ere  the  dull  dead,  that  are 
Fiitomb'd  about  thee  here,  could  reach  the  sense 
To  turn  wise  thieves,  and  steal  thee  from  obli* 
vion  !— 

[Opent  it,  andjindi  a  halter. 
How  !  a  halter !  what  fiend  aflfronts  me  with 
This  emblem?  is  this  the  rope  of  orient  pearl? 

Enter  Pert,  Snobe,  Watchmen. 

Pert.  "Sow  I  have  told  you,  master  constable. 
The  entire  plot ;  mark  but  how  like  that  chest 
Is  to  the  other,  where  the  Elder  Pallatine 
Lies  a  perdu ;  ^  Engine  contrived  them  both. 

Thrift.  Ha!  what  are  these?  the  constable 
and  watch  ? 

Pert.  Seize  on  him  for  no  less  than  sacrilege. 

Thrift.  Why,  neighbours,  gentlemen  ! 

Pert.  Away  with  him. 

Snore,  We  shall  know  now,  who  stole  the 
wainscot  cover 
From  the  font,  and  the  vicar's  surplice. 

Pert.  Alas,  grave  sir,  become  a  forfeiture 
To  the  king  for  sacrilege ! 


Thrift,  Hear  me  but  speak. 
Snore.  No,  not  in  a  cause  against  the  king. 
Pert,  Lead  to's  own  house ;  he  shall  be  ^ 
souer  there, 
And  lock'd  up  safe  enough. 

Thrift.  Undone  for  ever !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack,  with  an 
iron  crow  and  dark  lanthom. 

Thwack.  Why  this  was  such  a  firk  of  piety,** 
I  ne'er  heard  of:  bury  her  gold  with  her ! 
Tis  strange  her  old  shoes  were  not  interrM  too, 
For  fear  the  days  of  Edgar  shoold  return. 
When  they  coin'd  leather. 

F.  PaL  Come,  sir,  lay  down  your  instrument. 

nwack.  Why  90} 

Y.  PaL  I'm  so  taken  with  thy  free,  jolly  na- 
ture, 
I  cannot  for  my  heart  proceed  to  more 
Defeat  upon  thy  Uberty :  all  that 
I  told  thee  were  rank  lies. 

Thwack.  How  !  no  treasure  trover  ?  '■ 

Y.  Pal.  Not  so  much  as  will  pay  for  that  small 
candle-light 
We  waste  to  find  it  out. 

Thwack.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

[Flingi  down  the  crow  qfinm. 

Y.  PaL  You  shall  have  caus^  when  you  bear 
nMire.    To  this 
Dark  region,  sir,  solemn,  and  silent,  as 
Your  thoughts  must  be  ere  they  are  mortified. 
Have  I  now  brought  you,  to  perceive  what  an 
Immense  large  ass  (under  your  favour,  knight) 
You  are,  to  be  seduced  to  such  vain  stratagems, 
By  that  more  profound  fop,  your  friend  my  bro- 
ther. 

Thwack.  How  had  I  been  served,  if  I  hail 
brought  my  scales 
Hither  to  weigh  this  gold  !  But'on ;  your  brother, 
Whose  name  (let  me  tell  you  first)  sounds  far 

worse 
To  me  than  does  a  seijeant  to  a  young 
Indebted  lover,  that's  arrested  in  his  coach. 
And  with  his  mistress  by  him    » 

Y.  Pal.  You  are  beheved ;  but  will  you  nor 
confirm 
Me  to  your  grace  and  love,  if  I  shall  make't 
Appear,  that,  in  a  kind  reven^ee  of  what 
You  sufier'd,  sir,  I've  made  this  false  and  great 
Seducer  of  mankind,  to  suffer  more. 


♦*  Lie*  a  perdu. — i.  e.  Lies  concealed. 

5<>  Firk  of  jic/j^.-i.  e.  utroke  of  piety,  or /re«*  of  plely.  Pistol  tells  the  French  soldier,  that  he  witt 
prk  niin.         h. 

5.  Treasure  trover.-^w  more  properly  treasure  trove, "  derived,"  as  the  excellent  commenUtor  oa  die 
laws  of  England  observei,  "  from  the  French  word  trover,  to  find,  and  called  in  Latin  ThesamnuZ^tu^ 
which  IS,  where  any  money  or  coin,  gold,  silver,  pbite,  or  bullion,  is  found  hidden  in  the  earth  or  other 
private  plarc,  the  owner  thereof  being  unknown ;  in  which  case  the  treasure  belongs  to  the  ki^  •  bat 
If  be  that  brd  it  be  known,  or  afterwards  found  out,  the  owner  and  not  the  kuir  is  entitled  to  iU*  Ritet^ 
*iOHe  •  Cvmmenlaries,  yoI.  1.  p.  5{9d.  ^"^  ^^>^ 
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T%waek.  The  Legend,  Talmad,  nor  the  Alco- 
ran,'* 
Hate  not  soch  doabtful  tales  as  these;    bat 

mak't 
Appear;  I  woald  hare  evidence. 

F.  PaL  Then,  take't  on  my  religion,  sir,  he  was 
Laid  op  iu  darauce  for  a  bawd,  before 
He  betrayed  ynu  to  the  same  preferment 
Thwack,  Snail  this  be  justified  when  my  dis- 
grace 
Comes  to  be  known  ?  wilt  thou  then  witness  it? 
F.  PaL  With  a  deep  oath.    And,  sir,  to  tempt 
more  of 
Your  favours  on  poor  me,  th^t  ever  moum'd 
For  aJI  yoer  sufferings ;  know,  you  shall  now 
See  him  inclosed  in  a  blind  chest;  where  he 
Lies  bath'd,  sir,  in  a  greater  sweat  than  ere 
Cornelius  '^  took  in  his  own  tub. 
nwack.  Here  amongst  sepulchres  aqd  melan- 
choly bones  ? 
Let  me  but  see't,  and  I  will  die  for  joy. 
To  make  thee  instantly  my  h^ir. 
F.  PaL  You  shall;  and  yet,  ere  the  sun  rise, 
find  hin^ 
SotbralPd  too  in  a  new  distrjess. 
Tkwqek.  Do^st  want  money  ?  bring  me  to  parch- 
BMUt  and 
A  fcrirener,  Fll  seal  out  two  pound  of  wax. 

iFonj^erpALLATiNE  Knocks  at  the  Chtst, 
aL  Yoo  sir,  my  n^earest  ally,  are  you  a- 
sleep? 
£.  PaL  O  brother,  art  thou  come?  quick  let 

me  forth. 
F.  PaL  Here  is  a  certain  friend  of  your*s, 
presents 
His  loTing  visit,  «r.  [Opens  the  Wicket. 

R  PaL  Sir  Morglay  Thwack ! 
I  had  rather  have  seen  my  sister  naked. 
T^ack.  What,  like  a  bashful  badger,  do  you 
draw 
Yoor  head  into  your  hole  again  ?  come,  sir, 
Oat  with  that  sage  noddle,  that  has  contrived 
So  cunningly  for  me,  and  your  dear  self. 
E,  PaL   Here,  take  my  eyelids,  knight,  and 
sow  them  up ;  ' 

I  dare  nut  see  ^hy  face. 

Thwack.  But  what  think  yoo 
Of  a  new  journey  from  the  north,  to  Hve 
Here  by  your  y/'its ;  or  midnight  visits,  sir. 


To  the  Mogul's  niece  ? 

E.  PaL  I  have  ofiended,  knight 

Whip  me  with  wire,  headed  with  rowels  of 
Sharp  Rippon  spurs  ^:  Til  endure  any  thing 
Rather  than  thee. 

Thwack.  We  have,  I  thank  yoor  bounteous 
brain. 
Been  entertained  with  various  concerts,  sir. 
Of  whispering  lutes,  to  soothe  us  into  slumbers ; 
Spirits  of  dare  to  bathe  our  temples  in ; 
And  then  the  wholesome  womb  of  woman  too. 
That  never  teem'd  :  all  this  for  nothing,  sir. 

F.  PaL  Come,  Fll  let  him  forth. 
Tfiwack,  Rogue ;  if  thou  lov'st  me — 

Nay,  let  him  be  confined  thus,  one  short  month ; 
ril  send  him  down  to  country  fairs  for  a 
New  motion  '^  made  by  a  Gennan  engineer. 

f .  PaL  'Las,  he  is  my  brother. 

Thwack,  Or  for  a  solitary  ape, 
Led  captive  thus  by  the  Hollander,  because 
He  came  al9ft  for  Spain,  and  would  not  for  th« 
States. 

F.  PaL  Sir  Moi^lay,  leave  your  lanthom  here, 
and  stay 
My  coming  at  yon  door ;  TU  let  him  outt 
But  for  the  new  distress  I  promised  on 
His  person,  take  it  on  my  manhood,  sir. 
He  feels  it  strait 

Thwack.  Finely  ensnared  again,  aqd  instantly  ? 

F.  PaL  Have  a  good  faith,  and  go. 

[Exit  Thwack. 

E.  PaL  Dear  brother,  wilt  thou  give  me  liber- 

ty? 

F.  PaL  Upon  condition,  sir,  you  kiss  thes« 

hilti; 
Swear  not  to  follow  me,  but  here  remain 
Uptjl  the  Lady  Ample  shall  consent 
to  the  freedom  I  bestow.        [He  kiues  the  hilts, 

E.  PaL  Tis  done;  a  vow  hiviolate. 

[  He  opens  the  Chfst^  and  let f  htm  out. 

F.  PaL  Now  —  silence,  brother ;  not  one  curse, 

nor  thanks. 

[Exit  Younger  Pallatine. 
E.  PaL  Fate  and  a  good  star  speed  mc ;  though 
I  have 
Lon^  since  amazed  myself  e'en  to  a  marble, 
Vet  I  have  courage  left  to  ask,  what  this 
Might  mean  ?  was  ever  two-legged  man  thus  used  ? 


5*  The  Legend,  Talmud,  nor  the  A1coran.^The  Ugend  is  the  well-known  golden  Legend  :  The  Talmud 
k  a  book  of  the  Jewish  law.  devised  by  their  rabbins,  and  of  great  authority  among  them. 

"  CormeUus  —The  inventor  of  the  sweatingtub  used  in  the  cure  of  the  Lues  Venerea.    See  note  oi| 
TnMio/^/Aeiu,  vol.  8.  p.  409,  edition  1778.        S.  ...:.*     .u    ^.^^ii^««^ 

^  Skirp  Rippoo  spurs.—  Rippm  is  a  town  in  the  county  of  York,  still  celebrated  for  the  excellency 
•f  the  spais  made  there.    Rippon  spurs  arc  also  mentioned  in  Ben  Jonsoq's  Sta^U  of^eipt,  a.,  i.  9.  J. 

Tour  box  ?  why  there^s  an  angell ;  if  my  spars 
Be  not  right  Rippon.'' 


'^  New  motion — i.  e  puppet-show* 
VOL.  1. 
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Enter  Pert,  Skore,  and  Watchmen. 

Pert  Pall  and  his  friend  are  gone,  I  mutt  not 
stay 
His  sight;  but  after  jou  have  seized  upon  hias 
Lead  htm  a  pnsoner  to  the  hidv  too..  [Exit  Pert. 

Snare.  Warrant  ye,  though  he  wece  Gog  or  Hil- 
debraad.^<^  [Ttu^loj^,  hold  on  kirn. 

E.  PaL  How  now !  wha(  mean  you,  sirs  ? 

Snore,  Yield  to  the  constable. 

E,  Po^Tiayielded,  sir,  that  you  are  constable; 
But  where  have  I  offended  f 

Snore.  Here,  sir ;  you  have  committed  sacrilege, 
A  nd  robb'd  an  aldepmau*s  tomby^f  himself 
^  nd  his  two  sons,  knoehng  in  brass. 

E.  PaL  How  1  flea  monuments  of  their  brazen 
skins ! 

Snore.  Look ;  a  dark  lanthorn,  and  an  iron  croiw; 
Fine  evidence  for  a  jury ! 

E.  PaL  I  like  this  plot ;  the  Lady  Ample  and 
Mf  brother  have  most  rar«  triumphant  wits ; 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  am  most  eagerly 
Ia  love  with  both ;  1  find  1  have  deserved  all^ 
And  am  resolved  to  hug  them  and  their  designs, 
Though  they  afflict  me  more  and  more.    Whither 
must  I  ^  ? 

Snore.  Away  with  him.    Saucy  fellow,  examine 
The  king's  constable !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack^  Ample, 
Lucy,  Meager. 

Mea.  I  am  beoeme your fOardiao's gaoler,  lady; 
He's  safe  lock'd  in  the  parlour,  and  there  howls. 
Like  a  dog  that  sees  a  witch  %ing. 

Thuack.  I  long  to  hear  how  my  wise  tutor 
thrives- 
r  the  new  defeat. 

Amp.  Tin  welt  vou  are  converted ; 
Believ't,  that  gentleman  deserves  ^our  thanks. 

Thmack.  Lady,  seal  my  conversion  on  your  lip ; 
Tis  the  first  leading  kiss  that  I  intend 
For  after  chastity.  [Kisses  her, 

Y,  PaL  Loee,  see  you  make  tlie  proposition 
good. 
Which  I  shall  give  ray  brother  from  this  lady. 
Or  I'll  so  swaddle  y6ur  small  bones 

Lucy.  Sweet  Pail,  thou  shalt.    Madam,  you'll 
please  to  stand 
To  what  I  lately  mentioned  to  your  own  desire  ? 

Amp.  To  every  pardcle,  and  more. 

Enter  Pert^ 

Pert,  Your  brother's  come ;  this  room  most  be 

his  prison. 
Y.  Pal  'Way,  Luce,  away :  stand  in  th0  closet, 

madam. 


That  you  may  hear  OS  both,  and  reach  nqr  call 
Thwack,  Pll  stay  and  see  him.    . 
Y.  Pal.  No^knight;  you  are  decreed  Sr Ty- 
rant's Judge; 
Go  diat  way,  sir,  ai^  force  him  to  compouad. 

Thwack.  I'll  fine  him  soundly. 
Tin's  purse  shrink  like  a  bladder  in  the  fire. 

[Exeunt  Amylb,  Lucy,  Ta<VACs, 
MsAGEB,  Pbrt. 

Enter  Snore,  Elder  PALLATt^TE. 

Snore.  Here,  sir,  thb  is  your  gaol;  toor  gsod 
for  such 
A  great  offsndeiv 

E.  Pal,  Sacrilege  I  veiy  well; 
Now  all  the  pulpit-cushions,  all  the  heaise-dstbs 
And  wiading-^ects,  that  have  been  stoTn  about 
The  town  this  year,  will  be  laid  to  my  charge. 
Y.  PaL  Pfay  leave  us,  master  constable,  tm 
look 
Unto  your  other  bondman  in  the  parlour. 

[Exit  Shore. 

E.  Pal,  Thia  u  the  wittiest  ofisptiag  that  our 

name 
E'er  had ;  I  love  him  beyond  hope  or  lost: 
My  father  was  no  poet,  sure ;  I  wonder 
How  ht  got  him. 

F.  PaL  I  know  you  cunse  roe  now.  ^  • 

E.  Polk  Brother,  in  troth,  yoa  lie,,  aud  whoe'er 

believes  it. 

F.  PaL  Indeed  you  do;  conjuvors  in  a  circle, 
That  have  raised  up  a  wron§  spirit,  curse  sot 
So  much,  nor  yet  so  inwardly. 

E,  PaL  I've  a  great  mind  to  kiss  thee. 

F.  PaL  You  have  not,  sure  ? 

JB.  PaL  I  shall  do't,  and  eat  up  thy  lins  so  fir, 
Till  th'ast  nothing  left  to  cover  thy  teeth. 

F.  PaL  'And  canyiou  thinkaD  the  afBictioos]r«i 
Endured  were  mented?  first,  for  raisleadiog 
Morglay,  your  old  friend ;  then,  neglect  of  me. 
And  haughty  overvaluing  yourself  ? 

E.  Pd.  Brother,  I  murmur  not;  the  traps  dtac 

you 
^  Have  laid  were  so  ingenious^  I  could  wisli 
t  To  fall  in  them  again. 

F.  PaL  The  lady  Ample,  sir. 

There,  is  the  great  contriver  that  hath  weavcd 
These  knots  so  intricate  and  safe ;  las,  1 
Was  but  her  lowly  instrument. 
E.  PaL  Ah,  tfiat  lady !   were  I  a  kin^  she 
should 
Sit  with  me,  under  my  best  canopy, 
A  silver  sceptre  in  her  hand,  with  which 
I'd  give  her  leave  to  break  my  h^  for  etvj 

fault 
I  did  commit. 


'^  Hf7defrrmid.— Meaning  Pope  Gregory  the  Seventh*    S^e  pjsbop  Wm-Mtrten's  ne^  OP  laPvi^f 
HenryM,A.b.S.3.. 
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F.  TaL  But  my  T  bring  dns  ladj,  ^r,  noto 
Yoor  bwfol  sheets,  make  heir  joar  bosom  wife : 
Besdes  the  ptentj  of  her  heritage, 
Hoir  would  it  sound,  that  jou  had  conquered 

her, 
Who  bath  so  often  conquered  jou  f 
E.  Pal  Dear  brother,  no  new  plots. 
7.  PaL  Six  thousand  pounds,  sff,  is  yonr  yeax^ 
Ijrent: 
A  fair  temptation  to  a  discreet  lady : 
Loce  lAth  fflled  both  mino^ears  with  hope ;  be- 

udes, 
I  betrd  her  say,  she  ne'er  should  meet  a  man 
Thtt  she  could  more  subdue  with  wit  and  govern- 
ment. 
£.  PaL  That  Fll  venture. 
f.  PmL  Weil,  my  first  bounty  b  your  freedom, 

For  the  constable  obeys  no  law  but  mine ; 
AjmI  now,  madam,  appear. 

Enter  Ampii,  Lucr. 

Amp,  YeuVe  welcome  'mongst  the  livms,  sir. 
£.  FaL  Leidy,  no  words ;  if  youVe  but  so 
much  mercy 
As  could  secure  one  that  your  eyes  aflfect — 
Amp.  Why, you're  grown  arrogant  again;  d'you 
think 
Tberare  so  weak  to  affect  you  ? 

E.  PaL  I  have  a  heart  so  kind  unto  myself. 
To  wish  they  could ;  O  we  should  live- 
Jar/).  Not  by  our  wits. 

2.  PaL  No»  do;  but  with  such  soft  content, 
still  io 
Conspiracy  how  to  betray  ourselves 
To  new  delight*:  keep  harmony  with  no 
More  noise  than  vi4)at  the  upper  motions  "  make ; 
And  this  so  constant  too,  turtles  themselves, 
Seeing  our  faith,  shall  slight  their  own,  and  pine 
With  jealousy. 
Amp.  Luce,  the  youth  talks  sense  now;   no 
medicine  for 
Hm  brain,  like  to  captivity  in  a  dark  chest 
r.  Pa/.  O  oAadam,  you  are  cruel. 
Amp,  Well,  my  sad  convertitc ;  ^'  joy  yet  at 
this: 
Tre  often  noade  a  vow  to  marry  on 
That  very  day  my  wardsliip  is  expired ; 
Aod  two  hours  since  that  liberty  begun. 
IiM^  Naj^  hear  her  out;  year  wishes  are  so 
saocy,  sir. 


Amp.  And,  know,  my  glory  is  dispatch:    My 
ancestors 
Were  of  the  fiery  French,  and  taught  me  love, 
Hot  eagerness,  and  haste. 

E,  PaL  Let  me  be  rude 
A  while,  lie  with  your  judgment,  and  beget 
Sages  on  that.  My  dearest,  chiefest  lady ! 

Amp.  Your  brain's  yet  foul,  and  will  recoil 
again. 

E.  Pal.  No  more ;  I'll  swallow  down  my  tongue. 

Amp.  If,  sir,  yoor  nature- be  so  excellent, 
As  your  kind  brother  hath  confirmed  to  Luce 
And  me,  follow,  and  I'll  present  vou  straight 
With  certain  writings  you  shad  seal  to,  hood- 
winked, 
And  purely  ignorant  of  what  they  are : 
This  IS  the  s^viftest,  and  the  easiest  test, 
That  lean  make  of  voorbold  love;  do  this^ 
Perhaps  I  may  vouchsafe  to  marry  you ; 
The  writings  are  within. 

E.  PaL  Lead  me  to  trial ;  come. 

Anq>.  But,  sir,  if  I  should  marr^  you,  it  is 
In  confidence, I  have  the  better  wit; 
And  can  subdue  you  stiH  to  quietness, 
Meek  sufferings,  and  patient  awe. 

E,  PaL  You  rap  me  **  still  a-new. 

K  PaL  In,  Luce;  our  hopes  grow  strong  and 
giantly,  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Thrift,  Shore,  Mrs  Snore,  Queasy, 

GlN£T. 

Oin.  To  him,  Mrs  Snore;  'lis  he  has  kept 
Your  huslmnd  from  his  bed  so  long,  to  watch 
Him  for  a  churchrobbery. 

Mrs  Snore.  Ah,  thou  Judas  !  I  thought  what 
thou'ldst  come  to ! 
Remember  the  warrant  thou  sent'st  fbr  me 
Into  Dodt-lane,  'cause  I  catiM  thy  maid,  Trot; 
When  I  was  fain  t'irtvite  thy  d&rk  to  a 
Fee  pie,  sent  me  by  a  Temple  cook,  my  sister*s 
sweetheart 
Qttfo.  Nay,  and  remember  who  was  brought 
to-bed 
Under  thy  coach-house  wall,  ^hen  thou  deny'dst 
A  wad  of  straw,  and  wouldst  ndt  join  thy  hall^ 

penny 
To  send  for  milk  for  the  poor  chrisom.^ 
Snore.  Now  you  may  sweeten  me  with  sugar- 
loaves 
At  New-Year's  tide,  as  t  have  you,  lir. 


'  ^^  thiy  yCifliMi>  ■"*■<*  the  orbs  in  their  courses.    S. 
^^  fmmrtiU-'See  aotrlO  to  the  TA«  Jem  ofMaUa,  p.  $55..  .  ^        .l       •        . 

S9  ..^1^  I9P  p«,.-^«.  aftOaish  me.    So  in  Macbetk's  letter  to  blrwifc^  ^*  wliTIc  t%itoirapt  in  \ 

^  CSkrifom— The  mantle  wa»  the  whita  c|oth  thrown  over  the  new-baptized  ctrtld.    this  perhaps  was 
tbe  pei^isite  of  the  ofliciatijig  clergyman.    The' child  itself  was  sometimes  called  a  cArj^oo*. 
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Enter  Thwack,  Pert,  Meagekj  Engine. 

Thwack,  We'll  teach  you  to  rob  churches; 
'slight,  hereafter 
We  of  the  pious  shall  be  afraid  to  go 
To  a  long  exercise,**  for  fear  our  pockets  should 
Be  picked.  Come,  sir ;  you  see  already  how 
The  neighbours  throng  tu  find  you ;  will  you  con- 
sent? 
rris  but  a  thousand  pounds  apiece  to  these 
Two  gentlemen,  and  five  hundred  more  l*  En- 
gine; 
Your  crime  is  then  concealed,  and  yourself  free. 
Mea,  No,  he  may  chuse ;  hell  trust  to  the  kind- 
hearted  law. 
Pert.  Let  him,  and  to  dame  Justice  too ;  who, 
though 
Her  ladyship  be  blind,  will  grope  hard,  sir^ 
To  find  your  money-bags. 

Eng.  Sir,  you  are  rich ;  besides,  ^ou  know  what 
you 
Have  got  by  your  ward's  death :  I  fear  you  will 
Be  begged  at  court, *^  unless  you  come  off  thus. 
Thrift.  There  is  my  closet  key ;  do  what  you 

please. 
Eng.  Gentlemen, I'll  lead  you  to  it ;  follow  roe. 
Thwack.  D'  you  us«  to  find  such  sums  as  these 
beneath 
An  oak  after  a  long  march  ?  I  think,  sure. 
The  wars  are  not  so  plentiful. 
Pert.  We  think  so  too. 
ITuoack.  Y'  had  better  trail  a  bodkin,  gentle- 
men. 
Under  the  lady  Ample,  than  A  pike 
Under  a  German  general. 

Pert,  We'll  in  for  the  money,  sii*,  and  talk 
anon. 

[Exeunt  Engine,  Pert,  Meager. 

Enter  Elder  FAthATivtj  Younger  Pallatine, 
Ample,  Lucy. 

Y.Pal  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  here  is  your  ward 
come  from 
TTie  dead^  to  indict  you  for  a  robbery 
Upon  her  ghOst. 

Thrift.  Hah !  is  she  alive  todi 


Lucy.  Yes,  and  her  wardship  out  before  yoe've 
proffered  her 
A  husband,  sir;  ^^  so  the  best  benefit 
Of  all  your  guardianship  is  lost. 
Anip.  In  seven  long  years  yon  could  not,  sir, 
provide 
A  man  deformed  enough  to  ofier  me 
For  your  own  ends. 

Thrift.  Cozened  of  wealth,  of  fame !  Dofg^  En- 
gine!  [£itt  Thrift. 
Thwack,  We  must  have  you  enclosed  agtdo; 
you're  very 
Forward  with  the  lady. 
.  KPaL  I  will  be,  sir. 
Until  she  groan :  this  priest  stays  somewhat  \o(%. 
Thwack.  How's  this  ?  troth^  I  shall  for^vediee 

then  heartily. 
Amp.  I've  ta'en  him  i'  the  behalf  of  bealdi,  ts 
chide 
And  jeer  for  recreation  sake;  'twill  keep 
Me,  sir,  in  breath,  now  I  am  past  growing. 
E.  Pal.  Hark,  knight,  here's  relish  for  your 
ears :  I  chose 
None  of  your  dull  country  madams,  that  speod 
Their  time  in  studying  receipts  to  make 
March-pane,  ^  and  preserve  plumbs ;  that  talk 
Of  painful  child-birtn,  servants'  nirages,  and 
Their  husband's  good  complexion,  uid  his  1^ 
Thwack.  New  wonders  yet ! 
E.  PaL  What  was  that,  mistress,  which  I  seakd 
to  hood-winked  ? 
A  simple  trial  of  my  confidence  and  love  i 

Amp.  Your  brother  has  it;  'tis  a  ^ft  to  hhn 
Of  one  fair  manor, 'mongst  those  many  thatyoa 
Have  in  possession,  sir ;  and  in  this  bond 
You're  witness  to  three  thousand  pounds  I  give  to 
Liice. 
Lucy.  Yes,  sir ;  for  Pall  and  I  must  marry  too. 
Y,  PaL  I  were  an  eunuch  else,  add  the  ivorld 

should  know't. 
E.  Pal.  Thou  couldst  not  have  betrayed  me  to 
a  bounty 
I  more  love.    Brother,  give  thee  joy. 

FThwack  takes  Y.  Pallatixe  aadt 
Thwack,  Vou  are  the  cause  of  all  these  ntin* 
ties, 


^'  A  long  exercise — I.  e.  long  lennon. 

^  Be  begged  at  court — The  waMship  of  ideots  was  in  the  crown,  and  being  connected  with  the  1 
ment  of  their  estates,  was  unially  begged  as  a  boon  by  some  hungry  courtier. 

^3  Kef,  and  her  wardship  eui  before  y*  have  proffered  her 

A  husband^  sir,  &c. — This  reftrs  to  that  power  which  a  guardian,  by  law,  was  entitled  to  ezerciis 
over  hl«  ward  i  it  was  taken  away,  together  with  all  the  other  oppressive  circumstances  atteoduDg  the  fea- 
dal  system,  by  the  stat.  19  Charles  II.  c.  )^4.  Before  that  tlme,^  while  the  infant  was  in  waid,  the  gaar- 
**  dian  had  the  power  of  tendering  him  or  her  a  suitable  match,  without  disparagewsent  or  iiie<|iialily; 
**  which,  if  the  infants  refkised,  they  forfeited  the  value  of  the  marrltigej  aalorem  nutriiagH^to  tiMirgatf- 
*'  dian  $  that  is,  so  much  as  a  jury  would  assess,  or  any  one  would,  bona  fide,  give  to  the  gaaidiaa  for 
**  such  an  alliance  i  and  if  the  infants  married  themselves  without  the  guardian's  conaenty  they  forfeited 
**  double  the  value,  dupUcem  valorem  maritagii.^*^-'2  Blackstone^s  CommcnUnries,  p.  70« 

^  Mmrch^ane^A.  confection  node  of  Plstachio^nuts,  ahnonds,  sugar,  dc. 
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Therefore  I  derire  jaa  to  be  mjbenr; 
By  this  good  day  you  most:  for  IVe  taVn  order, 
Tboagh  I  love  your  wit,  yoa  shall  not  live  by  it. 
F.  PaL  My  kind  thauks,  sir,  the  poor  man's 

gratitade. 
Mr$  Snore.  Give  you  joy,  sweet  Master  Palla- 
tine,and 
Yoor  brother  too; 

Quea,  And  send  you  more  sndi  wives 
Every  year ;  as  many  as  ^hall  please  heaven. 
Smore.  ^tis  day ;  Til  not  to  bed,  sir,  now ;  my 
watch 
Shall  be  drunk  at  your  worship's  wedding. 
Y»  PaL  They  shall ;  and  there  is  gold  enough 
to  keep 
Tliem  so,  until  diy  reign  be  out. 

Enter  Pert,  Meager,  Engiite,  with  Money' 
bags. 

Pert.  Loaden  with  composition,  Pall. 


Mea.  Tis  for  your  sake  we  groan  under  these 

burdens. 
F.  PaL  The  offid  of  sir  Tyrant's  trunks.   Bro- 
ther, 
Pray  know  these  gentlemen ;  they  owe  you  more 
Money  than  they  mean  to  pay  now. 
E.  PaL  I  remember  'em:  but  no  wordfl>  my 
cavalier^ 
And  you  are  safe.  Where  shall  we  dine  to-day  f 
F  PaL  At  Lucy's  aunt's ;  well  make  her  cos- 
tive beldainship 
Come  off,^'  when  she  beholds  a  goodly  jointure 
And  our  fair  hopes. 

E.  PaL  First,  to  the  church,  kdy; 
ni  make  your  sluttish  person  sure.    Some  of 
Your  pleasant  arts  upon  me  may  become 
A  wise  example,  and  a  moral  too ; 
Such  as  their  haughty  fancy  well  befits, 
That  undertake  to  live  here  by  their  wits. 

[Exeunt  omnet. 


EPILOGUE. 


Tfls  office  of  an  epilogue  is  now 

To  smooth  and  stroke  the  wrinkles  from  each  brow; 

To  guide  severer  judgments  (if  we  could 

Be  wise  enough)  untii  they  tboueht  all  good, 

Which  they  perhaps  dislike ;  and,  sure,  this  were 


An  over- boldness,  r&ised  from  too  much  fear. 
You  have  a  freedom,  which  we  hope  you'll  usc^ 
T*  advance  our  youthful  poet,  and  nis'muse. 
With  a  kind  doom ;  and  he*il  tread  boldly  thei), 
In's  best  new  comic  socks,  this  stage  again.t 


EDITION. 


The  Witts,  a  Comedie ;  presented  at  the  Private  House  in  Blacke  Fryers,  by  his  Majesties  Ser« 
vants.  The  author  William  D^Avenant,  servant  to  her  Majestic.  London,  printed  for  Richard 
Mei^ien^  next  to  the  Middle  Temple,  in  Fleet-street.    16SC.    4to. 


»  Cmm  off—to  emu  off,  was  a  phrase  formerly  much  used.  It  lignlftes  to  jMy,  as  is  very  clearly 
proved  from  the  iastances  produced  by  if r  Sleeoou,  Z>r  Farm«r,  and  Jfr  7>nnUft,  in  tlwir  notes  to  7!U 
if jrvy  fFloet  o/ FTIndMr,  A.  4.  S.  8. 

f  Jhis  play,  alter  the  flrrt  ediiiouy  received  considerable  altenUions  firom  the  author. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[    918   1 


SIR  JOHN  OLDC ASTLE. 
PART  I. 


PROLOGUE.^ 


Tbb  doubtful  title,  geDtlemen,  prefixed 
Upon  the  argument  we  have  in  hand, 
mvy  breed  suspence,  and  wrongfully  disturb 
The  peaceful  quiet  of  your  settled  thoi^hts. 
To  stop  which  scruple,  let  this  brief  suffice  : 
It  is  no  pampered  glutton  we  present. 
Nor  aged  counsellor  to  youthrul  sin, 


But  one,  whose  virtue  shone  above  the  rest, 
A  valiant  martvr,  and  a  virtuous  peer; 
In  whose  true  faith  and  loyalty,  expressed 
Unto  his  sovereign  and  his  country  s  weal, 
We  strive  to  pay  that  tribute  of  our  love 
Vour  favours  mcriL    Let  fair  truth  be  graced, 
Since  forged  invention  former  time  defaced. 


''  The  biftory  of  sir  John  Oldcastle  (wbo,  having  married  the  heiress  of  lord  Cobbam,  was  i 
to  parliament  by  that  title  on  the  18th  of  December  1400)  may  l>e  found  in  Uolinshed^s  Chronicle,  vol. 
ii.  p.  544,  et  seq.  and  in  many  other  boolcs.  In  order  to  heighten  bis  character,  the  aotbor  of  this  druia 
has  departed  from  historical  troth  $  for  the  conspliBCy  of  tbe  earl  of  Cambridge,  lord  Scroope,  &c. 
againt  king  Henry  V.  was  discovered  by  Edmund  earl  of  March,  and  not  by  sir  John  Oldcastle,  wbo 
was  himself  engaged  in  a  traitorous  design  against  Henry,  and  hanged  about  four  years  after  the  execa- 
tion  of  those  conspiraton.  Tbe  present  play  waseotered  on  the  Stationers* books  on  tbe 4th  of  Amsi 
1600,  by  Thomas  Pavier,  under  the  tiUe  of  The  Firtt  Fart  of  the  HUtwr^  of  the  Lifr  of  Sir  Jokm  Old- 
cattUf  Lord  Cobham,  At  tbe  same  time  was  entered.  The  Second  Part  of  the  Uutory  of  Sir  John  OUcadUf 
fjord  Coihanit  mitfi  his  M^rt}frdom;  bqt  t^is  was  never  imbljsJIed* 

In  tbe  title-jpa^  of  tbe  original  edition,  in  1600,,  tbfi  name  of  William  Sbakig^e  is  prifited  at  lemtb. 
— I  do  not  perceive  tbe  least  trace  of  our  g][eat  poet  m>  any  part  of  this  play.  Jt  it  observablei^that  ia 
tbe  entry  on  tbe  Stationers*  books  the  autbor^s  name  fs  not  mentioned.  Tbe  printer,  Pavier,  (^liose 
name  Is  not  prefixed  to  any  of  Sbakespeare^s  undisputed  performances,  except  King  Henry  V.  and  tw« 
parts  of  Kkng  Henry  VI,  of  which  plays  he  issued  out  copies  manifestly  spurious  and  imperfect)  when  he 
published  it,  was  induced,  I  Imagine,  to  ascribe  It  to  Shakespeare  by  tbe  success  (of  the  Firti  Part  of 
King  Henry  IF,  Tbe  character  of  FalstalT  having  been  formed,  as  I  conceive,  on  the  sir  John  Oldcastle 
of  an  elder  drama,  a  hope  was  probablv  entertained  that  tbe  public  might  be  deceived,  and  suppose  this 
f  Icce  also  to  be  Shakespenre^s  perftrmaaee.-'M'Ai.oiitt. 

The  Uktory  of  Sir  John  QUaikU^  and  Tko'Ufoamd  Booth  ofLatd^CrommeU^  ape:Micb  fa  the  Styfc'iai 
manner  of  Thomas  Heywood,  bv  whom  I  suppose  them  to  have  been  writtte>— FltiniBit. 

^  The  sarcasmwhieb  this  prologue  eontalos  on  some  wirtter  n^,  in  a  pre^Mifel^' Aana,  bsul  c^vMbM 
a  pampered  gbiiton  and  an  aged  cowuellor  to  youthful  tin — (by  which  description  either  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
a  character  in  tbe  old  King  Henry  V,  or  sir  John  FalstaiT,  seems  to  have  been  pointed  at)  Induced  me,  oo  t 
former  occasion,  to  doubt  whether  Shakspeare  was  the  author  of  the  present  play.  Tbe  apparent  alls- 
sion  also  to  this  prologue,  in  the  epilogue  to  The  Second  Fart  of  King  Henry  IF,  («*  for  Oldcastle  died  a 
martyr — and  this  is  not  the  man**)  appeared  to  me  a  strong  circumstance  against  the  authenticity  of  thii 
piece.  I  am  still  of  tbe  same  opinion  t  nor  do  I  see  how  it  could  have  been  tbe  production  of  an  aotbor 
who  had  before  exhibited  sir  John  Falstaif  on  the  stage.  Tbe  present  play  was  written,  I  believe,  after 
the  representation  of  the  Firtt  Part,  and  before  that  of  the  Second  Fart  of  King  Henry  iT—— Malonk. 
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FBIttoNS  REI^RESENTED. 


£tf  Hekey  the  H/th. 

&rJoEv  Oldcastle,  L^rd  GMam, 

Lord  Herbeet. 

UrdVoiwis. 

the  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

The  Earl  ^Hustikoxdv. 


I 


>W)ek. 


Sir  Roger  Acton, 
Sr  BicHARo  Leb^ 
Mofttr  BouRN» 

A£lt/€rB£VBBLEY,  € 

Sublet,  a  Brewer  of  Dunstable.  J 

Tk  fiitA^  ^  R^KTHESTER. 

lki)JudgeiqfA»tite. 

Lord-  Warden  of  the  Cinque  Ports. 

l£r  BvTLBR,  £lenilemm  ^the  Frk^  ChamBef. 

Chartbes,  a  French  AgcfU* 

Ckombr,  Sheriff'^  Kent. 


Tht  Me^  d^HBRBFOKii,  msd  akeH^dfUaHkf' 

fordshirb. 
Sli^  JoHKy  theFursm&f  HVWAoBlt 
Luutenant  of  the  Tower, 
The  Mcofor  and  Owbr  cf  8t  JOmaL 
A  Keniuh  CmmtMet  and  an  JU&'mmL 
DidK  and  ToHy  9t»9ants  to  MvRBim 
An  hridnnak. 

HaSfovj:.,  Sertoli  to  Lord  Gohhdm, 
QouoBy  Servant  to  Lord  l^bert. 
OwBK  and  Davy,  Ser9amt9  U  Lord  Pdra. 
Clvh,  Sumner  tn  the  Bkkep  qfBmkesttr. 

Ladif  COBHAM. 

Lady  Toms. 

Doll,  Concubine  to  the  Farson  6f  WrdthoM. 

Kate,  the  Carrier^s  Daughter. 

An  Hostf  Olsiler,  CarritH,,  Soidier$,  Beg^rmen^ 
Constables,  Warders  of  tks  Tomtr^  jBmMfi; 
Messenger$,  aiid  9thtr  JKMbfte 


Sci^i^t— Bnglaitd. 


ACT  I. 


SC£N£  I/^iTmfbrdL    A  Street* 

Enter  Lord  HsRBEEt,  tord  Powis,  bwEJij, 
GpUGH,  Davy»  and  several  other  Followers  cf 
the  Lords  Herbert  and  Powis ;  thev  fi^ht, — 
Then  enter  the  Sheriff  of  Her^ordAire  and  a 


Sher.  Mj  knrdv  I  charge  jre,  in  kit  faighnets' 


To  keep  the  peace;  you  and  vbur  followers. 

Her.  Gooa  master  sheriff  look  UDto  yourself. 

Pot».  Do  soy  for  we  hove  other  boainess. 

[They  attempt  ta fight  again. 

i84cr.  WiU  ye  disturb  tibe  judges,  and  the  asnse  ? 
Hear  the  kinps  prodamatiou,  ye  were  best. 

Pow.  Hold  then ;  let^  bear  it. 

Her.  But  he  brief,  ye  were  best. 

BaiL  O— yes. 

Daspy.  Goasone,  make  shorter  (>,or  shall  mar 
your  yes. 


BaiL  O— yes. 

Owen.  What,  has  Httr  dOthiig  io  s^jr,  but  O 

yes? 
Bail  O-^reas 

Davy.  O  nay;  py  coss  plut,  dbwn  With  hur, 
dbwnmthhur.    APovHs!  aPbfwIsI 

Gough.  A  Herbert!   a  Herbert!   aotf  down 
with  Powis.  [They  fight  mtin. 

Sher.  Hold,  itt  th«  kingi  name,  hokC 
Owen.  Dowttwiib  a' l^e^»  nlMae,  dmHh 

[The  Bailifis  knocked  d&Wn,  and 
tik  Shertfmns  atsav. 
Her.  Powis,  I  thkk  thy  Wdsh  aikd  ^oii  do 


Pow.  Herbert  I  thbk  itty  t^tA  dtttib  iMk 

thy  heart. 
Her.  Thjr  heart's  beit  bloMi  shalf  pay  Hit  loss 

of  mine. 
Cough.  A  Herbert !  a  Herb^! 
Dwpy.  A  Pom»l  n  Panh ! 
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FIRST  PART  OF 


[Anomtmous. 


At  ilm  are, 
fordfhii 


htingf  Enter  the  Mayor  ofEere- 
'i  and  Taamtmenf  with  Vlubi, 


May,  My  lordsy  as  you  are  liegemen  to  the 
crowuy 
True  noblemen,  and  subjects  to  the  ling, 
Attend  his  highness*  proclamation. 
Commanded  by  the  jud^  of  assize, 
For  keeping  peace  at  this  assembly. 
Mer,  Good  master  mayor  of  Hereford,  be 

brief. 
Mcy,  Serjeant,  without  the  ceremonies  of  O 

Pronounce  akmd  the  proclamation; 

Ser.  The  king^s  justicei^  peroeividg  what  pub- 
lic mischief  may  ensue  this  private  quarrel,  in  his 
majesty's  name  do  straitly  cnarge  and  coinmand 
idl  persons^  of  what  degree  soever,  to  depart  this 
dty  of  Hereford,  except  such  as  are  bound  to 
give  attendance  at  this  assize,  and  that  no  roan 
presume  to  wear  aQv  weapon,  especially  Welsh- 
nooks,  and  forest  bills;— 

Owen.  Haw  !  No  pill,  nor  Wells  hoo^?  ha? 

May.  Peace,  and  bear  the  proclamation. 

Ser.  And  that  the  lord  Powis  do  presently  dis- 
perse and  discharge  his  retinue,  and  depart  the 
atf  in  the  kin^s  peace,  he  and  his  followers,  on 
pain  of  imprisonment. 

Davv.  Haw  ?  pud  her  lord  Pdwb  in  prison  ? 
A  Powis !  a  Powis !  Cossoon,  hur  will  live  and 
tye  with  hur  lord. 

Gougk  A  Herbert!  a  Herbert! 

[Theyjight.  Lord  H  ebbert  ts  wound- 
edf  and  falU  to  the  ground.  The 
Mayor  and  h'u  Attendnntt  interpoee. 
Lord  Powis  runt  away. 

Enter  two  Judges,  the  Sheriff  and  his  Bailiffi  be- 
fore them, 

1  Judge.  Wliore's  the  lord  Herbert  ?  Is  he  hurt 

or  slain  f 
Sher.  He*s  here,  my  lord. 
ft  Judge.  How  fares  his  lordship,  friends  ? 
Gough.   Mortally  wounded,  speechless;    he 

cannot  live. 

1  Judge.  Convey  him  hence,  let  not  his  wounds 

take  air ; 
And  get  him  dressed  with  expedition. 

[Exeunt  Lord  HebBebt  and  Couch. 
Master  mayor  of  Hereford,  master  sheriff  o'the 

shire^ 
Commit  lord  Powis  to  safe  custody, 
To  answer  the  disturbance  of  the  peace. 
Lord  Herbert's  peril,  and  his  hi^h  contempt 
Of  us,  and  you  the  king's  commissioners  s 
See  it  be  done  with  care  and  diligence. 

Sher.  Please  it  your  lordship,  my  lord  Powis  is 
gone  past  all  recovery. 

2  Judge.  Yet  let  search  be  made. 

To  apprdiend  his  followers  that  are  left. 


Sher.  There  are  tome  of  diem:  Sirs,  lay  bold 
of  them. 

Oa^eit.  Of  us?  and  why?  what  has  hur  done,  I 
pray  you  ? 

Sher.  Disarm  them,  bailifi. 

May.  Officers,  assist 

Davy*  Hear  you,  lord  shodge^  what  rtsson  is 
for  this  ? 

Oa>eii.  Cossoon,  pe  'puse  for  fighting  for  our 
lord? 

1  Judge.  Away  with  them. 
Davy,  Harg  you,  mv  lord. 

Owen.  Gough,  my  lord  Herbert's  man,  is  a 
shitten  knave. 

Davy.  Ice  live  and  tye  in  good  quarrel. 

Owen.  Pray  you  do  shustice,  let  awl  be  prison. 

Davy.  Prison !  no ;  lord  sliudge,  I  wool  give 
you  pail,  good  surety. 

8  Judge.  W)iat  bail  ?  what  sureties  ? 

Davy,  Hur  cozen  ap  Rice,  ap  Evan,  ap  Mo- 
rice,  ap  Morgan,  ap  Uuellyn,  ap  Madoc,  ap 
Meredith,  ap  Grifl&n,  ap  Davy,  ap  Owen,  ap 
Skinken,  ap  Shones. 

2  Judge.  Two  of  the  most  sufficient  are  enough. 
Sher.  An  it  please  your  lordship,  these  are  all 

but  one. 
1  Judge.  To  gaol  with  them,  and  the  lord  Her- 
TCrt*s  men : 
Well  talk  with  them,  when  the  assize  is  done. 

[Ejfeunt  Bailifftf  Owen,  Davy,  4rc 
Riotous,  audacious,  and  unruly  grooms ! 
Must  we  be  forced  to  come  from  the  bench 
To  quiet  brawls,  which  every  constable^ 
In  other  civil  places,  can  suppress  ? 
d  Judge,  What  was  the  quarrel  that  caused  all 

this  stir? 
Sher.  About  religion,  as  I  heard,  my  lord. 
Lord  Powis  detracted  from  the  power  of  Rome, 
Affirming  Wickliff's  doctrine  to  be  true. 
And  Rome's  erroneous :  hot  reply  was  made 
By  the  lord  Herbert;  they  were  traitors  all 
That  would  maintfun  it    powis  answered. 
They  were  as  true,  as  noble^  and  as  wise 
As  he;  they  would  defend  it  with  their  lires; 
He  named,  for  instance,  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
The  lord  Cobharo  :  Herbert  replied  again. 
He,  thou,  and  all  are  traitors  that  so  hold. 
The  lie  was  given,  the  several  factions  drawn,    • 
And  80  enraged,  that  we  could  not  appease  it. 
1  Judge.  This  case  concerns  the  king's  prero- 
gative,. 
And  'tis  dangerous  to  the  state  and  common- 
wealth. 
Gentlemen,  justices,  master  mayor,  and  master 

sheriff. 
It  doth  behove  us  all,  and  each  of  us. 
In  general  and  particular,  to  have  care 
For  the  suppressing  of  all  mutinies. 
And  all  assemblies,  except  soldiers*  muster^ 
For  the  king's  preparatiuu  into  France. 
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SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


Hi 


We  h^  of  ncret  oonvcMicittft  nuHfe, 
And  there  is  doubt  of  iMne  oompinioies, 
Which  m«r  br^Ak  out  ioto  rebellious  arms, 
When  the  king's  gone,  perchance  before  he  go. 
Note  a»  an  instance,  this  one  perilous  fVay : 
What  factions  might  hare  |rown  on  either  part, 
To  the  desthictjon  of  the  king  and  realm  f 
Yet,  in  my  conscience,  sir  John  Oldcascle's 
loaocent  of  it;  only  his  Mnoe  was  used. 
We  therefore  from  his  highness  give  this  charge : 
Too,  roaster  mayor,  look  to  yonr  dtizens; 
Yea,  master  sherifl^  onto  your  shire ;  and  you 
As  justices^  in  every  one's  preohnct 
There  be  no  meetings :  when  the  vulgar  sort 
Sit  on  their  alo-4iench,  with  their  cups  and  cans, 
Matters  of  state  be  not  their  common  talk. 
Nor  pure  religion  by  their  lips  ph>faned. 
Let  OS  return  unto  the  bench  again, 
And  there  esamiue  further  of  &is  fVay. 

Enter  a  Baiiiffand  a  Serjeant* 
Sher.  Sirs,  baire  ye  taken  the  lord  Powis  yet  ? 
BaiL  No,  nor  heard  of  him. 
Ser.  No,  he*s  gone  for  enough. 
9  fudge.  They  that  are  lef^  behind,  shall  an- 
'  alL  [EJceunt. 


SCENE  U.-^EltkiOH.    An  AntMUmber  in  the 
Pulace. 

Enter  the  Thihe  o/ Suffolk,  BUhon  £/* Roches- 
ter, Buttery  and  Sir  John  of  Wrolham, 

3|/.  Now,  aiy  lord  bishop,  take  free  libertv. 
To  speak  yoor  mind :  what  is  your  suit  to  usr 
jRocA.  My  DoMe  lord,  no  more  than  what  you 
know, 
Aad  have  been  oftentimes  invested  with. 
Grievous  complaints  have  passed  between  the 

lips 
Of  iiiviotts  persons,  to  upbraid  the  olei^gy; 
Some  carping  at  the  livings  which  We  have, 
And  others  spuming  at  tiie  ceremonies 
Tbit  are  of  aodent  custom  in  the  church ; 
Amon^t  the  which,  lord  Cobham  is  a  chief. 
What  mconvenieoce  may  proceed  hereof, 
Both  to  the  king,  and  to  tee  commonwealth. 
May  easly  be  discemed,  when,  like  a  freuzyy 
This  fnnovatioii  shall  possess  their  minds. 
These  upstarts  will  have  followers  to  uphold 
Their  damned  o|miion,  more  than  Henry  shall. 
To  undergo  his  quarrel  'cainst  the  French. 
Stif,  What  proof  is  uiere  against  them  to  be 
had, 
That  what  yo«  say  ^  law  may  kistify  ? 
Rock.  They  give  themselves  the  name  of  Pro- 
testants, 
And  meet  b  fields  and  solitaty  groves. 
S.Mn,  Was  ever  heard,  my  lord,  the  like  till 
now? 
put  thieves  and  rebels,  'sblpod,  my  lord,  here- 
tics, 
Plsb  heretics,  0^11  stand  to't  to  their  teeth) 

voi^  I. 


Should  hare,  to  colour  their  vile  pnustiMs, 
A  title  of  such  worth,  as  Protestant  f 

Enter  a  Messenger  with  a  Letter^  which  he  gives 
to  the  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

Suf,  O,  but  you  must  not  swear;  it  ill  becomes 
One  of  your  coat  to  rap  out  bloody  oaths. 

Rock  Pardon  him,  good  mv  lord ;  it  n  bis  zeaU 
An  honest  country  prelate^  who  laments 
To  see  such  foul  disorder  in  the  church. 
S.John,  There's  one,  they  call  him  sir  John 
Oldcastle; 
He  has  not  his  name  for  nought ;  for,  like  a  castle. 
Doth  he  encompass  them  within  his  walls : 
But  till  that  castle  be  subverted  quite. 
We  ne*er  shall  be  at  quiet  in  the  realm. 

Roch,  That  is  our  suit,  my  lord ;  that  he  be 
ta'en. 
And  brought  in  question  for  his  heresy. 
Beside,  two  letters  brought  me  out  of  Wales, 
Wherein  my  lord  of  Hereford  writes  to  me. 
What  tumult  and  sedition  was  begun. 
About  the  lord  Cobham,  at  the  'sizes  there, 
(For  they  had  much  ado  to  calm  the  rage) 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  slain. 
Suf,  A  (ire  that  must  be  quenched.  Wel^  say 
no  more ; 
The  kii^  anon  goes  to  the  council  cht^mber, 
There  to  debate  of  matters  touching  France, 
As  lie  doth  pass  by,  I'll  inform  bis  grace 
Concerning  vour  petition.    Master  Butler^ 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me, 
But.  I  will,"my  lord. 
Roch.  Not  as  a  recoropenoe. 
But  as  a  token  of  our  lore  to  you, 
By  me,  my  lords^  the  clergy  doth  present 
This  purse,  and  in  it  full  a  thousand  aneels^ 
Praying  your  lordship  to  accept  their  gift. 

[Offers  the  Duke  a  Purse, 
Suf,  I  thank  them,  my  loni  bbhop,  for  thcip 
love,  * 

But  will  not  take  their  money;  if  you  please 
To  give  it  to  this  gentleman,  yQU  may. 

Rock  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance 

herein. 
But,  The  best  I  can,  my  lord  of  Rochester. 
Roch.  Nay,  pray  you  take  it ;  trust  me,  sir,  yon 

shall. 
S,  John,  Were  ye  all  three  upon  Newmarket* 
heath. 
You  should  not  need  strain  curt'sy  who  should 

have  it ; 
Sir  John  would  quickly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

[Aside^ 
Suf.  The  king  b  coming.    Fear  ye  not,  my 
lord; 
The  very  first  thing  I  will  break  with  him. 
Shall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  King  Hekrt  and  the  Eatl  qf  HuNTrifA 

TOV. 


K.  Hen,  My  lord  of  Sufiblk, 

2  s;- 
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[Anonymous; 


Was  it  not  saiil  tbe  clergy  did  refuse 

To  lend  os  money  towards  our  wars  in  France  ? 

Si{f.  It  was,  my  lord,  but  very  wrongfully. 

JC.  Henry,  I  know  it  was ;  for  Huntington  here 
tells  me 
They  have  beon  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Suf,  And  sdli  they  vow,  my  gracious  lord,  to 
be  so. 
Hoping  your  mojesty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  subjects,  and  suppress 
All  such  malicious  errors  as  begin 
To  spot  their  calling,  and  disturb  the  church. 

K.  Henry,  God  else  forbid  !^W  hy,  Suflfolk,  is 
there 
Any  new  rupture  to  disquiet  them  ? 

Suf,  No  new,  my  lord ;  the  old  is  great  enough ; 
And  so  increasing,  as,  if  not  cut  down, 
Will  breed  a  scandal  to  your  royal  stale, 
And  set  your  kingdom  quickly  in  an  upruar. 
The  Kentish  knight,  lord  Cobharo,  in  despite 
Of  any  law,  or  spiritual  discipline, 
IVf  aintains  this  upstart  new  religion  still ; 
And  divers  great  assemblies,  by  his  nteans. 
And  private  quarrels,  are  commenced  abroad, 
As  by  this  letter  more  at  large,  my  liege, 
Is  made  apparent. 

K,  Henry.  We  do  find  it  here, 
There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  fray  of  late 
Between  two  noblemen.    But  what  of  this  ? 
Follows  it  straight,  lord  Cobham  must  be  lie 
Did  cfMse  the  same?   I  dare  be  sworn,  good 

knight, 
He  never  dreamed  of  any  such  contention. 

Roch.  But  in  his  name  the  quarrel  did  begin, 
About  the  opinion  which  he  held,  my  liege. 

JT.  Henry,  W|uit  if  it  didf  was  either  he  in 
plape 
To  take  part  with  them,  or  abet  (hem  in  it  ? 
If  brabbling  fellows,  whose  enkindled  blcod 
$ceihs  in  their  fiery  veins,  w^ll  needs  go  figtit, 
Making  their  quarrels  of  some  words  that  passed 
Either  of  you,  or  vou,  aniongst  their  cups. 
Is  the  fault  yours  i^  or  are  they  ^ilty  of  it? 

Svf,  With  pardop  of  yopr  highness,  my  drpad 
lord, 
Such  little  sparks,  neglected,  may  in  time 
prow  to  a  mighty  fiame.    3ut  that's  not  all ; 
He  doth  beside  maintain  a  strange  religion. 
And  will  not  be  compelled  to  come  to  mas«. 

Roch,  We  do  beseech  yon  therefore,  gracious 
prince,  . 
Without  offence  unto  your  majesty, 
We  may  be  bold  to  use  authority. 

K.  Henry.  As  how  ? 


Roch.  To  SDmiiiod  bim  unto  tbe  arches,' 
Where  such  oflfenoes  have  their  puoishoient. 
K.  Henry,  To  answer  personally  ?  is  that  year 

meaning  ? 
Roch.  It  is,  my  lord. 
K,  Henry,  How,  if  be  appeal  ? 
Roch,  My  lordy  he  caimot  in  such  a  case  as 

this. 
Suf,  Not  where  religion  is  tbe  plea,  my  lord. 
K,  Henry,  I  took  it  always,  that  oarsdf  stood 
on't 
As  a  sufficient  refuge,  unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  appeal : 
But  we  II  not  arsue  now  upon  that  point. 
For  sir  John  Olncastle,  whom  yoa  aocose,    ' 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  dispense  a  while 
Witli  your  high  title  of  preheminenoe. 
Report  did  never  yet  condemn  hiai  so, 
But  he  hath  always  been  reputed  loyal : 
And,  in  my  knowledge,  I  can  say  thus  much. 
That  he  is  virtuous,  wise,  and  honourable. 
If  any  way  his  conscience  be  seduced 
To  waver  in  his  faith.  Til  send  for  him. 
And  scliool  him  privately :  if  that  serve  not, 
Then  afterward  you  may  proceed  against  him. 
Butler,  be  you  the  messenger  for  us. 
And  will  hmi  presently  repair  to  court. 

[Ejetint  King  Henry,  Huntingtoit, 
Suffolk,  aii<2  Butler, 
S.John,  How  now,  my  lord?  why  stand  yoa 
discontent? 
Insooth,  methinks  the  king  hath  well  decreed. 
Roch,  Ay,  ay,  sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  hb 
word; 
But  I  perceive  he  favours  him  so  much 
As  this  will  be  to  small  effect,  I  fear. 
S,  John,  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  what  yon*re  bes^ 
to  do : 
If  you  suspect  the  king  will  be  but  cold 
In  reprehending  him,  send  you  a  process  too. 
To  sepe  upon  him ;  so  you  may  be  sure 
To  make  him  answer  it,  howsoe'er  it  fall. 

Roch,  And  well  remembered ;  1  will  have  it 
so; 
A  fiuniner  shall  be  sent*  about  it  straight.  [Ent. 
S.  John,  Yea,  do  so.    In  the  mean  space  this 
remains 
For  kind  sir  John  of  Wrotharo,  honest  Jack. 
Methinks  the  purse  of  gold  the  bishop  gave 
Made  a  good  shew,  it  had  a  tempting  look : 
Beshrew  me,  but  my  fingers'  ends  do  itch 
Tp  be  upon  those  golden  ruddocks    Well,  'ti| 

thus; 
I  am  nor  as  the  would  dotd  take  oie  for : 


RfNOfi  him  unto  the  arches— The  court  of  archesy  so  called  because  it  was  anciently  held  ia  tl»e 
8t  ^ary  le  Bov^  Sancta  Maria  de  arcubua, — Ma  lone.  • 


»  To  J 
burcb  of  i 

*  A  sumoer  shall  be  $tnt — A  tumner  is  an  apparitor  or  aictsco^e r  employed  to  fummoa  peiseas  to  appear 
Intbespiritaalconrt.— Maloite.  •  -• 
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If  ever  wolf  were  clothed  in  sheep's  coat. 
Then  I  am  he ;  old  huddle  and  twang  iTaith : 
A  priest  in  shew,  but,  in  plain  terms,  a  thief. 
Yet,  let  me  tell  vou  too,  an  honest  thief; 
On«  that  will  take  it  where  it  may  be  spared^ 
And  spend  it  freely  in  good  fellowship. 
I  hare  as  many  shapes  as  Proteus  had; 
That  still,  when  any  villaiiy  is  done, 
There  may  be  none  suspect  it  was  sir  John. 
Besides,  to  comfort  me,  (for  what's  this  life, 
Except  the  crabbed  bitterness  thereof 
Be  sweetened  now  and  then  with  lechery  ?) 
I  have  my  Doll,  my  concubine  as  'twere, 
To  frolic  with ;  a  lusty  bouncing  girl. 
But  whilst  I  loiter  here,  the  ^Id  may  'scape, 
And  that  must  not  be  so :  it  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  I'll  meet  him  on  his  way  to  court, 
And  shrire  him  of  it;  there  will  be  the  sport. 

[£jiV. 

SCENE  m.-'Kent. 
An  outer  Court  before  Lord  Cobhamt  house.     A 
pttbHc  road  leading  to  it ;  and  an  Alehouse  ap- 
pearing at  a  little  distance. 

Enter  two  old  Men  and  ttoo  Soldiers, 

1  Sold.  God  help,  God  help!  there's  law  for 
tHinishing, 
But  there  s  do  Uiw  for  our  necessity : 
There  be  more  stocks  to  set  poor  soldiers  in, 
Than  there  be  houses  to  relieve  them  at. 

1  Old  M.  Ay,  house-keeping  decays  in  every 

Even  as  Saint  Peter  writ,  still  worse  and  worse. 
9  Old  Af.  Master  mayor  of  Rochester  has 
given  command,  that  none  shall  go  abroad  out  of 
the  parish ;  and  has  set  down  an  order  forsooth, 
^hat  every  poor  householder  must  give  for  our  re- 
lief;  where  there  be  some  'sessed,  [  may  say  to 
you,  had  almost  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

1  Old  M.  It  is  a  hard  world  the  while. 

2  Old  M.  If  a  poor  man  ask  at  door  for  God*s 
sake,  they  ask  him  for  a  licence,  or  a  certificate 
from  a  Justice. 

1  Sold.  Faith  we  have  none,  but  what  we  bear 
Bpon  our  bodies,  our  maim'd  limbs,  God  help  us. 

S  Sold.  And  yet  as  lame  'as  I  am,  I'll  with  the 
king  into  France,  if  I  can  but  crawl  a  ship-board. 
I  had  rather  be  slain  in  France,  than  starve  in 
England. 

1  Old  M.  Ha,  were  I  but  as  lusty  as  I  was  at 
Shrewsbury  battle,  I  would  not  do  as  I  do : — but 
we  are  now  come  to  the  good  lord  Cobham's,  the 
best  man  to  the  poor  in  all  Kent. 

9  Old  M.  God  bless  him !  there  be  but  few 
each. 
Enter  Lord  Cobraic  and  Harpool. 

Co6.  Thou  peevish  froward  man,  what  wouldst 

thou  have  f 
Hot.  This  pride,  this  pride,  brings  all  to  beg- 
gary. 
I  served  your  father,  and  your  grandfather; 


Shew  me  such  two  men  now :  no,  n« ;  your  back*,' 
Your  backs,  the  devil  and  pride,  has  cut  the  throat 
Of  all  good  house-keeping ;  they  were  the  best 
Yeomens*  masters  that  ever  were  in  England. 
Cob.  Yea,  e&cept  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthj 
knaves 
And  sturdy  rogues,  still  feeding  at  my  gate, 
There  is  no  hospitality  with  thee. 

Har.  They  may  sit  at  the  gate  well  enough, 

but  the  devil  of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except 

they'll  eat  stones. 

Cob.  ^fis  'long  then  of  such  hungry  knaves  as 

you : 

Yea,  sir,  here's  your  retinue;  your  guests  be 

come ; 
They  know  their  hours,  I  warrant  you, 

1  Old  M.  God  bless  your  honour  !  God  save 
the  good  lord  Cobham,  and  all  his  house  I 

1  Sold,  Good  your  honour,  bestow  your  blessed 
alms  upon  poor  men. 

Cob.  Now,  sir,  here  be  your  alms-knights:  now 
arc  you 
As  safe  as  the  emperor. 

Uar.  My  alms-knights  ?  Nay,  they're  yours  s  it 
is  a  shame  for  you,  and  I'll  stand  to't;  your  fool- 
ish alms  maintains  more  vagabonds  than  all  the 
noblemen  in  Kent  beside.— <)ut,  you  rogues,  you 
knaves,  work  for  ^our  livings.  Alas,  poor  men, 
they  may  beg  their  hearts  out;  there's  no  more 
charity  among  men  than  among  so  many  mastiff 
dogs.  [Aside^  What  make  you  here,  you  needj 
knaves?  Away,  away,  you  villains. 

S  Sold.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  good  to  us. 
Cob.  Nay,  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough ;  I 
think 
That  all  the  beggars  in  this  land  are  thy 
Acquaintance  :  go  bestow  your  alms,  none  will 
Controul  you,  sir. 

Har,  What  should  I  give  them?  you  are 
grown  so  beggarly,  that  you  can  scarce  give  a  bit 
of  bread  at  your  door.  You  talk  of  your  religion 
so  long,  that  you  have  banished  charity  from  you. 
A  man  may  make  a  flax-shop  in  your  kitchen 
chimnies,  for  any  fire  there  is  stirring. 

Cob,  If  thou  wilt  give  them  nothing,  send  them 
hence ; 
Let  them  not  stand  here  starving  in  the  cold. 

Har.  Who !  1  drive  them  hence  ?  If  I  drive 
poor  men  from  the  door,  I'll  be  hang'd  ;  I  know 
not  what  I  may  come  to  myself.  God  help  ye, 
poor  knaves,  ye  see  the  world.  Well,  you  had  a 
mother;  O  God  be  with  thee,  good  lady,  thy 
souFs  at  rest :  She  gave  more  in  shirts  and  smocks 
to  poor  children,  than  you  spend  in  your  house; 
and  yet  you  live  a  beggiir  too. 

i To  Xor</ CoBU  A  M. 
.        at  e'er  my  mother 

did, 
Was  in  relieving  such  a  fool  as  thou. 

Har,  Ay,  I  am  a  fool  still:  with  all  your  wit 
you'll  die  a  beggar ;  go  to. 

Cob,  Go,  you  old  fool^  give  the  poor  people 
something. 
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00  is,  poor  QMn,  into  the  loner  court,  i 
Aod  takt  such  wltm  as  tberq  it  tu  b9  had. 

Sold  God  bless  your  honour ! 
Bur.  liang  you  rogues,  hang  you ;  there's  no- 
thing but  misery  amongst  you ;  you  fear  no  law, 
you. 
2  Old  Af.  God  bless  you,  good  master  Ralph, 
God  save  your  life ;  you  are  good  to  the  poor  still. 
[Exeuut  Harpooi^  OU  Men,  and  Soldien, 

Enter  Lord  Powis,  disguised. 

Cob.  What  fellow's  yonder  comes  along  the 
grove  ? 
tew  passengers  there  be  that  know  this  way. 
Methinks,  he  stops,  as  though  he  itaid  for  me, 
^nd  meant  to  smroud  himself  amoi^  the  bushes. 

1  know  the  clergy  hate  me  to  the  death, 
And  mj  religion  gets  me  many  foes : 

And  this  may  be  some  desperate  rogue,  sobofn'd 
To  work  roe  mischief: — as  it  picaseth  God. 
If  he  come  toward  roe,  sure  Til  stay  his  coming, 
Be  he  but  one  man,  whatsoe'er  Ite  be. 

[Lord  Powis  advtnce$, 
X  have  been  well  acquainted  with  that  face. 

Po9.   Well  met,  my  honourable    lord  and 
friend. 

Cob,  You  are  very  welcome,  ur,  whatever  you 
be; 
But  of  this  sudden,  sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 

Pom*  I  am  one  that  wisheth  well  uuto  your 
honour ; 
My  name  is  Powis,  an  old  friend  of  yours. 

Cob,  My  honourable  lord,  and  worthy  friend, 
What  makes  your  lordship  thus  alone  in  Kent? 
And  thus  disguised  in  this  strange  attire  ! 

Pow.  Mj  lord,  an  unexpected  accident 
Hath  at  this  time  enforced  me  to  these  parts. 
And  thus  it  happ'd.    Not  yet  full  five  days  since, 
Now  at  the  last  assize  at  Hereford, 
It  chanced  that  the  lord  Herbert  and  myself, 
'Moogst  other  things,  discoursing  at  the  table. 
Did  fall  in  speech  about  some  certain  points 
Of  Wickltfifs  doctrine,  '^inst  the  papacy 
And  the  religion  catholic  maintained 
Throui^h  the  most  part  of  £urf)pe  at  this  day. 
This  wilful  testy  lord  stuck  not  to  say. 
That  WicklifT  was  a  knave,  a  schismatic, 
His  doctrine  devilish,  and  heretical ; 
And  whatsoe'er  he  was,  maintain'd  the  same. 
Was  traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  country, 
^ing  moved  at  his  peremptory  speech, 
I  told  him,  some  maintained  those  opinions, 
Men  and  truer  subjecu  than  lord  lierbert  was : 
And  lie  replying  in  comparisons. 
Your  name  was  urgftd,  my  lord,  against  his  chal< 

lenge,5 
To  be  a  perfect  favporer  of  the  truth. 
And,  to  be  short,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows, 


Our>nrants,  and  our  tenants^  taking  parts  :— 
Map  v  on  both  sides  hurt ;  and  for  an  hour 
The  broil  by  no  n^eans  could  be  pacified ; 
Until  thf  judges,  rising  from  the  bench« 
Were  in  their  person^  forced  to  part  the  fray. 

Cob.  I  hope  no  man  was  violently  slain. 

Pow,  'Faith  none,  I  trust,  but  the  lord  Uerberl's 
self. 
Who  is  in  truth  so  dangerously  hurt, 
As  it  is  doubted  he  can  hardly  scape. 

Cob.  1  am  sorry,  my  good  lord,  for  these  ill 
news. 

Po».  This  is  the  cause  that  drives  me  into  Kcqt, 
To  shroud  myself  with  you,  so  good  a  friend. 
Until  I  hear  how  things  do  speed  at  home. 

Cob,  Your  lordsliip  is  roost  welcome  uuto  C(^ 
bam; 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  mj  good  lord. 
My  name  was  brought  in  question  in  this  matter, 
Considering  I  have  many  enemies, 
That  threaten  bmBcc,  and  do  lie  ia  wait 
To  take  the  vantage  of  the  smallest  thing. 
But  you  are  welcome ;  and  repose  your  lord^ip, 
And  keep  yourself  here  secret  in  my  house. 
Until  we  hear  how  the  lord  Herbert  speeds. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  man:  sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Ear.  Yonder'sooc  Master  Butler  af  the  privy 
chamber,  is  sent  unto  you  from  the  king. 

Pow.  Pray  God,  that  the  lord  Herbert  be  not 
dead. 
And  the  king,  bearing  whither  I  am  gone. 
Hath  seht  for  me. 

Cob,  Comfort  yourself^  my  lord;  I  warrant 
you. 

Ear.  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  ?  dost  than  quake  ? 
dost  thou  shake  ?  dost  thou  tremble  Mia  ? 

Cob.  Peace,  you  old  fool.  Siirah,  coovey  this 
gentleman  in  the  back  way,  and  bring  tbe  other 
into  the  walk. 

Ear.  Come,  sir,  you're  welcome,  if  you  lore 
my  lord. 

Pow,  Gramercy,  eentle  friend. 

[ExnaU  Powrs  oisd  Harpool. 

Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be 
long 
Before  I  heard  o£  something  from  the  km^ 
About  this  matter. 

Enter  HAapooL  and  Butler 

Ear,  Sir,  yonder  my  lord  walks,  you  see  him; 
I'll  have  your  men  into  the  cellar  the  while. 

Cok  Welcome,  good  anaster  Butler. 

Bttf.  Thanks,  my  good  lord.  His  Majesty  dotfa 
commend  his  love  unto  your  lordshi|),  and  wilU 
you  to  repair  unto  the  court. 


^ Jgahnt  hU  ehattenge^Thva  the  quarto  1600.    The  folio  1664  reads-^ais  cballei^.-'Vv 
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Cob.  God  bless  his  bi|fcn^8»  and  confound  hU  [ 
enemies ! 
J  hope  his  majesty  is  well. 
BuL  In  good  health,  my  lord. 
Cob.  God  long  continue  it!  Methinks  you 
look  ^ 

As  thou^  ;|rou  were  not  well :  what  ail  ye,  sir? 
BuL  Taith  I  have  had  a  foolish  odd  mis- 
chance, 
That  angers  me.    ComloK  o*er  ShooterVHiU, 
There  came  one  to  me  like  a  sailor,  and 
Ask'd  my  money ;  and  whilst  I  staid  my  horse, 


To  draw  mj  purse,  he  takes  the  advantage  of 
A  little  bank,  and  leaps  behind  me,  whips 
My  purse  away,  and  with  a  sudden  jerk, 
I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  least  three  yards 
Out  of  my  saddle.    I  never  was  so  robb'd 
In  all  my  life. 

Cob,  1  am  very  sorry,  sir,  for  your  misobanoe} 
We  will  send  our  warrant  forth,  to  stay  all  such 
Suspicious  persons  as  shall  be  found ; 
Then,  Master  Butler,  we'll  attend  on  you* 

But.  I  hQinbly  thaak  your  lordabip^  111  attend 
you.  [E»eun$. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I.— The  same. 
Enter  a  Sumner* 
Sam.  I  bate  the  law  to  warrant  what  I  do ; 
and  diougb  the  lord  Cobham  be  a  nobleman,  that 
dispenses  not  with  law :  I  dare  serve  a  process, 
were  he  five  noblemen.  Though  we  sumners 
vnake  sometimes  a  mad  slip  in  a  comer  with  a 
pretty  wench,  a  susiner  must  not  go  always  by 
seeing :  a  QHin  may  be  content  to  bide  his  eyes 
where  be  may  feel  his  profit.  Well,  this  is  lord 
Cobbam's  bouse ;  if  I  cannot  speak  with  him,  I'll 
dap  my  citation  upon  his  door ;  so  my  lord  of 
Rochetiter  bade  me :  but  methinks  here  comes  one 
of  his  men. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Bar,  Welcome,  good  fellow,  welcome :  who 
would*st  thou  speak  with } 

Sum*  With  my  lord  Cobham  I  would  speak,  if 
thou  be  one  of  his  men. 

Hiir,  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  men :  but  thou 
can'st  not  speak  with  rov  lord. 

jSiub.  May  I  send  to  him  then  f 

Ear.  Vi\  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  errand. 

Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  errand  to  thee. 

Ear.  Then  keep  it  to  thyself,  and  walk  like  a 
knave  as  thou  cam'st. 

Sum.  I  tell  thee,  my  lord  keeps  no  knaves, 
sirrah. 

flior.Tben  thou  servest  him  not,  I  believe.  What 
kmi  b  thy  master? 

Sun^  My  brd  of  Rochester. 

Ear.  In  good  dme :  And  what  woold'st  thou 
have  with  my  lord  Cobliam? 

Sum.  X  come,  by  virtue  of  a  process,  to  dte 
htm  to  appear  before  my  lord  in  the  court  at 
Rochester. 


Ear.  [AtiiU.]  Well,  God  grant  me  patience !  I 
could  eat  this  conger.  ^  My  lord  is  not  at  home ; 
therefore  it  were  good,  Sumner,  you  carried  your 
process  back. 

Sum,  Why  if  he  will  not  be  spoken  withal,  then 
will  I  leave  it  here ;  and  see  that  he  take  know- 
led^  of  it.  [Fixet  m  citation  on  the  Gate. 

Star.  'Zounds,  you  slave,  do  you  set  up  your 
bills  here?  Go  to;  take  it  down  again.  Dost 
thou  know  what  thou  dost?  Dost  thou  know  on 
whom  thou  servest  a  process  ? 

Sum.  Yes,  marry  do  I ;  on  Sir  John  Oldcastle^ 
lord  Cobham. 

Ear,  I  am  glad  thou  knowest  him  yet  And, 
sirrah,  dost  thou  not  know  that  the  lord  Cobham 
is  a  brave  lord,  that  keeps  good  beef  and  beer  in 
his  house,  and  every  day  feeds  a  hundred  poor 
people  at  his  gate,  and  keeps  a  hundred  tall  feU 
lows? 

Sum.  What's  that  to  my  process  ? 

Ear.  Marry  this,  sir ;  is  this  process  paKh- 
ment  ? 

Sum.  Yes,  marry  is  it 

Ear,  And  this  seal  wax  ? 

Sum.  It  is  so. 

Ear.  If  this  be  parchment,  and  this  wax,  eat 
you  this  parchment  and  this  wax,  or  I  will  make 
parchment  of  your  skin,  and  beat  your  brains  in- 
to wax.  Sirran  Sumner,  dispatch ;  devour,  sirrah^ 
devour. ' 

Sum,  I  am  my  lord  of  Rochester's  sumner;  I 
came  to  du  my  office,  and  ihou  shalt  answer  it. 

Ear,  Sirran,  no  railing,  but  betake  yourself  to 
your  teeth.  Thou  shalt  eat  no  worse  than  thou 
bring'st  with  thee.  Thou  bring'st  it  for  my  lord^ 
and  wilt  thou  bring  my  lord  worse  than  thou  wilt 
eat  thyself? 

Sum.  Sir,  I  brought  it  not  my  lord  to  eat. 


• I  could  eat  this  coiner— The  ponger  is  the  sea  eel  — Malone. 

' Devour  iirrah,  devour.^—Th]^  circumstance  1^  not  a  fiction  of  tba  author  of  this  play.    Sfasbe,  io 

kit  Apologit  of  Pierce  Pmnilesse,  1993,  says  he  once  saw  Hobert  Greene  (a  voliiniiqous  writer  of  those 
days)  **  make  an  apparitor  eat  his  citation,  wax  and  all,  very  bandaomely  served  *twi^t  f  wo  dishes.'' 
Tlie  same  story  is  also  told  of  oae  of  the  attendants  of  Bogo  de  Clare  in  the  eighteenth  year  of  £dward  I. 
See  MUIs*i  IHeeourn  of  the  Anti^it^  of  the  Star-Chamber^  4to.  159U,  p.  40.--MAi.oifS. 
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Ear.  O,  clo  jou  sir  roe  now  ?  All's  one  for  that ; 
111  make  you  eat  it,  for  bringing  it; 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Ear.  Can  you  not  ?  'bblood,  FlI  beat  you  till 
you  have  a  stomacb.  [Beats  him. 

Sum,  O  hold,  hold,  good  roaster  serving-roan ;  I 
will  eat  it» 

Ear.  Be  cbaroping,  be  chewing,  sir,  or  V\\  chew 
you,  you  rogue.  Tough  wax  it  the  purest  of  the 
Aoney. 

'  Sum»  Thepuvest  of  the  hooey ! — O,  Lord,  sir ! 
oh  !  oh  !  [Eai$. 

Ear.  feed,  feed ;  'tis  wholsome,  rogue,  whoU 
some.  Cannot  you,  like  an  honest  sumner,  walk 
with  the  devil  your  brother,  to  fetch  in  your  bai- 
lift's  rents,  but  you  must  come  to  a  nobleman's 
house  with  process  ?  if  thy  seal  were  as  broad  as 
the  lead  that  covers  Rochester  church,  thou 
si|bould*st  eat  it 

Sum.  O,  I  am  almost  choked,  I  am  almost 
choked. 

Ear.  Who's  within  there  ?  will  you  shame  my 
lord  ?  is  there  no  beer  in  the  house  ?  Butler,  I  say. 

Enter  Butler. 

But.  Here,  here. 

flffr.  Give  him  beer.  There ;  tough  old  sheep- 
skin's bare  dry  meat.  [The  Sumner  drinks. 

Sum.  O,  sir,  let  me  go  no  farther;  I'll  eat  my 
word. 

Ear.  Yea,  marry,  sir,  I  mean  you  shall  eat 
more  than  your  own  word ;  for  Til  make  you  eat 
all  the  words  in  the  process.  Why,  you  drab- 
monger,  cannot  the  secrets  of  all  the  wenches  in 
ti  shire  serve  your  tuni,  but  you  must  come 
hither  with  a  citation,  with  a  pox  ?  Til  cite  you. — 
A  cop  of  sack  fur  the  sumner. 
'    But.  Here,  sir,  here. 

Ear.  Here,  slave,  I  drink  to  thee.  . 

^tifii.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Ear.  Now,  if  thou  find'st  thy  stomach  well,  be- 
cause thou  slialt  see  my  lord  keeps  meat  in  his 
house,  if  thou  wilt  ^o  in,  thou  shaft  hfivc  a  piece 
of  beef  to  thy  breakfast. 

Sum.  No,  I  am  very  well,  good  master  serving- 
man,  I  thank  you  ;  very  well,  sir. 

Ear,  I  am  glad  on't :  then  be  walking  towards 
Rochester  to  Keep  your  stomach  warm.  And, 
sumner,  if  I  do  know  you  disturb  a  good  wench 
within  this  diocese,  if  I  do  not  make  thee  eat  her 
petticoat,  if  there  were  four  yards  of  Kentish 
cloth  in  it,  I  am  a  villain. 

Sum,  God  be  wi'  you,  master  serving-man. 

[Exit  Sumner. 

Ear,  Farewell,  sumner. 

Enter  Constable, 

Con.  Save  you,  itiaster  Harpool. 

Ear.  Welcome  constable,  welcome  constable; 
what  news  with  thee  ? 

Con.  An't  please  vou,  master  Harpool,  I  am  to 
make  hue  and  cry  for  a  fellow  with  one  eye,  that 
has  robb*d  two  clothiers;  and  am  to  ciave  your 


hindrance  to  search  aQ  suspected  places ;  and 
they  say  there  was  a  woman  m  the  company. 

Ear,  Hast  thou  been  at  the  ale-house  ?  bast 
thou  sought  there  ? 

Con.  I  durst  not  search  in  my  lord  Cobham's 
liberty,  except  I  had  some  of  his  servants  for  my 
warrant. 

Ear.  An  honest  constable :  Call  forth  him  that 
keeps  the  ale-house  there. 

Con.  Ho,  who's  within  there  ? 

Enter  Ale-man. 

Ale-man.  Who  calls  there  ?  Oh,  is't  you,  master 
constable,  and  master  Harpool  ?  you*re  welcome 
with  all  my  heart.  What  make  you  here  so  early 
this  morning? 

Ear.  Sirrah,  what  strangers  do  you  lodge? 
there  is  a  robbery  done  this  morning,  and  we  are 
to  search  for  all  suspected  persons. 

Ale-man.  Gods-bore,  I  am  sorry  for't.  Ffaith, 
sir,  I  lodge  nobody,  but  a  good  hooest  priest,  call'd 
sir  John  a  Wrotham,  and  a  handsome  woman 
that  is  his  niece,  that  he  says  he  has  some  suit  in 
law  for ;  and  as  they  go  up  and  down  to  London, 
sometimes  they  lie  at  my  house. 

Ear.  VVhat,  is  she  here  in  thy  house  now } 

Ale-man.  She  is,  sir ;  I  promise  yoo,  sir,  he  b 
a  quiet  man,  and  because  he  will  not  trouble  too 
many  rooms,  he  makes  the  woman  lie  every 
night  at  his  bed's  feet. 

Ear.  Bring  her  fortli,  constable ;  bring  her 
forth ;  let's  see  her,  lefs  see  her. 

Ale-man.  Dorothy,  you  must  come  down  to 
master  constable. 

Enter  Dorothy; 

Doll.  Anon  forsooth. 

Eur.  Welcome,  sweet  lass,  welcome.     • 

DolL  I  thank  you,  good  sir,  aud  master  con- 
stable also. 

Ear.  A  plump  girl  by  the  mass,  a  plump  girl. 
Ha,  Doll,  ha  !  Witt  tliou  forsake  the  priest,  and 
go  with  me,  Doll  ? 

Con.  Ah  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  you  are 
a  merry  old  man,  i'faith  ;  you  will  never  he  old. 
Now  by  I  he  mack,  a  pretty  wench  indeed ! 

Ear.  You  old  innd  merry  constable,  art  tJMHi 
advised  of  that  ?  Ha,  well  said,  Doll ;  fill  some  ale 
here. 

Doll.  Oh,  if  I  wist  this  old  priest  would  not 
stick  to  me,  by  Jove  I  would  injjle  this  old  senr- 
ing-man.  [Aside. 

Ear.  O  you  old  mad  colt,  i'faith  I'll  ferk  you; 
fill  all  the  pots  in  the  house  there. 

Con.  Oh  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  you  are 
a  heart  of  oak  when  all's  d<jnc. 

Ear.  Ha,  Doll,  thou  hast  a  sweet  pair  of  lips* 
by  the  mass. 

Doll.  Truly  you  are  a  most  sweet  old  roan,  as 
ever  I  saw ;  by  my  troth,  you  have  a  face  able  to 
make  any  woman  in  love  with  you« 

Ear.  FiU,  sweet  Doll,  Til  drink  to  thee. 
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IML  I  pledge  you,  nr,  and  thank  you  there- 
ibre,  and  I  pray  you  let  it  come. 

Ear,  [Embracing  her,]  Doll,  canst  thou  love 
me  ? 
A  mad  merry  lass;  would  to  God  I  had  never  seen 
thee! 

IkiL  I  warrant  you,  you  will  not  out  of  my 
tboagbts  this  twelvemonth ;  truly  you  are  as  full 
of  favour,  as  a  man  may  be.  Ah,  these  sweet 
ffej  locks !  bv  my  troth  they  are  most  lovely. 

Coa.  Cuds  ix>resy  master  Harpool,  1*11  have  one 
buss  too. 

Hot,  No  licking  for  you,  constable ;  hands  off, 
faiiidso£ 

Con,  BvV  lady,  I  love  kissing  as  well  as  you. 

DoiL  O  you  are  an  old  boy,  yon  have  a  wan- 
too  eye  of  your  own !  Ah,  you  sweet  sugar^lip'd 
wanton,  you  will  win  as  many  women's  hearu  as 
wot  in  your  company. 

Enter  Sir  John  qfWrotham, 

Sir  John,  Doll,  come  hither. 

Mar,  Priest,  she  shall  not. 

DolL  ru  come  anon,  sweet  love. 

Sir  John,  Hands  off,  old  fornicator. 

Ear.  Vicar,  Til  sit  here  in  spite  of  thee.  Is 
this  fit  stuff  for  a  priest  to  carry  up  and  down 
widihim? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  dost  thou  not  know  that  a 
good-fellow  ptarson  may  have  a  chapel  of  ease, 
where  his  parish  church  is  far  off? 

Har.  You  whorson-stoned  vicar ! 

Sir  John,  You  old  stale  ruffioan,  you  lion  of 
Cotswold!* 

Bar*  'Zounds,  vicar,  Til  geld  you. 

iFUes  upon  him. 

Con,  Keep  the  king's  peace. 

DoiL  Murder,  mui^er,  murder ! 

Ale-imnu  Hold,  as  you  are  men,  hold !  for 
God  s  sake  be  quiet;  put  up  your  weapons,  you 
draw  not  in  my  bouse. 

Ear,  You  whorson  bawdy  priest ! 

Sir  John.  You  old  mutton-monger ! 

Con,  Hold,  sir  John,  hoM. 

Dod.  I  pray  thee,  sweet  heart,  be  quiet ;  I 
was  but  sitting  to  drink  a  pot  of  ale  with  him; 
even  as  kind  a  man  as  ever  I  met  with. 

Ear,  Thou  art  a  thief,  I  warrant  thee. 

Srr  John,  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  hast  been  in 
thy  days.  Let's  not  be  ashamed  of  our  trade; 
(be  king  has  been  a  thief  himself. 


DolL  Come,  be  quiet    Hast  thou  sped  ? 

Sir  John,  I  havej  wench ;  here  be  crowns  i'faitli. 

DoU,  Come  let's  be  all  friends  then. 

Con,  Well  anid,  mistress  Dorothy. 

Har,  Thou  art  the  maddest  priest  that  ever  I 
met  with. 

Sir  John,  Give  me  thy  hand,  thou  art  as  good 
a  fellow  ! — I  am  a  singer,  a  drinker,  a  bencher, ' 
a  wencher ;  I  can  say  a  mass,  and  kiss  a  lass ; 
Yaith,  I  have  a  parsonage,  and  because  I  would 
not  be  at  too  much  charges,  this  wench  serveth  me 
for  a  sexton. 

Har,  Well  said,  mad  priest;  we'll  in  and  be 
friends.  lExeunt, 

SCENE  H. 

London, — A  Room  in  the  Axe  Inn,  without  B»- 
ihop'gate. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  Acton,  Bourn,  Beverley, 
and  Murley. 

Act,  Now,  master  Murley,  I  am  well  assured 
You  know  our  errand,  and  do  like  the  cause. 
Being  a  man  afifectcd  as  we  are. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear !  no 
master,  good  sir  Roger  Acton,  master  Bourn,  and 
master  Beverley,  gentlemen  and  justices  of  the 
peace ;  no  master,  I,  but  plain  William  Murley, 
the  brewer  of  Dunstable,  your  honest  neighbour 
and  your  friend,  if  ye  be  men  of  my  profession. 

Bev.  Professed  friends  to  Wickliff,  foes  to 
Rome. 

Mur,  Hold  by  me,  lad ;  lean  upon  that  sta£^ 
good  master  Beverley ;  ail  of  a  house.  Say  your 
mind,  say  your  mind. 

Act,  You  know,  our  faction  now  is  grown  so 
great 
Throughout  the  realm,  that  it  begins  to  smoke 
Into  the  clergy's  eyes,  and  the  king's  ears. 
High  time  it  is  that  we  were  drawn  to  head. 
Our  general  and  officers  appointed; 
And  wars,  you  wot,  will  ask  great  store  of  coin. 
Able  to  strength  our  action  with  your  purse^ 
You  are  elected  for  a  colonel 
Over  a  regiment  of  fifteen  bands. 

Mur,  Phew,  paltry,  paltry !  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro,  be  it  more  or  less  upon  occasion.  Lord  have 
mercy  upon  us,  v^hat  a  world  is  thb !  Sir  Roger 
Acton,  1  am  but  a  Dunstable  man, a  plain  brewer, 
you  know.  Will  lusty  caveliering  capuins,  gei>» 
tiemen,  come  at  my  calling,  go  at  my  bidding  ? 


»  The  CoteoM  hilb  in  Gloucestersbire  were  famops  on  accouot  of  the  number  of  sheep  fed  upon  then. 
A  Cotueold  hon  therefore  meant  a  Cottwold  ihtep ;  as  an  JBssez  lion  is  at  111  the  cant  term  for  an  JEncx 
calf, 

'  rr^.i^?"'  •  **'**^»  ■  bencher.  «  Then  art  so  flitwitted  (says  prince  Henry  to  Falstall)  with  drink- 
mg  of  old  Mck»  and  unbottoniog  thee  after  supper,  and  iUeping  uptn  bmchcM  at  noon."  Before  alehouses, 
formerly,  hmchet  were  placed  for  the  accommodatioD  of  company.  So  in  the  preceding  act  :— 

** when  the  vulgar  sort 

'*  Sit  on  their  ofo-fteacA  with  their  caps  and  can,**.—. 
It  is  yet  a  fiuhion  in  the  country.       Mai.ovb. 

Digitized  by  V3OOQ IC 


928 


FIRST  PART  OF 


[Akoktmohs^ 


dainty  my  dear^  theyll  do  a  dog  bf  wax,  a  horse 
of  cheese,  a  prick  and  a  pudding.  No,  «io ;  ye 
must  appoint  some  lord  or  knight  at  least,  to  tLiat 
place. 

Burnr.  Whr,  maBter  Murley,  you  shall  be  a 
knighi\» 
Were  you  not  in  election  to  be  sheriff? 
Have  you  not  passed  all  offices  but  that  ? 
Have  you  not  wealth  to  make  your  wife  a  lady  ? 
1  warraht  you,  my  lord,  our  general, 
Bestows  that  botiour  on  you,  at  first  sight 

Jfiir,  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear.-^ 
But  tell  me,  who  shall  be  our  general  ?  Where's 
the  brd  Cobham,  sir  John  Olduastle,  that  noble 
alms-giver,  house-keeper,  virtuous,  religious  gen- 
tleman ?  Come  to  kne  there,  boys ;  come  to  me 
there. 

Act,  Why,  who  but  he  shall  be  our  general  ? 

Mur,  And  shall  Jie  knifiht  me,  and  make  we 

Act.  My  word  for  thaty  nr  William  Murley, 
kninht. 

Mur.  Fellow,  sir  Roger  Acton,  knight,  all  fel- 
lows,  I  mean  in  arms,  how  strong  are  we  ?  how 
many  partners  ?  Our  enemies,  beside  the  king,  are 
mighty :  be  it  more  or  less  upon  occasion,  reckon 
ouF  force. 

Act.  There  are  of  us,  our  friends,  and  followers. 
Three  thousand  and  Uiree  hundred  at  the  least; 
Of  northern  lads  four  thousand,  beside  horse ; 
From  Kent  there  comes,  with  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Seven  thousand :  then  from  London  issue  out, 
Of  masters,  servants,  strangers,  'prentices^ 
Forty  odd  thousand  into  Ficket-beld, 
Where  we  appoint  our  special  rendezvous. 

Mur.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us,  what  a  world  is 
this !  Where's  that  Ficket-field,  sir  Roger  ? 

Act.  Behind  St  Giles's  in  the  Field,  iiear  Hol- 
bom. 

Jl/trr.  Newj^te,  up  Ilolbom,  St  Giles's  in  the 
Field,  and  to  Tyburn  $  an  old  saw.  For  the  day, 
for  the  day  ? 

Act.  On  Priddy  next,  the  fourteenth  day  of  Ja- 
nuary. 

Mur.  Tilly  vally,  trust  me  never,  if  I  have  any 
liking  of  that  day.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry  !  Friday, 
^uoth-a,  a  dismal  day :  Childermas-day  this  year 
was  Friday. 

Bev.  Nay,  master  Murley,  if  you  observe  such 
days. 
We  make  some  question  of  your  constancy : 
0^\\  days  are  alike  to  men  resolved  in  right. 

Mur.  Say  amen,  and  say  no  more,  but  say  and 
hold^  master  Beverley :  Friday  next,  and  Ficket- 


field,  and  Wdlkun  Murley  aad  bb  inerry 
shall  be  all  one.  I  have  half  m  score  jades  that 
draw  my  beer  carts ;  and  every  jade  tnall  bear  a 
knave,  and  every  knave  shall  wear  a  jack,  and 
every  jack  shall  have  a  skull,  and  every  skull 
shall  shew  a  spear,  and  every  snear  shall  kill 
a  ':f\}e  at  Ficket-field,  at  Ficket-field.  John  and 
Tom,  Dick  and  Hodge,  Ralph  and  Robin,  Wil- 
liam and  George,  and  all  iny  knaves,  shall  fight 
like  men  at  Fidcet4ield,on  Friday  next. 

Boarm,  What  sum  of  nooey  mean  you  to  dis- 
burse? 

Mur.  It  ma?  be,  modesriy,  decently,  and  so- 
berly, and  handsoinely,  I  may  bring  ^^e  hundred 
pound. 

Act.  Five  hundred)  man  ?  five  thousand's  oot 
enough: 
A  hundred  tlioosand  will  not  pay  our  men 
Two  months  together.    Either  cxnae  prepafoA 
Like  a  brave  knught  and  martial  colonel. 
In  glittering  gol(C  and  gallant  furniture. 
Bringing  in  coin,  a  cart-load  at  the  least, 
And  all  your  followers  mounted  on  good  hone^ 
Or  never  come  disgraceful  to  us  all. 

hev.  Perchance  you  may  be  chosen  treasurer ; 
Ten  thousand  pound's  the  least  that  you  can 

Mur.  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro : 
upon  occasion  I  have  ten  thousand  pound  ^o 
spend,  and  ten  too.  And,  ratlier  than  the  bishop 
shall  have  his  will  of  me^  for  my  conscience,  it 
shall  all  go.  Flame  and  fiax,  fiax  and  flame.  U 
was  got  with  wat^  and  malt,  and  it  shell  fly  with 
fire  and  pn-powder.  Sir  Roger,  a  oatt-l<Md  of 
money,  till  the  axletree  crack ;  myself  and  my 
men  in  Ficket-field  on  Friday  next:  remember 
my  knighthood  and  my  place  :  there's  my  haftd, 
ril  be  there.  {Exit  Mcrlet. 

Act,  Se6  what  ambition  may  persuade  nen  to ! 
Ifi  hope  of  honour  he  will  spend  himself. 

Bourn*  I  never  thought  a  brewer  half  so  rkh. 

Bev.  Was  never  baiArupt  brewer  yet  but  one. 
With  using  too  much  malt,  too  little  wafer. 

Act.  That  is  no  fault  in  brewers  now  adays: 
Come^  let's  iway  about  our  businees.      [  Ejrciml. 

SCENE  IIL 

An  Audience-chmnber  m  the  Pahtx  tU  Eitkmm. 

Enter  King  HfeNBlr,  the  Duke  of  Suffolk,  Birr- 
LEB,  and  Lord  CobhaM. — He  kneels  to  the 
King. 

K.  Henry.  'TIS  not  enough,  lord  Cobhaniy  to 
submit; 


'  —  Matter  MuYtejft  ym  ^hall  he  a  knight.^Thh  is  founded  on  an  histoHcal  fact.  When  Mufley,  or 
MurU^  was  taken,  be  had  a  pair  of  gilt  spars  io  his  bosom,  imagiaing  that  he  should  have  been  made  a 
knight  the  next  day  by  lord  Cobham.    See  Stowe's  AnnaU^  p.  ^4,  edit.  Ifl^iU-^ALQlB. 
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YoQ  must  forsake  yoor  gross  opinion. 
The  bishops  find  themselves  much  injured ; 
And  though,  for  some  good  service  jou  have 

done, 
We  for  our  part  are  pleased  to  pardon  you. 
Yet  they  will  not  so  soon  be  satisfied. 

Cob,  My  gracious  lord,  unto  your  majesty, 
Next  unto  my  God,  i  do  owe  my  life ; 
And  what  is  mine,  either  by  nature's  gift. 
Or  fortune's  bounty,  all  is  at  your  service. 
But  for  obedience  to  the  pope  of  Rome, 
I  owe  him  none ;  nor  shall  his  shaveling  priests 
That  are  in  £ngiand,  alter  my  belief. 
If  out  of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 
lliat  I  am  in  an  error,  I  will  yield, 
And  gladly  take  instruction  at  their  hands : 
But  otherwise,  I  do  beseech  your  grace 
My  conscience  may  not  be  encroached  upon. 

K,  Henry,  We  would  be  loth  to  press  our  sub- 
jects* bodies, 
Much  less  their  souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 
Of  Him  that  is  the  ruler  of  us  all : 
Yet  let  me  counsel  you,  that  might  command. 
Do  not  presume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  word% 
Nor  suffer  any  meetings  to  be  had 
Within  your  house ;  but  to  the  uttermost 
Disperse  the  flocks  of  this  new  gathering  sect. 

Cob,  My  liege,  if  any  breathe,  that  dares  come 
forth. 
And  say,  my  life  in  any  of  these  points 
Deserve*  the  attainder  of  ignoble  thoughts, 
U^re  stand  I,  craving  no  remorse  at  all, 
But  even  the  utmost  rigour  may  be  shown. 

K.  Henry*  Let  it  suffice  we  know  your  loyalty. 
What  have  you  there  ? 

Cob,  A  deed  of  clemency ; 
Your  highness'  pardon  for  lord  Powis'  life, 
Which  I  did  be^  and  you,  my  noble  lord, 
Of  gracious  favour  did  vouchsafe  to  grant. 

K,  Henry,  But  yet  it  is  not  signed  with  our 
hand. 

Cob.  Not  yet,  my  liege. 

K,  Henry.  The  f^ct  you  say  was  done 
Not  of  pretensed  malice,  but  by  chance. 

Cob,  Upoo  mine  honour  so,  no  otherwise. 

K.  Henry.  There  is  his  pardon ;  bid  him  make 
amends,  [Sign%  the  Pardon* 

And  cleanse  his  soul  to  God  for  his  offence : 
What  we  remit,  is  but  the  body's  scourge. — 
Bow  now,  lord  bishop  f 

Enter  Bishop  o/'Rocoester. 

Koch,  Justice,  dread  sovereign ! 
As  thoii  art  king,  so  grant  I  may  have  justice. 

K,  Henry.  What  means  this  exclamation f  let 
us  know, 

JRocA.  Ah,  my  good  lord,  the  state  is  much 
abused, 
Aod  our  decrees  most  shamefully  prophaned. 

K.  Henry.  How  ?  or  by  whom  ? 

Rock.  Even  by  this  heretic, 
Tbi»  Jew,  this  traitor  t»  your  maiesty. 

VOL.  r. 


Cob.  Prelate,  thou  llest,  even  in  thy  greasy  maw. 
Or  whosoever  twits  me  with  the  name 
Of  either  traitor,  or  of  heretic. 

K.  Henry.  Forbear,  I  say :  aAd,  bishop,  shew 
the  cause 
From  whence  this  late  abuse  hath  been  derived. 

Rock,  Thus,  mighty  king.   By  general  consent, 
A  messenger  was  sent  to  cite  this  lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  consistory ; 
And  coming  to  his  house,  a  ruffian  slave. 
One  of  his  daily  followers,  met  the  ma^ ; 
Who,  knowing  him  to  be  a  paritor. 
Assaults  him  first,  and  after,  in  contempt 
Of  us  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  process,  parchment,  seal,  and  all ; 
Whereby  his  master  neither  was  brought  forth. 
Nor  we  but  scorned  for  our  authority. 

K.  Henry.  When  was  this  done  ? 

Roch.  At  six  a  clock  this  morning. 

X.  Henry.  And  when  came  you  to  court? 

Cob.  Last  night,  my  hege. 

K.  Henry.  By  this,  it  seems  he  is  not  guilty  of 

And  you  have  done  him  wrong  to  accuse  him  so. 

Roch.  But  it  was  doue,  my  lord,  by  his  ap- 
pointment; 
Or  els^  his  man  durst  not  have  been  so  bold. 

K.  Henry.  Or  else  you  durst  not  he  bold  to  in- 
terrupt 
And  fill  our  ears  with  frivolous  complaints. 
Is  this  the  duty  you  do  bear  to  us  ? 
Was't  not  sufficient  we  did  pass  our  word 
To  send  for  him,  but  you,  misdoubting  it. 
Or,  which  is  worse,  intending  to  foi-estal 
Our  regal  power,  must  likewise  summon  him? 
This  savours  of  ambition,  not  of  zeal ; 
And  rather  proves  you  malice  his  estate. 
Than  any  way  that  he  offends  the  law. 
Go  to,  we  like  it  not ;  and  he  your  officer 
Had  his  desert  for  being  insolent. 
That  was  employed  so  much  amiss  herein. 
So,  Cobham,  when  you  please,  you  may  depart. 

Cob.  I  humbly  bid  farewell  unto  my  lic<*e. 

[  Exit  CoBHAM* 

Enter  Huntington. 

K.Henry.   Farewell. — What  is  the  news  by 
Huntrngtun  ? 

Hun.  Sir  Roger  Acton,  and  a  crew,  my  lord, 
Of  bold  seditious  rebels,  are  in  arms. 
Intending  reformation  of  religion ; 
And  with  their  army  they  intend  to  pitch 
In  Ficket-field,  unless  they  be  repulsed. 

K.  Henry.  So  near  our  presence  ?  Dare  tliey 
.   be  so  bold  ? 
And  will  proud  war,  and  eager  thirst  of  blood. 
Whom  we  had  thought  to  eutertaio  f^r  off, 
Press  forth  upon  us  ni  our  native  boui^ds  ? 
Must  we  be  forced  to  handsel  our  shatp  blades 
In  England  here,  which  we  prepared  for  France? 
Well,  a  God's  name  be  it.   What*s  th^i^  number, 
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Or  wfa</t  the  chief  commander  of  this  roat  ? 

Hun.  Their  Dumber  is  not  known  as  ^et,  my 
lord; 
But  'tis  reported,  sir  John  Oklcastte 
Js  the  chief  man,  on  whom  they  do  depend. 

K.  Henry.  How !  the  lord  Cobham? 
'    Hsfii.  Yes,  my  gmcious  lord. 

Roch.  I  oonld  have  told  your  modesty  as  much 
Before  he  went,  but  that  I  saw  yoor  grace 
Was  too  much  blinded  by  his  flattery. 

Suf,  Send  post,  my  lord,  to  fetch  him  back 
again. 


Btff.  Traitor  unto  hts  coontry !  how  be  OMOtke^ 
And  seemed  as  innooeat  as  trutli  itself. 

K,  Henry,  I  caoaoc  think  it  yet  he  would  be 
false ; 
Biit  if  he  be,  no  matter;—- let  him  go : 
Well  meet  both  liim  and  them  unto  tbeirwoe: 
[Ejxunt  King  HaNar,  Suffolk,  Hck- 
TiNGTOii  mnd  Bmtltr. 
Hock.  This  falls  out  well;  and  at  the  laitl 
hope 
To  see  this  heretic  die  in  a  ropt^  [£»<' 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I.-*^n  Avenue  leaSng  U  lord  Cob- 
ham's  Houte  in  Kent. 

tlnter  the  Em-l  o/* Cambridge,  Lortf  Scboope, 
Sir  Thomas  Gbbt,  amd  Chartbes. 

Scro^pe.  Once  more,  my  lord  of  Cambridge, 
make  rehearsal 
How  TOtt  do  stand  entitled  to  the  crown : 
The  deeper  shall  we  print  it  in  our  minds, 
Aad  every  man  the  better  be  resolred. 
When  he  perceives  his  quarrel  to  be  just 

Cam.  Then,  thus,  lord  Scroope,— sir  Thomas 
(Jrev, — and  you 
Monsiearde  Chartres,  agent  for  the  French  t 
Thb  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence,  (jam  I  said) 
Third  son  of  Edward  (England's  king)  the  third. 
Had  issue,  PhiKp,  his  sole  daughter  and  heir ; 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  iu  marriage 
To  Edmand  Mortimer,  the  earl  of  March, 
And  by  him  had  a  so»  caMed  Roger  Mortimer ; 
Which  JR-oger  likewise  had  of  his  descent, 
Edmund  and  Roger,  Anna  a«d  Eleanor, 
Two  daughters  and  two  soas;  but  of  those,  three 
Died  without  issue.    Anne,  that  did  survive. 
And  now  was  left  her  father's  only  heir. 
My  fortune  was  to  marry ;'®  being  too. 
By  my  grandfather,  of  kuig  Edward's  line : 


So  of  his  nr-name,  I  am  called^  yoa  Icnow, 
Richard  Plantageaet :  my  father  was 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  and  son  and  h«r 
To  Edmund  Langlejr,  Edward  die  third's  fifth  son." 
Scroope.  So  that  it  seems  yoor  claim  ooows  bf 
your  wife, 
As  lawftil  heir  to  Roger  Mortitaer, 
Tha  son  of  Edmund,  which  did  marrv  Pftilipr 
Daughter  and  heir  to  Lionel  &ake  or  ClavaMC. 

Cam.  True ;  for  diis  Harry,  aad  hia  fisthcr  bodv 
Harry  the  fourth,'^  as  plainly  doth  appear. 
Are  false  intruders,  and  asorp  the  crown. 
For  when  young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  slaii% 
In  him  the  title  of  prince  Edward  died. 
That  was  the  eMest  of  king  Bdward*t  soaa 
William  of  Hatfield,  aad  their  lecood  braifaer. 
Death  iu  his  nonage  had  before  beraft: 
So  that  my  wife,  derived  from  Liooal, 
Third  son  unto  king  Edward,  ooght  proceed,'* 
And  take  possession  of  the  diadem. 
Before  thb  Harry,  or  his  father  king. 
Who  fetch  their  dtie  but  fiom  Lamatter, 
Fourth  of  that  mynl  line.    And  being  tb«^ 
What  reason  is't,  bat  she  should  liave  her  ri^f 
Scroope.  I  am  resolved  our  enterpriae  is  jost 
Grey.  Harry  shall  die,  or  else  resign  his  crows' 
CAor.  Perform  hot  that,  and€%arlcs  the  )aai 
of  France 
ShaU  aid  yoiv  lords^  aot  only  with  hia  i 


«arl  of  CambndM  was  the  bosband  of  Aanc,  daughter  to  Hoger,  Mortimer  earl  of  March.    There  fiSr 
therefore,  be  no  doubt,  that  bjf  was  an  error  of  the  press  for  my,  which  is  now  placed  hi  the  text— Ma- 

JiiONE. 

Bd^r^dH^I  J^Pb^  ^*  »wi.-ttead//f  A  son :  for  so  Edmund  of  Langlcy,  dake  of  York,  was  to  UST 

♦«!!x5!I2.'*ti*"^'"^*?  ***  ?*^  ^'fP**'-    ^  ^^*  thaaght  the  author  might  have  meant  the  lint  of  the 
pll.  ^I!fmf  cS!?^   J^*  *" '°  *  ^^T^^  "~  J^^  ''«»  P'^nt^*  inrtcad  of  Jifth,  the  same  woid  (ai  JH 

-JjT'^*'  proceed.^Thusthe^rto  of  r600,and  all  the  other cofta.  I  believe  the  aatkor  wiote 
^TSljr"     !!i*i^!"'''''''^¥•'^  '*""*•  ^^•^^  ncwdaf,  I  tavemiidenoahaBge.    Mai^vi. 

,.ii^^;7^^^*™'^"*•    TopriM«dlstog;fo^ard,toten*taAr^ 
yaa^«    so  in  Onioimnu, 


end.  toigaed»  Is  a^ 


"  Temperately  proeesd  to  whit  you  woaldv^SiBBTEKS.** 
5 
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Bat  tend  too  roonej  to  maintain  your  wars. 
Five  bundred  thoasand  crowns  lie  bade  me  prof- 
fer. 
If  joo  can  stAp  bot  Uimrrfs  voyage  for  France. 

8ero»pe,  We  never  had  a  fitter  time  than  now, 
The  realm  in  such  divttioo  ae  it  is. 

Com.  Besides,  you  must  persuade  you,  there  is 
due 
Vengeance  for  Richard* s  murther,  which  although 
it  be  deferred^yet  ic  will  fall  at  last, 
And  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 
Sb  hath  had  many  years  to  ripen  in; 
And  now  the  harvest  cannot  be  far  ofl^ 
Wherein  the  weeds  of  nsarpadon 
Arc  to  be  cmpp'd,  and  cast  into  the  fire. 

Sero^e,  No  more,  earl  Cambridge;  here  I 
plight  my  faith 
To  &et  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  wife. 

Gr^,  Grey  will  perform  the  same,  as  he  is 
knight; 

Char,  ^d,  to  assist  ye,  as  I  said  before, 
Chsrtres  doth  gage  the  honour  of  his  king. 

Scnepe.  We  mck  but  now  lord  Cobham*s  fel- 
Jowsbiii, 
Asd  dien  oar  plot  were  absolute  indeed. 

Cosi.  Doubt  net  of  him, my  lord;  his  Hfe  pur- 
sued 
By  the  incensed  dergy,  and  of  late 
^tHigbt  in  displeasure  with  the  king,  assares 
He  may  be  qmckly  won  unto  otir  faction. 
Who  hiath  the  articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpose  ? 

Gnry.  That  have  I,  my  lortt. 

Cam.  We  sbotrid  not  now  be  far  off  from  his 
house. 
Our  lerioas  conference  hath  beguiled  the  way ; 
^  where  his  castle  stands.    Give  me  the  wri- 

Whea  we  are  eome  unto  the  speech  of  him, 
Because  we  will  not  stand  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  said,  here  he  shall  read 
Our  minds  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 

Enter  Lord  Cob  n am. 

Scroape.  A  ready  way.    Here  comes  the  man 
himself, 
Booied  and  spurred ;  it  seems  he  hath  been  riding. 

Cam.  Well  met,  lord  Cobham. 

Cob,  My  lord  of  Cambridge ! 
Tour  honour  is  most  welcome  into  Kent^ 
And  all  the  rest  of  tliis  fair  company. 
I  am  new  come  from  fjoiidon,  nmtle  lords: 
Bat  will  ye  not  take  Cowling  lor  vour  host,'* 
Aad  see  what  entertainment  it  a^brds  ?' 

Cam,  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your 
guests: 


Bot  now  diis  locky  meeting  shall  soffioe 
To  end  our  business,  and  defer  that  kindness. 

CoU  Business^  my  lord  i  what  business  should 
let 
Yon  to  be  naerry?  Wehave  no  deticatest 
Yet  this  I'll  promise  you ;  a  piece  of  venison, 
A  cup  pf  wine,  and  so  forth,  hunter^s  fare : 
And  tf  you  plnae,  we'll  strike  the  stag  ourselves 
Shall  fill  our  dishes  with  his  welMed  flesh. 

Scroape.  That  is  nMleed  the  thing  we  ail  dedre. 

Cob.  My  lords,  aad  yon  shall  have  your  choice 
with  me. 

Cam.  Nay,  but  the  stag  which  we  desire  to 
strike, 
Lives  not  in  Cowline :  if  you  will  consent. 
And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  forest 
Where  runs  a  lusty  herd ;  among  the  which 
There  is  a  stag  superior  to  the  rest ; 
A  stately  beast,  that,  when  his  fellows  run. 
He  leads  the  race,and  beats  the  sullen  earth. 
As  though  he  scorned  it,  with  his  trampling  hoofs ; 
Aloft  he  bears  his  head,  and  with  his  breast, 
like  a  huge  bulwark,  counter-checks  the^  wind  : 
And,  when  he  standetfa  still,  he  stretcheth  fortk 
His  proud  ambitious  neck,  as  if  he  aoeant 
To  wound  the  firmament  with  forked  horns. 

Cob.  Tw  pity  Such  a  goodly  beast  should  diej 

Can.  Not  scs  sir  John ;  for  he  is  tyrannous, 
And  Eores  the  other  deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Within  the  limits  are  appointed  luro. 
Of  late  lie's  broke  into  a  several. 
Which  doth  belong  to  me,  and  there  be  spoils 
Both  com  and  pasture.    Two  of  his  wild  race, 
Alike  for  stealth  and  covetous  encroaching 
Already  are  removed ;  if  lie  were  dead, 
I  should  not  only  be  secure  from  hurt. 
But  with  his  body  make  a  royal  feast. 

Scroape.  How  say  you  then  >  wiU  you  first  hunt 
with  us?  ,      , 

Cob.  'Faith,  lords,!  like  the  pastime  ••  where s 
the  place  ? 

Crniu  Peruse  this  writing,  it  will  shewjoi^^, 
And  what  occasion  we  have  for  the  sport,r 

[Pretentt  Of  Paper. 

Cob.  [Readi.]  Call  ye  this  hunting,  my  lords? 
Is  this  the  slag 
You  fain  would  chaie,  Harry,  our  most  dread 

king? 
So  we  may  make  a  banquet  for  the  devil; 
And,  in  the  stead  of  wholesome  meat,  prepare 
A  dish  of  poison  to  confound  ourselves. 

Cam.  Why  so,  lord  Cobluim?  See  you  not  our 
claim? 
And  how  imperiously  he  holds  the  crown  ? 

Scroope.  Besides,  you  know  yourself  »  m  di»- 


"^  BwtwUlyenotiaJf  Cowllof /or  year  hott^CmDlng  was  the  name  of  Lord  Cobham's  seat  la  Kent. 
Malons. 
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Held  as  a  recreant,  and  pursued  to  death. 
This  wilt  defend  you  from  your  enemies, 
And  stablish  your  religion  through  the  land. 

Cob,  Notorious  treason  !  yet  I  will  conceal 
My  secret  tbouglits,  to  sound  the  depth  of  it. 

[Aside, 
My  lord  of  Cambridge,  I  do  »ee  your  claim. 
And  what  good  may  redound  unto  the  land, 
By  prosecuting  of  this  enterprizc ; 
But  where  are  luen  ?  where's  power  and  furniture 
To  order  such  an  action  ?  We  are  weak ; 
Harry,  you  know,  is  a  mighty  potentate.  • 

Cam.  Tut,  we  are  strong  enough ;  you  are  be- 
loved. 
And  many  will  be  glad  to  follow  you ; 
We  are  the  like,  and  some  will  follow  us : 
Nay,  there  is  hope  from  France :  here's  an  am- 
bassador 
Tliat  promiseth  both  men  and  money  too. 
I'he  commons  likewise,  as  we  liear,  pretend 
A  sudden  tumult;  we  will  join  with  them. 

Citb,  Some  likelihood,  I  must  confer,  tn  speed  : 
But  howMiall  I  believe  this  in  plain  truth? 
You  are,  my  lords,  such  men  as  live  in  court. 
And  have  been  highly  favoured  of  the  king, 
Especially  lord  Scroope,  whom  oftentimes 
lie  inaketh  choice  ot  for  his  bed-fellow. 
And  you,  lord  Grey,  are  of  his  privy-council : 
Is  not  this  a  train  laid  to  entrap  my  life  ? 

Cam.  Then  perish  may  my  soul )  What,  tliink 
you  so  ? 

Scroope.  We'll  swear  to  you. 

Grey.  Or  take  the  sacrament 

Cob,  Nay,  you  arc  noblemen,  and  I  imagine, 
As  }ou  are  honourable  by  birth,  and  blood. 
So  you  will  be  in  heart,  in  thought,  in  word. 
I  crave  no  other  testimony  but  this : 
That  you  would  all  subscribe,  and  set  your  hands 
Unto  this  writing,  which  you  gave  to  me. 

Cam.  With  all  our  hearts :  Who  hath  any  pen 
and  ink? 

Scroope.  My  pocket  should  have  one  i  O,  here 
it  is. 

Cam,  Give  it  me,  lonl  Scroope.    There  is  my 
name. 

Scroope.  And  there  is  my  name. 

Grey.  And  mine. 

Cob,  Sir,  let  me  crave 
That  you  would  likewise  write  your  name  with 

theirs. 
For  confii-matbn  of  your  master's  word^ 
The  king  of  France. 

Cfiur.  That  will  I,  noble  lord. 

Cob,  N»,  now  thib  action  is  well  knit  together, 
And  1  am  for  you  :  where's  our  roeetinK*  lords  ? 

Cam    Clere,  if  you  please,  the  tenth  of  July 
next. 

Cob,  In  Kent?  agreed*    Now  let  us  in  to  sul/- 

ptT. 

I  hope  your  honours  will  not  away  to-nigbt. 
Cam.  Yes,  presently,  for  I  have  far  to  ride, 


About  soliciting  of  other  friends. 
Scroope,  And  we  would  not  be  absent  froia 
the  court. 
Lest  thereby  grow  suspicion  in  the  king. 
Cob.  Yet  taste  a  cup  of  wine,  before  ye  pp. 
Cofn.  Not  now,  my  lord,  we  thank  you;  so 
farewell. 
[Estitnt  Scroope,  Grey,  Caubrioce, 
tfn<^  Chart  RES. 
Cob.  Farewell,  my  noble  lords.— My  noWc 
lords ! 
My  noble  villains,  base  conspirators ! 
How  can  they  look  his  highness  in  the  face* 
Whom  they  so  closely  study  to  betray? 
But  I'll  not  sleep  until  I  make  it  known  : 
This  head  shall  not  be  burdened  with  such  tliougKts, 
Nor  in  this  heart  will  I  conceal  a  deed 
Of  such  impiety  against  my  king. 
Madam,  how  now  ? 

Enter  Lady  Co^HKT^,  lorrfPowis,  Lflc^yPowis, 
and  Harpool. 

L,  Cob,  You're  welcome  home,  my  lord : 
Why  seem  you  so  unquiet  in  your  looks? 
What  hath  befallen  you  that  disturbs  your  nnd? 
L.  Fow.  Bad  news,  I  am  afraid,  touching  my 

husband. 
Cob.  Madam,  not  so;  there  is  your  husbands 
pardon : 
Long  may  ye  live,  each  joy  unto  the  other. 
L.F€(w.  So  great  a  kindnessi  as  I  koowool 
hotv 
To  make  reply ; — my  sense  is  quite  confoundfd. 
Cob.  Let  that  alone ;  and,  madam,  stay  noe  not, 
For  I  must  back  unto  the  courc  again. 
With  all  the  speed  I  can  :  Harpool,  my  hone. 
L.  Cob.  So  soon,  my  lord  ?  ivliat,  will  jfou  ride 

all  night  ? 
Co^.  All  night  or  di|y ;  it  must  be  so,  sweet 
wifp. 
Urge  roe  not  why,  or  what  my  business  ia. 
But  g^t  you  in. — Lord  Powis,  bear  with  me ; 
And,  madam,  think  your  welcome  ne*er  the  worse; 
My  housr^  is  at  your  use.     Harpool,  away. 
Bar.  Shall  i  attend  your  lordsliip  to  tlie  court? 
Cob,  Yen,  sir;  your  gelding  mount  you  pre- 
sently. [ExU  Cobban. 
L.  Cob,  I  pray  tbec,  Harpool,  look  unto  thy 
lord ; 
I  do  not  like  tills  sudden  posting  back. 

[Exit  Harpool. 
Pow.  Some  earnest  business  is  a- foot  belike; 
Whate'er  it  be,  pray  God  be  hi^  good  guide. 
L,  Pott,  Amf  n.  that  hath  so  highly  us  bestead. 
JU  Cob.  Coipe,  madam,  and  my  lord,  y^e'U  hope 
the  best ; 
You  shall  not  into  Wales  till  he  return. 

Pow  Though  great  occasion  br  wc  should  deptrt^ 
Yer,  madam«  will  w&  Atay  to  be  resolved 
Ol  this  unlooked-for  doubtful  accident. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  IL— J  Road  near  Eigkgate. 

Enter  Murley  and  his  Followen, 

Mur,  Come,  my  hearts  of  flint,  modestly,  de- 
cently, soberly,  and  handsomely;  no  man  afore 
his  leader :  follow  your  master,  your  captain,  your 
knitsht  that  shall  lie,  for  the  honour  of  meal-men, 
millers,  and  malt-men.  Dun  is  the  mouse.  Dick 
and  Tom,  for  the  credit  of  Dunstable,  ding  down 
the  eiK>my  to-morrow.  Ye  shall  not  come  into  the 
field  like  be^^^rs.  Where  be  Leonard  and  Law- 
rence, my  two  loaders  ?  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
m,  what  a  world  is  this  !  I  would  give  a  couple 
ef  shillings  for  a  dozen  of  good  feathers  for  you, 
and  forty  pence  for  as  many  scarfs  to  set  vou  out 
withal.  Frobt  and  snow,  a  man  has  no  deart  to 
fight  till  he  be  brave. 

Dick.  Master,  we  are  no  babes,  our  town  foot- 
balls can  bear  witness :  this  little  'parcl  we  have, 
shall  ofi^  and  we'll  fight  naked  before  we  run 
away. 

Ttfm  Nay,  I'm  of  Lawrence'  mind  for*  that,  for 
he  means  to  leave  his  life  behind  him ;  he  and 
I^onard,  your  two  loaders,  are  making  their  wills, 
because  they  have  wives ;  and  we  bachelors  bid 
our  friends  scramble  for  our  goods  if  we  die.  But, 
master,  pray  ye  let  me  ride  upon  Cut. 

Mur.  Meal  and  salt,  wheat  and  malt,  fire  and 
tow,  frost  and  snow ;  why,  Tom,  thou  shalt.  Let 
rae  see,  here  are  you  :  William  and  George  are 
with  my  cart,  and  Robin  and  Hodge  holding  my 
own  two  horses;  proper  men,  handsome  men, 
tall  men,  true  men. 

Dick.  But  master,  master;  roethinks  you  are 
mad  to  haard  yoer  own  person,  and  aicart-load 
of  oioney  too. 

Tmn.  Yea,  and  master,  there's  a  worse  matter 
in'c,  if  it  be,  as  I  heard  say,  we  go  to  fight  against 
all  the  learned  bishops,  that  should  give  us  their 
blessing :  and  if  they  curse  us,  we  shall  speed 
■e'er  the  better. 

Dick.  Nay,  byV  lady,  some  say  the  king  takes 
their  part;  and,  master,  dare  you  fight  against  the 
king? 

Mur.  Fye,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro 
apon  occfision ;  if  the  king  be  so  unwise  to  come 
ttiere,  we'll  fichi  with  him  too. 

Tom.  What,  if  vou  should  kill  the  king  } 
Mur.  Then  well  make  another. 
Dick,  Is  that  all  ?  do  you  npt  speak  treason  ? 
Aiur.  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us  ?  we  come  to 
fil^ht  for  our  conscience,  and  for  hmiour.     Little 
kiiow  you  what  is  in  my  bpsom ;  look  here,  mad 
knarcs,  a  pair  of  gilt  spurs. 

Tom.  A  pair  of  golden  spurs?  Why  do  you  not 
pat  them  on  your  heelh  ?  Your  bosom's  no  place 
for  spurs. 

Mur.  Be't  more  or  less  upon  occasion.  Lord 
hnve  mercy  upon  us.  Tom,  thonV»  a  fool,  and 
tljou  speak'st  treason  to  knighthood.    Dare  any 


wear  gold  or  silver  spurs,  till  be  be  a  knight  ?  No, 
I  shall  be  knighted  to-morrow,  and  then  they  shall 
on.  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the  church-book  of 
Dunstable,  that  ever  malt-man  was  made  knight  i 

Tom.  No,  but  ^ou  are  more:  you  are  meal- 
man,  malt-man,  miller,  corn-master,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea,  and  half  a  brewer  too,  and  the  devil 
and  all  for  wealth :  you  bring  more  money  with' 
you  than  all  the  rest. 

Mur.  The  more'sm?  honour;  I  shall  be  a  knight 
to-morrow.  Let  me  ^spose  my  men ;  Tom  upon 
Cut,  Dick  upon  Hob,  Hodge  upon  Ball,  Ralph 
upon  Sorrel,  and  Robin  upon  the  fore-hone. 

Enter  Acton,  Bourn,  and  Beverley. 

Tom.  Stand;  who  comes  there? 

Act,  All  friends,  good  fellow. 

Mur.  Friends  and  fellows  indeed,  sir  Roger. 

Act.  Why,  thus  yon  shew  yourself  a  gentleman. 
To  keep  your  day,  and  come  so  well  prepared. 
Your  cart  stands  yonder. guarded  by  your  men, 
Who  tell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  coin. 
What  sum  is  there? 

Mur.  Ten  thousand  pound,  sir  Roger;  and- 
modestly,  decently,  soberly,  and  handsomely,  see 
what  I  have  here  against  I  be  knighted. 

Act.  Gilt  spurs  ?  Tis  well. 

Mur.  Where's  our  army,  sir? 

Act.  Dispersed  in  sundry  villages  about ; 
Some  here  with  us  in  Highgate,  some  at  Finchlcy^ 
Tot'nam,  Enfield,  Eflmouton,  Newington, 
Islington,  Ho^sdoti,  Pancras,  Kensington ; 
Some  nearer  Thames,  Ratciiff,  BlackwaH,  and 

Bow: 
But  our  chief  strength  must  be  the  Londoners^    • 
Which,  ere  the  sun  to-morrow  shine. 
Will  be  near  fifty  thousand  in  the  field. 

Afttr.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear ;  but 
upon  occasion,  sir  Roger  Acton,  doth  not  the 
kuig  know  of  it,  and  gather  his  power  against  us? 

Act.  No,  he's  secure  at  Eltbam* 

Mur.  What  do  the  clergy  ? 

Act.  They  fear  extretnely,  yet  prepare  no  force. 

Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bully  my  boykin, 
we  shall  carry  the  world  afore  us.  I  vow,  by  my 
worship,  when  I  am  knighted,  we'll  take  th^  kir^ 
ii:ipping,  if  he  stand  on  their  part. 

^r^  This  night  we  few  in  Highgate  will  repose; 
Wiih  the  firsr  cock  we'll  rise  and  arm  ourselves^ 
To  be  in  Picket  field  by  break  of  Oay, 
And  there  expect  our  general,  sir  John  Oldcastle. 

Mnr.  What  if  he  comes  not? 

hourn.  Yet  our  action  stands; 
Sir  R(»ger  Acton  may  supply  his  place. 

Mur.  True,  master  Bourn ;  but  who  shall  make 
me  knight  ? 

Bev.  He  that  luuh  power  to  be  oar  general. 

Act.   Talk  not  of  trifits ;  come  let  us  away; 
Our  friends  of  London  \ui\]^  till  it  be  day. 

lExeunt. 
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FIRST  PART  OF 


[ANOKYMOlIi* 


SCENE  III.— il  High  Rottd  m  Ktrnt. 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Doll. 

DM  By  mjr  troths  thorn  art  m  jealoof  a  man 
asKvet. 

5b*  Mm.  Canst  dMia  blame  me,  DoU  ?  Umm  art 
By  laada,  mj  goods,  mjr  jewels,  my  wealth,  my 
purse:  none  walks  within  forty  mtl«B  of  Loodoo, 
Mt  'a  plies  thee  as  truly  as  the  parish  does  the 
^oor  man's  boi. 

DoU.  I  am  as  true  to  thee  as  the  stone  is  in  the 
wall ;  and  tho«  know'st  well  enough  I  was  in  as 
good  doing  when  I  came  to  thee,  as  any  wench 
need  to  be;  and  therefore  thou  hast  tried  me, 
that  thou  hast :  and  I  will  not  be  kept  as  I  have 
been,  that  I  will  not 

Sir  John,  DoU,  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a 
pedlar  walks  with  a  peck,  hut  thriu  shalt  as  boldly 
choose  of  his  wares,  as  with  tliy  ready  moiiey  in 
a  merchaDt's  shop  i  well  have  as  good  silver  as 
the  king  coins  any. 

DoiL  What,  is  all  the  gold  spent  you  took  the 
last  day  from  the  coartier  f 

Sir  jokn.  Tis  goae,  Doll,  'tis  flown;  merrily 
come,  merrily  gone.  He  comes  a  horsebadc  that 
most  pay  for  all;  well  have  as  good  meat  as 
money  can  get,  and  as  good  gowns  as  can  be 
bought  for  mid :  be  merry,  weMh,  the  malt-man 
fames  on  Mowiay. 

DoU,  YoQ  ssight  have  left  me  at  Cobham,  until 
you  had  been  better  provided  for. 

&y  Jokn.  No,  sweet  Doll,  no;  I  like  not  that 
Yon  old  ruffian  is  not  for  the  priest;  I  do  not  like 
a  new  clerk  should  come  in  the  old  belfray. 

DoU.  Thou  art  a  mad  priest,  i'faith. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Doll,  111  see  thee  safo  at  some 
ale-house  here  at  Cray ;  and  the  neit  sheep  that 
cornea  iball  leave  behmd  his  fleece.        [Eitnnt. 

SCENE  lV.^'BkckheatK 
Enter  King  HExar  disgviud,  Suffolk,  and 

BUTl.ER 

K»  Henrjf.  My  lord  of  Sufiblk,  post  away  for 
life. 
And  let  our  forces  of  such  horse  and  foot 
As  can  he  gathered  up  by  an^  means, 
Make  speed  v  rendezvous  in  1  othill-fieldflw 
It  muM  be  doae  this  evening,  my  lord ; 
This  night  the  rebels  mean  to  draw  to  head 
Near  Islington ;  which  if  your  speed  prevent  not, 
If  once  they  should  unite  their  several  forces, 
Their  power  is  olmost  thou^it  invincible. 
Away,  my  lord,  I  will  be  with  you  soon. 

Stjf.  I  gs^  my  seivereign,  with  all  happy  speed. 


K.  Henry.  Make  haste,  my  lord  of  MUk,  ss 
you  love  us.  ^     [Exit  Soffole. 

Butler,  post  you  to  London  with  all  speed : 
Qommand  the  mayor  and  sherifl^  on  their  alle- 
giance. 
The  city  gates  be  preseatiy  shut  op. 
And  guai^ed  with  a  strong  sufficieat  watch; 
And  not  a  man  be  suflfered  to  pass 
Without  a  spedai  warrant  from  oarself. 
Command  the  postern  by  the  Tower  be  kept. 
And  prodacMoo,  en  the  pain  of  deaths 
That  not  a  dtisen  atir  from  his  doorv 
Except  such  as  the  mi^or  and  shrieves  shall  cbooie 
For  their  own  guard,  and  safety  of  their  | 
Batler,  away,  nave  care  unto  my  charge. 

But.  I  go,  my  sovereign. 

X.  Henry.  Butler. 

But.  My  lord? 

K.  Henry.  Go  down  by  Grecnwidi,  and  < 


At  the  Friars-Bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 
But.  I  will,  my  lord.  [EjiU  Butlee. 

K.  Henry.  It's  time,  X  think,  to  louk  unto  ra- 


Whea  Acton  doth  expect  onto  his  aid 
No  less  than  fifty  tlioasand  liondoners. 
Well,  I'll  to  Westminster  in  this  disguise^ 
To  hear  what  news  is  stirring  in  these  brawls. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Doll. 

Sir  John.  Stand  true  man,  says  a  thief. 

IC  Henry.  Stand  thief,  says  a  trac  man  t  how 
ifa  thief? 

Sir  John.  Suad  thief  too. 

K.  Henry.  Then  thief  or  troe  man,  I  mast 
stand,!  see.  Howsoever  the  world  wags>  the  tiade 
of  thieving  yet  will  never  down.   What  art  thou? 

Sir  Jokn.  A  good  fellow. 

£•  Henry.  So  I  am  too;  I  see  thou  doet  know 
me. 

Sir  John.  If  thou  be  a  good  fellow,  play  the 
good  fellow's  part;  deliver  thy  parse  without 
more  ado. 

K.  Henry.  I  have  no  money. 

Sir  John,  I  musi  make  )Oii  find  some  before 
we  part  If  you  have  no  money,  yon  shall  have 
ware;  as  many  sound  blows  as  yoor  skin  can  carry* 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  plain  truth? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado ;  come,  come, 
give  nt  tlie  money  you  have.  Dispatch,  1  csn- 
not  stand  all  day. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it^ 
there  it  is.  Just  the  proverb,  one  thief  robs  so- 
other. Where  the  devil  are  all  my  old  thieves^ 
Falstafl^  that  viUaia,  is  so  fat,  he  cannot  get  on  bis 
^  horae;  '^  but  methinks  Poiiis  and  Peto  sboold  bf 
j  stirring  hereabouts. 


''  Where  U*  dwU  aneUm^old  tkievet  ?  FtMoJfy  tkift  vtflciii,  ii  »o  fat,  he  cmmot  get  m  hit  horm:^ 
From  thfs  puBa^  It  appeals  that  tbb  pUy  was  not  written  tUl  after  Faktaff  h^d  been  exhibited  on  tke 
■cage  in  the  Fhtt  Part  of  King  Henry  jr.— Malo5B» 
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SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


SSS 


Sir  M».  How  nroch  is  there  oii%  o'  thy  word  ? 
K,  Benry,  A  burred  pouad  in  aogeb,  on  oijr 


The  dine  has  been  I  would  have  done  as  much 
For  tbee,  if  thou  badst  past  this  way,  m  I 
Hsvenow. 

SirMn.  Sirrah,  what  art  thou?  thou  seem*st 
tpademan? 

£.  Hemry*  I  am  no  less;  yet  a  poor  one  now, 
for  dioa  hast  all  my  money. 

Sir  Johm.  From  whenceoam'st  thou ? 

K,  Henry,  From  the  court  at  Eltham. 

Sir  Jokn.  Art  thou  one  of  the  king's  serrants  ? 

£.  Uemry.  Yes  that  I  am,  and  one  of  bis  cham- 
bsr. 

^  Jokn.  Vm  glad  thoo'rt  no  worse;  thou 
ns/it  the  better  spare  thy  mooey :  And  think 
Tou  tbou  BMgbt'st  get  a  poor  thief  his  pardooy  if 
he  shoold  have  need  ? 

£.  Henry.  Yes,  that  I  can. 

Sir  John,  Wilt  thou  do  so  much  for  me,  when 
I  iliall  have  occasion  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  'faith  will  I,  so  it  be  for  no 
Harder. 

Sir  Jokn.  Kay,  I  am  a  pitiful  thief;  aU  the  hurt 
I  do  a  man,  I  take  but  his  purse :  Til  kill  uo  man. 

K,  Henry.  Then»  on  my  word.  III  do*t. 

Sir  John.  Give  me  thy  hand  on  the  same. 

K.  Henry,  There  'tis. 

Sir  John.  Methiuks  the  king  should  be  good  to 
thieves,  because  he  has  been  a  thief  himself,  al- 
tiieagb  I  thiak  now  he  be  turned  a  true  nsan. 

JL  Henry.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  indeed  he  has 
had  an  ill  name  that  way  in  h»  youth;  but  how 
canst  thou  tell  that  he  has  been  a  thief? 

Sir  John.  IIow  ?  because  he  once  robbed  me 
before  I  fell  to  the  trade  myself,  when  that  foul 
riUainous  gota*  that  led  him  to  all  that  roguery, 
was  ID  his  company  there,  that  Falsta£ 

£  Henry.  Wel^  if  be  did  rob  tliee  tben^  dKW 


art  but  even  with  him  now,  111  be  sworn,  [AndeJ 
Thou  knowest  not  the  king  now,  I  think,  if  tho« 
sawest  him  ? 

Sir  John,  Not  I,  i*faith» 

K,  Henry.  So  it  «houki  seem.  [Aiide. 

Sir  John.  Well,  if  old  king  Harrjr  had  lived* 
this  king,  that  is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  best 
trade  in  England. 

X.  Henry.  Why  so? 

Sir  John.  Because  be  was  the  chief  warden  of 
oar  compmy.  It*s  pity  that  e*er  he  should  have 
been  a  kin^  he  was  so  brave  a  thief.  But,  sirrah, 
wilt  remember  my  pardon  if  need  be  ? 

X.  Henry.  Yes,  Yaith  wiU  L 

Sir  John.  Wilt  thou  ?  well  then,  because  thou 
shalt  go  safe,  for  thou  may'st  hap  (being  so  early) 
be  met  with  again  before  thoa  oome  to  Southwark, 
if  aqy  man,  when  he  should  bid  thee  good  mor- 
row, hid  thee  stand»say  thou  but  SirJohttf  and  they 
will  let  thee  pass. 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  word  ?  then  let  me  abne. 

Sir  John.  Nay,  sirrah,  liecause  I  think  indeed 
I  shall  have  some  occasion  to  use  thee,  and  as 
thou  com'st  ofl  thb  way,  I  may  light  on  tlice  ano- 
ther time,  not  knowing  tliee,  here  Til  break  this 
angel :  take  thou  half  of  it;  this  is  a  token  be- 
twixt thee  and  roe.  '^ 

JC  Henry.  Ood-a-mercy ;  farewell.        [Exit. 

Sir  Johm.  O  my  fine  golden  slaves !  here^s  for 
thee,  wench^  i'faith.  Now,  Doll,  we  wUi  revel  in 
our  bever;  this  b  a  tithe  pig  of  my  vicarage. 
God-a-mercy,  neighbour  ShooterVhiil,  yen  ha* 
paid  your  tithe  honestly.  Well,  I  hear  there  is  a 
company  of  rebels  up  against  the  king,  got  toge- 
ther in  Ficket-fieM  near  Hoi  bom ;  and,  as  it  is 
thought  here  in  Kent,  the  king  will  be  there  to- 
night in  his  own  person.  Wel^  111  to  the  king's 
camp,  and  it  shall  go  hard,  if  there  be  any  doings, 
but  ril  make  some  good  boot  among  them. 

[Exemni. 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  h^A  Field  mar  London^^King  Hen- 
rjfi  Camp. 

Enter  Ehtg  Hmet  dkguited^  Svffolk,  Uvs- 
TiKGTOir,  oiwl  Attendantt  v>ith  torchet. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords  o(  Sufiblk  and  of  Hun- 
tin^n, 
Who  sooiiu  Know?  or  who  stand  scntioals? 


What  mcaof  worth,  what  lords,  do  walk  the  round? 
M'.  May  it  plesise  your  highness — 
A.  Henry.  Peace,  no  more  of  that : 

The  king's  asleep ;  wake  not  his  majesty 

With  terms,  nor  titles ;  he*s  at  rest  in  bed. 

Kings  d(^  not  use  to  watch  themselves;  they  sleep. 

And  let  rebellion  and  conspiracy 

Revel  and  havock  in  the  coosmoBwealtb. 

Is- London  lookVi  unto? 


'«  —  Takfi  thm  half  of  a;ikiti$a  token  bUmIxt  tl^  md  me.— A  token  was  net  a  coin,  M  •  piece  that 
peaed  In  traffic  as  <he  fourth  part  of  a  penny.  It  is  memtoned  by  B.  Jooson,  in  his  Bartholomew  fVnr; 
**  Bay  a  iokon^t  worth  of  great  phu  to  fasten  youfself  to  my  shoulder."  On  which  words  Mr  Whalley 
observes,  that  **  before  furthii^  were  coined  In  107?/ tradesmen  were  allowed  to  nuike  them  for  neceaary 
cAoH^e,  which  words  were  lometlmes  circumscribed  on  the  reverse.  The  person's  name,  or  the  initial 
letters  of  it,  appeared  on  the  other  side,  andhewai  ohUftdto  rcceivethem  back  agaiBk  They  ^ 
coaomfliy  called  ioken$.''^MAhOJiE^ 
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FIRST  PART  OF 


[ANONTMOUi. 


H^nt  Ic  is,  my  lord ; 
Your  noble  uncle  Kxeter  is  thcre» 
Your  brother  Glocester,  and  my  lord  of  Warwidt ; 
Who,  with  the  mayor  and  the  aldermen, 
Do  guard  the  i!;are«,  and  keep  good  rule  wichiUi^ 
The  earl  of  Cambridj^e  and  sir  Thomas  Grey 
Do  walk  thfi  round ;  lord  Scroope  aud  Butler 

scout: 
So,  though  it  please  your  majesty  to  jest. 
Were  you  in  bed,  well  might  you  toke  your  rest. 

K.  Henry,  I  thank  ye,  lords ;  but  you  do  know 
of  old, 
That  I  have  been  a  perfect  night-^walker. 
London,  you  say,  is  safely  looked  unto, 
(Alas,  poor  rebels,  there  your  aid  must  fail ;) 
And  the  Lord  Cobham,  Mr  John  Oldcastle, 
Quiet  in  Kent.    Acton,  you  are  deceived ; 
Reckon  again,  you  count  without  your  host ; 
To-morrow  you  shall  give  account  to  us : 
Till  when,  my  friends,  this  long  cold  winter's  night 
liow  can  we  spend  ?  King  Harry  is  asleep, 
And  all  his  lords;  these  garments  tell  us  so ; 
All  friends  at  foot-ball,  fellows  nil  in  field, 
Harry,  and  Dick,  and  George.  Bring  us  a  drum ; 
Give  us  square  dice;   we'll  keep  this  court  of 

guard 
For  all  good  fellows*  companies  that  come. 
Where's  that  mad  priest  ye  told  me  was  in  arras. 
To  fight  as  well  as  pray,  if  need  required  ? 

'  Suf.  He's  in  the  camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
I  undertake  he  would  not  be  long  hence. 

K.  Henry,  Trip  Dick,  trip  George. 

Hunt.  I  must  have  the  dice :  what  do  we  play 
at? 

Suf,  Passage,  if  you  please.  *^ 

Hunt,  Set  round  then :  so ;  at  all. 

K.  Henry,  George,  you  are  out ; 
Give  me  the  dice,  I  pass  for  twenty  pound  : 
Here's  to  our  lucky  passage  into  France. 

Hunt,  Harry,  you  pass  indeed,  for  you  sweep 
all. 

Svf,   A  sign   king  Harry  shall  sweep  all    in 
France. 

Enter  Sir  John. 

Sir  John,  Edge  ye,  good  fellows ;  take  a  fre&h 

gamester  in. 
K.  Henry,  Master  parson,  we  play  nothing  but 

gold. 
Sir  John,  And,  fellow,  I  tell  thee  that  the  priest 
hath  gold.    Gold !    what  ?  ye  are  but   beggarly 
soldiers  to  me;  I  think  I  have  more  gold  than  ail 
,  you  three. 

Hunt.  It  may  be  so;  but  we  believe  it  not. 
K,  Henry.  Set,  priest^  set :  I  pass  for  all  that 

gold. 
Sir  John.  You  pass  indeed. 
K,  Henry.  Priest,  hast  any  more  ?  i 


Sir  John.  More  !  what  a  question's  that  ? 
I  tell  thee  I  have  more  than  ail  you  three. 
At  these  ten  angels. 
K.  Henn/t  I  wonder  how  thou  com'st  by  all 
.    this  gold. 
How  many  benefices  hast  thou,  priest  ? 

■Sir  John,  'Faith,  but  one.  Dost  %ronder  bow 
J  come  by  gold }  I  wonder  rather  how  poor  so^ 
diers  should  have  f^old.  For  I'll  tell  thee,  good 
fellow ;  wc  have  every  day  tithes,  offerings,  cfaris» 
tenings,  Weddings,  burials;  and  you  pour  snakes 
come  seldom  to  a  booty.  I'll  speak  a  proud  word ; 
I  hare  but  one  parsonage,  Wrotbaro ;  'tis  better 
than  the  bishoprick  of  Rochester :  there's  ne'er  t 
hill,  heath,  nor  down,  in  all  Kent,  but  'tis  in  ray  ps* 
rish ;— 'Barham-down,  Cobbam-^own,  Gads-bill, 
Wrotham-hill,  Black-heath,  Cocks-heath,  Birchen- 
wood,  all  pay  me  tithe.  Gold,  quotb-a?  ye  pass 
not  for  that 

Svf.  Harry,  you  are  out :  now,  partoiv  shake 
die  dice. 

Sir  John,  Set,  set,  I'il  cover  ye ; — at  all  5— a 
plague  on't,  I  am  out  ^  The  devil,  and  dice,  and 
a  wench,  who  will  trust  them  ? 
Stif,  Say'st  tlM>u  so^  priest  ?  set  fair ;  at  all  for 

once. 
K.  Henry,  Out,  sir;  pay  aU. 
Sir  John,  Sir,  pay  me  angd  gold : 
ril  none  of  your  cracked  French  crowns  nor  pis- 

tolets; 
Pay  me  fair  angel  gold,  as  I  pay  yon. 

K.  Henry.  No  cracked  Frendi  crowns !  I  bspe 
to  see  more  cracked  French  crowns  ere  long. 

Sir  John,  Thou  mean'st  of  Frenchmen's  crowns 
when  the  king's  in  France. 
Uun.  Set  round ;  at  all. 
Sir  John,  Pay  all.    This  is  some  lack. 
K.  henry.  Give  me  the  dice;  'tis  I  most  shred 
tfie  priest : 
At  all,  sir  John. 

Sir  John.  The  devil  and  all  is  yours.  At  that 
'Sdeaih,  what  casting's  this? 

Suf.  Well  thrown,  Harry,  i'faith. 
K.  Henry,  I'll  cast  better  yet 
Sir  John,  Then  111  be  hanged.    Sirrah,  hast 
thou  not  given  thy  soul  to  the  devil  for  casting? 
A'.  Henry,  I  pass  for  all. 
Sir  John,  Thou  possesc  all  that  e'er  I  played 
withal. 
Sirrah,  dosi  thou  not  cog,  nor  foist,  nor  slur? 
K,  Henry,  Set,  parson,  set ;  the  dice  die  in  my 
hand. 
When,  parson,  when  ?  what,  can  you  find  no  more? 
Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragged  of  your  store  ? 
Sir  John.  All's  gone  but  that 
Hun.  What?  half  a  broken  angel. 
Sir  John,  Why,  sir,  'tis  gold. 
K.  Henry.  Yea,  and  Til  cover  it. 


'^  Passage,  if  you  pUate^^Thlt  was  a  game  at  tables.— ST  eveexs. 
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SirJokm,  The  devil  g^e  yt  \p>oA  on't !  I  em 
blied: 
You  hare  blown  me  op. 

K.  Entry,  Nay,  turff  priest;  jwk  shall  not 

leave  ns  jec : 
Do  DOC  these  pieces  fit  eadi  other  well? 

SirMkn.  What  if  they  do  ? 

K.  Htmry,  Thereby  begins  a  tale. 
Tbers  was  a  llMef,  in  faee  much  like  sb  John, 
(But  'twas  not  he--that  thief  was  all  in  men,) 
Met  me,  last  day,  on  Btack-bealh  near  the  Park ; 
With  him  a  woman.    I  was  all  akme 
And  weaponlees ;  my  boy  had  all  my  tools^ 
And  was  before,  providing  me  a  boat. 
Short  tale  to  make,  sir  Joho-^the  thief  I  mean— 
Took  a  jnst  hondred  poand  in  gold  from  me. 
I  stormed  at  it,  and  swore  to  be  revenged, 
If e*er  we  met.    He,  like  a  lustj  thief, 
Brake  with  his  teeth  this  angel  just  in  two^ 
To  be  a  tokea  at  our  meeting  next. 
Provided  I  should  charge  no  officer 
To  apprehend  him,  but  at  weapon's  pomt 
Recover  that  and  what  he  had  beside.'-'- 
WeU  met,  sir  John ;  betake  yon  to  your  tools, 
Bv  torch-l%ht;  for,  matter  parson,  yon  are  he 
That  bad  my  roM. 

Sir  Jokn.  bounds,  I  won  it  in  play,  in  fair 
square  play,  of  the  keeper  of  EldiaiiHpiurk ;  and 
that  I  will  maintain  with  this  iN>or  whynniard.  Be 
yoo  two  honest  men,  to  stand  and  look  npon  us, 
and  let  us  alone,  and  take  neither  part. 

K,  Henry,  Agreed;  I  charge  yoo  do  not  bodge 
a  foot. 
Sir  John,  have  at  ye. 

Sir  John.  SoMier,  'ware  your  sconce. 

[Am  they  are  prtparing  to  enftigty  But- 
ler eniertf  and  SramM  hu  tmord  to 
part  tkem. 

But,  Hold,  viUain,  hold ;  my  lords,  what  do  ye 


To  see  a  traitor  draw  against  the  king  ? 

Sir  Jok$t.  The  kingf  Uod's  will,  I  am  hi  a  pro- 
per |nckle» 

K,  Henry,  Butler,  what  news  ?  why  dost  thou 
trouble  OS? 

But.  Please  yoor  mi^esty,  it  is  break  of  day; 
And  as  I  scooted  near  to  Islington, 
The  greyeyed  morning  gave  me  glimmering 
Of  anned  men  coming  down  Higbgate-hill, 
^hb  bf  their  course  are  coasting  hitherward. 

K,  Henry,  Let  os  withdraw,  my  lords ;  prepare 
•er  troops 
To  charge  the  rebels,  if  there  be  sodi  cause. 
Por  this  lewd  priest,  this  devilish  hvpocritCi 
rhat  IS  a  thie^  a  gamester^  and  what  not, 
Let  him  be  hanged  op  for  eiample  sake. 

Sir  Mn,  Not  8o>  my  gracious  sovereign.  I  con- 
W  I  am  a  frail  man,  flesh  and  blood  as  others 
kre;  hot  set  my  imperfoctioas  aside^  you  have 
ut  a  taller  man,  nor  a  truer  subject  to  the  crown 
umI  state,  than  sir  John  of  Wrotham  is. 

JL  Henry.  Will  n  true  subject  rob  his  kmg  ? 

yoi-  I. 


Sir  John,  Alas,  'twas  ignorance  and  want,  my 
gracious  liege. 

K,  Henry,  'Twas  want  of  grace.    Why,  yoo 
smmld  be  as  sal^ 
To  season  others  with  good  docomeot ; 
Your  lives,  as  huaps  to  give  the  people  Udit ; 
As  shepherds^  not  as  wolves  to  ^il  the  lock : 
Go  bang  him,  Butler.    Didst  thoo  not  rob  me  f 

Sir  John,  J  must  confess,  I  saw  some  of  your 
gold ;  but,  my  dread  lord,  1  am  in  no  humoor  for 
death.  Ood  wills  that  sinners  hve;  do  not  vou 
cause  me  to  die.  Once  in  their  lives  the  best 
mav  go  astray ;  and  if  the  world  say  true,  your- 
self,  my  liege,  have  been  a  thief. 

K,  Henry.  I  confess  1  have; 
But  I  repent,  and  have  reclaimed  m^rsdf. 

Sir  John,  So  will  I  do,  if  you  will  give  me  time. 

K,  Henry,  Wilt  diou  ?  my  lords,  will  yoo  be 
his  sureties? 

Hunt.  That,  when  he  robs  again,  he  shall  be 


Sir  John.  I  ask  bo  more. 

JC  Henry.  And  we  will  grant  thee  that, 
live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honest  man ; 
Which  When  I  hear,  and  safe  return  irom  France, 
rU  give  thee  living.    Till  when,  take  thy  gold^ 
But  spend  it  better  than  at  cards,  or  wine ; 
For  better  virtoes  fit  that  coat  of  thine. 

Sir  Jdkn.  Vivat  rer,  et  currat  lex.  My  liege, 
if  ye  have  cause  of  battle,  ye  shall  see  sir  John 
bestir  himself  in  your  quarrel  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n. 

A  Field  of  Battle  near  London, 

Alarum,  Enter  Kinf  Henrt,  Suffolk,  Hunt- 
ivoToN,  and  Sir  John,  hrin^ngforth  Acton, 
Beverley,  and  Mu«let,  rtvnnert, 

K.  Henry,  Bring  in  these  traitors^  whose  as- 
piring minds 
Thought  to  have  triumphed  in  oar  overthrow. 
B^t  now  ve  see,  base  nUains,  what  success 
Attends  ill  actions  wrongfully  attempted. 
Sir  Roger  Acton,  thou  retain'st  the  name 
Of  knight,  and  shouldst  be  more  discreetly  tem- 
pered 
Than  join  with  peasants;  gentry  is  divine. 
But  tluHi  hast  made  it  more  than  popular. 
Act.  Pardon,  my  lord,  my  conscieBce  oigad  fl«e 

to  it: 
K.  Henru,  Thjr  coMciencc!   then  thy  co% 
science  is  oorropt; 
For  in  thy  conscience  thou  art  bound  to  os. 
And  in  thy  conscience  thoo  shouldst  Wve  thy 

country;  ,    .        ^.  .   . 

Else  what's  the  difference  'twixt  a  Christian, 
And  the  undvil  manners  of  the  Turk? 

Bev,  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  majesty. 
But  reformation  of  religion. 
K.  Henry.  Reform  r«ligu>n  ?  wa»  it  that  yo* 
sought? 
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I  pmy,  who  gave  yoa  that  authority  ? 
Belike  then  we  do  hold  the  sceptre  up. 
And  sit  within  the  throne  but  tor  a  cipher. 
Time  was,  good  subjects  would  make  known  their 

grief, 
And  pray  amendment,  not  enforce  the  same, 
Unless  their  king  were  tyrant ;  which  I  hope 
You  cannot  justly  say,  tliat  Harry  is. 
What  is  that  other  ? 

Svf.  A  maltman,  my  lord. 
And  dwelling  in  Dunstable,  as  he  snys. 

E.  Henry,  Sirrah,  what  made  you  leave  your 
barley-broth. 
To  come  in  armour  thus  against  your  king  ? 

JVfi/r.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  in  and  out 
upon  occasion,  what  a  world  is  this  !  Knighthood, 
my  liege,  'twas  knighthood  brought  roe  hither ; 
they  told  me  I  had  wealth  enough  to  make  my 
wife  a  lady. 

JC  Henry,  And  so  you  brought  those  horses 
which  we  saw 
Trapped  all  in  costly  furniture  ;  and  meant 
To  wear  these  spurs  when  you  were  knighted 
once? 

Mur.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  I  did. 

£.  Henry,  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  therefore 
You  shall  be  hang'd,  and  in  the  stead  of  wearing 
These  spurs  upon  your  heelsfiibout  your  neck 
They  shall  bewray  your  folly  to  tlie  world. 

Sir  John,  In  ancl  out  upon  occasion,  that  goes 
hard. 

Mur,  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro.  Good 
my  licgt,  a  pardon ;  I  am  sorrow  for  my  fault. 

K,  Henry.  That  comes  too  late.    But  tell  me, 
went  there  none 
Bef>ide  sir  Roger  Acton,  upon  whom 
Vou  did  depend  to  be  your  governor  ? 

Mur,  None,  my  good  lord,  but  sir  John  Old- 
castle. 

K,  Henry.  Bears  he  a  part  in  this  conspiracy  ? 

Act.  We  look*d,  my  lord,  that  be  would  meet 
us  licre. 

K,  Henry,  But  did  he  promise  you  that  he 
would  come  ? 

Act,  Such  letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent 

Enter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester, 

Roch,  Where  is  my  lord  the  king?  Health  to 
your  grace. 
Examining,  my  lord,  some  of  these  rebels, 
It  is  a  general  voice  among  them  all, 
Chat  they  had  never  come  into  this  place, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  general, 
The  good  lord  Cobham,  as  they  title  him ; 
Whc^by,  my  lord,  your  grace  may  oow|)erceive, 
His  treason  is  apparent,  which  before 
He  songht'to  colour  by  his  flattery. 

K.  Henry,  Now,  by  my  royalty  I  would  have 
sworn. 
But  for  his  conscience,  which  I  bear  withal. 
There  had  not  lived  a  more  true-hearted  isubject. 

Roch,  It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  lord ; 
Aud  therefore  may  it  please  your  majesty 


To  set  your  hand  unto  this  precept  here. 
By  which  well  cause  him  forthwith  to  appear, 
Aiid  answer  this  by  order  of  the  law. 

K,  Henry,  Not  only  that,  but  take  commissioQ 
To  search,  attach,  imprison,  and  condemn 
This  most  notorious  traitor  as  you  please. 

Roch,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord,  without  ddty. 
So,  now  I  hold,  lord  Cobham,  in  my  hand. 
That  which  shall  finish  thy  disdained  \i(e,'[Aside, 

K,  Henry,  I  think  the  iron  age  begins  batnoif, 
Which  learned  poets  have  so  often  taught; 
Wherein  there  is  no  credit  to  be  given 
To  cither  words,  or  looks,  or  solemn  oaths ; 
For  if  there  were,  how  often  had  he  sworn. 
How  gently  tuned  the  music  of  his  tongue ! 
And  with  what  amiable  face  beheld  he  me. 
When  all,  God  knows,  was  but  hypocrisy ! 

Enter  Cobham. 

C<A,  Long  life  and  prosperous  reign  unto  mj 

lord. 
K,  Henry.  Ah  villain !  caost  thou  wish  pros- 
perity. 
Whose  heart  includeth  nought  but  treachery? 
I  do  arrest  thee  here  myself,  false  knight. 
Of  treason,  capital  against  the  state. 

Cob,  Of  treason,  mighty  prince  ?  your  grace 
mistakes ; 
I  hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  mirth. 

K,  Henry,  Thy  neck  shall  feel  it  is  in  eamesi, 
shortly. 
Dar'st  thou  intrude  iuto  our  presence,  knowing 
How  heinously  thou  hast  offended  us  ? 
But  this  is  thy  accustomed  deceit ; 
Now  thou  peroeiv'st  thy  pul'pbse  is  in  vsun, 
With  some  excuse  or  other  thou  wilt  come 
To  clear  thyself  of  this  rebellion. 

Cob.  Reliellion !  good  my  lord,  I  know  of 

none. 
K,  Henry.  If  you  deny  it,  here  is  evidence 
See  you  these  men  ?  yon  never  counselled. 
Nor  ofier'd  them  assistance  in  their  i^-ars? 
Cob,  Speak,  sirs^  not  one  but  all ;  I  awt  no 
favour ; 
Have  ever  I  been  conversant  with  you. 
Or  writteu  letters  to  encourage  yon  ? 
Or  kindled  but  the  least  or  smallest  part 
Of  this  your  late  unnatural  rebellion  ? 
Speak,  for  I  dare  the  uttermost  you  can. 
Mur.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  I  know  jot 

not. 
K,  Henry  No !  didst  thou  not  say,  that  Sir 
John  Oldcastte 
Was  one  with  whom  you  purposed  to  have  met^ 
Mur,  True,  I  did  say  so ;  but  in  what  respect? 
Because  I  heard  it  was  reported  so. 
K.  Henry,  Was  there  no  other  argument  bot 

that?  - 
Act*  To  clear  my  coDAcience  ere  I  die,  m} 
lord, 
I  must  confess  we  have  no  other  ground 
But  only  rumour,  to  accuse  this  l.OTd ; 
Which  now  I  see  was  merely  fabulous, 
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X.  Hewy,  The  more  pernicbus  you  to  taint 
him  then, 
Whinn  joa  know  was  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 
Cob.  Let  this,  my  lord,  wliich  I  present  your 
grace. 
Speak  for  my  loyalty ;  read  these  articles. 
And  then  give  sentence  of  roy  life  or  death. 
X.  Eenry.  Earl  Cambridge,  Scroope,  and  Grey, 
corrupted 
With  bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  either  to 

win 
My  crown  from  me,  or  secretly  contrive 
lly. death  by  treason !  Is  it  possible  ? 
Ciib,  There  is  the  platform,  aud  their  hands, 
,    my  lord, 
Edch  severally  subscribed  to  the  same. 
K,  Henry,  Oh  never-heard-of,  base  ingrati- 
tude! 
Even  those  I  bag  within  my  bosom  most, 
Are  readiest  evermore  to  sting  my  heart. 
Pardon  mc,  Cobham,  I  have  done  thee  wrong; 
Hereafter  1  will  live  to  make  amends. 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  so  near  hand  ? 
We'll  meet  with  them,  but  little  for  their  ease, 
If  God  pennit.    Go  take  these  rebels  hence, 
Let  them  have  martial  law :  but  as  for  thee, 
friend  to  thy  king  and  country,  still  be  free. 

\Eieunt  King  Hemry  andCoBHAU. 

Mur,  Be  It  more  or  less,  what  a  world  is  this? 

Would  I  had  continued  still  of  the  order  of 

knaves. 
And  .ne'er  sought  knighthood,  since  it  costs  so 

dear; 
Sir  Roger,  I  may  thank  you  for  all. 

Act.  Now  'tis  too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  prVthee,  Murley,  do  not  urge  me  with  it. 
iiunt.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to 

do? 
Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro  as  occa- 
sion serves ; 
If  you  be  so  hasty,  take  my  place.- 
Hunt.  No,  good  sir  knight,  e*en  take  it  yourself. 
Mur,  I  could  be  glad  to  give  my  betters  place. 

[Exeunt. 

■    SCENE  llL-^-Kenf. 
Cou^t  before  Lord  Cobham's  Houte. 

Enter  the  BUkop  o^Rochester,  Lord  Warden  of 
the  Cinque  PortSf  Cromer,  Ladjf  CoBQAM,<mi/ 
Attendants 

Rock.  I  tell  ye,  lady,  'tis  not  possible 
Bot  yon  shoold  know  where  he  conveys  himself; 
And  you  have  hid  him  in  some  secret  place. 

L.  Co6.  My  lord,  believe  me,  as  I  have  a  soul, 
Iknow  not  where  my  lord  my  husband  is. 

RocIl  Go  to,  go  to ;  you  are  an  heretic, 
And  will  be  forced  by  torture  to  confess, 
If  fair  means  will  not  serve  to  make  you  telL 

L.  Cob.  My  husband  is  a  noble  gentleman. 
And  need  not  hide  himself  for  any  fact 
That  t*er  I  heard  of;  therefore  wrong  him  not. 


JRocA.  Your  husband  is  a  dangei'ous  schismatic, 
Traitor  to  God,  the  kingi  and  commonwealth ; 
And  therefore,  master  Cromer,  shrieve  of  Kent, 
I  charge  you  take  her  to  your  custody. 
And  seize  the  goods  of  sir  John  Oldcastte 
To  the  king's  use ;  let  her  go  in  no  more. 
To  fetch  so  much  as  her  apparel  out : 
There  is  your  warrant  from  his  majesty. 

X.  War.  Good  my  lord  bishop,  pacify  your 
wrath 
Against  tlie  lady. 

Roch.  Then  lee  her  confess 
Where  Oldcastle  her  husband  is  conceal'd. 

L.  War.  I  dare  engage  mine  honour  and  my 
life. 
Poor  gentlewoman,  she  is  ignorant 
And  innocent  of  all  his  practices, 
If  any  evil  by  him  lie  practised. 

Roch.  If,  roy  lord  warden  ?  Nay  then  I  charge 
you. 
That  all  cinque-ports,  whereof  you  are  chief, 
Be  laid  forthwith,  that  he  escapes  us  not; 
Shew  him  his  highness*  warrant,  mastej*  sheriff. 

L.  War.  I  am  sorry  for  the  noble  gentleman. 

ilocA.  Peace,  lie  comes  here;  now  do  your 
office. 

Enter  Cobham  and  IIarpool. 

C<^.  Qarpool,  what  business  have  we  here  io 
hand  ? 
What  makes  the  bishop  and  the  sheriff  here  ? 
I  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous ; 
I  would  I  had  not  made  such  haste  to  Cobham. 

Har.  6e  of  pood  cheer,  my  hird :  if  they  be 
foes,  we'll  scramble  shrewdly  with  them ;  if  they 
be  friends,  ihey  are  welcome. 

Crom.  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  lord  Cobham,  in  the 
king's  name,  I  arrest  you  of  high  treason. 

Cob.  Treason,  master  Cromer  ! 

Har.  Treason,,master  sheriff!  what  treason  F 

Cob.  IIarpool,  I  charge  thee  stir  not,  but  be 
quiet. 
Do  you  arrest  me  of  treason,  master  sheriff  ? 

Roch,  Yea,  of  high  treason,  traitor,  heretic. 

Cob.  Defiance  in  his  face  that  calls  me  bo  ! 
I  am  as  true  a  loyal  gentleman 
Unto  his  highness,  as  my  proudest  enemy. 
The  king  shall  witness  my  late  faithful  service, 
For  safety  of  his  sacred  majesty. 

Rqch.  What  thou  art,  the  king's  hand  ^halt 
testify ; 
Shew  him,  lord  warden. 

Cob.  Jesu  defend  me ! 
Is*t  possible  your  cunning  could  so  temper 
The  princely  disposition  of  his  mind. 
To  sign  the  damage  of  a  loyal  subject  > 
Well,  the  best  is,  it  bears  an  antedate, 
Procured  by  my  absence  and  your  malice. 
But  I,  since  that,  have  shew'd  myself  as  tni€ 
As  any  churchman  that  dare  challenge  me. 
Let  ine  be  brought  before  his  majesty ; 
If  he  acquit  me  not,  then  do  your  worst* 
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Roch.  We  are  Ml  boimd  to  ilo  kiod  ofioet 
For  any  trwtor,  schiaaaticv  nor  hcredo. 
Th^  kJDg'f  htiid  is  our  warraot  for  our  woric. 
Who  is  defNurted  on  his  waj  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repoee  this  ni|bt. 

Ear.  O  that  thou  and  I  were  within  twenty 
miles  of  it,  on  Salisbury  plain !  I  would  lose  my  head 
if  thou  brouf^t*8t  thy  head  hither  agab.    [Aiidt. 

Cob.  My  iord  warden  of  the  dnque^poits,  and 
lord  of  Rochester,  ye  are  joint  commissioners ;  fa- 
vour me  so  much,  on  my  expense,  to  being  Me  to 
the  kii^ 

Rock.  What,  to  Southampton? 

CoL  lliither,  my  good  lord ; 
And  if  he  do  not  clear  me  of  all  guih. 
And  all  suspicion  of  conspiracy, 
Pawning  his  princely  warrant  for  my  trutiiy 
I  ask  no  favour,  but  extremest  torture. 
Bring  roe,  or  send  me  to  him,  good  my  lord ; 
Good  my  lord  warden,  master  shrievei  entreat ! 
[  They  both  entreat  for  him. 
Come  hither,  lady ;— nay,  sweet  wife,  forbear     ' 
To  heap  one  eorrow  on  another^s  nedu 
'Tis  grief  enough  falsely  to  be  accused, 
And  not  penaitted  to  acquit  myself; 
Do  not  tnou,  with  thy  kind  respective  tears. 
Torment  thy  husband's  heart,  tnat  bleeds  for  thee, 
But  be  of  comfort.    God  hath  help  in  store 
For  those  that  put  assured  trust  in  nim. 
Dear  wife,  if  they  commit  me  to  tlie  Tower, 
Come  up  to  London,  to  your  sister^s  house; 
That  bemg  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 
One  solace  find  I  settled  in  my  soul, 
That  I  am  free  from  treason*8  very  thooglit. 
Only  my  conscience  for  the  gospel^  sake 
Is  cause  of  all  the  troubles  I  sustain. 

L  Cob,  O  my  dear  lord,  what  shall  betide  of  us? 
You  to  the  Tower,  and  I  tumM  out  of  doors ; 
Our  substance  seized  unto  his  highness*  use. 
Even  to  the  garments  'longing  to  our  backs  ? 

Hor.  Patience,  good  imulam,  things  at  wfoni 
will  mend  ; 
And  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  lives  may  end. 

Roch,  Urge  it  no  more ;  for  if  an  angel  spake, 
I  swear  by  sweet  Saint  Peter's  blessed  keys. 
First  goes  he  to  the  Tower,  then  to  the  stake. 

Crom.  But,  by  your  leave,  this  warrant  doth 
not  stretch 
To  imprison  her. 

Roch*  No;  tumber  eutofdoorL 
Bveli  as  she  is,  and  lead  him  to  the  rower, 
Wiih  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  rescuing. 

X.  Cob.  O  God  requite  thee,  thou  blcKid*thirity 


Cob,  May  it  not  be,  my  lord  of  Rochester? 
Wherein  have  I  incurred  your  hate  so  far. 
That  my  appeal  unto  the  king's  denied  ? 

Rock,  No  hate  of  mine^  but  power  of  holy 
church, 


f erbidf  ali  fiiToor  to  frbe  1 

Cob.  Your  private  malice,  more  than  pnbfic 
power, 
Strikes  most  at  roe ;  but  with  my  life  it  ends. 

Ear.  O  that  I  had  the  bishop  in  tfaatfear. 
That  once  I  had  his  suraner  by  ourselves! 

[jkUk. 

Crouu  My  lord,  yet  grant  one  suit  onto  us  all; 
That  this  same  anaent  8eryine*man  may  wait 
Upon  my  lord  his  master,  in  die  Tower. 

Roch,  This  old  iniquity,  this  heretic^ 
That,  in  contempt  of  our  church  discipline, 
CompeliM  my  sumner  to  devour  his  process! 
Old  ruffian  past-grace,  upstart  srhiMiiatiCy 
Had  not  the  king  pray'd  us  to  pardon  you, 
You  had  fry'd  fo^t,  you  erizzled  heretic. 

Ear.  'Sblood,  my  lord  oishop, you  wrong  at;  I 
am  neither  heretic  nor  puritan,  bmt  of  me  old 
church.  rU  swear,  drink  ale,  kisa  a  wench,  g» 
to  mass,  eat  fish  all  Lent,  and  fast  Fmfaya  with 
cakes  and  wine,  firuit  and  spioeiy ;  shrive  ne  of 
my  old  sins  afore  Easter,  and  b«gin  new  befort 
Whitsuntide. 

Crom.  A  merry  mad  conceited  knave,  my  lord. 

Ear.  That  knave  waa  simply  pot  upon  tht 
bishop. 

Roch.  Well,  God  forgive  fabn,  and  I  panioa 
biro; 
Let  him  attend  his  master  in  the  Tower, 
For  I  in  chanty  wish  his  soul  no  hnrc 

Cob.  God  bless  my  soul  from  such  oold  charitjf 

Roch.  To  the  town  with  him;  and  whn  if 
leisure  serves,  ^ 
I  will  examine  him  of  articles. 
Look,  my  lord  warden,  as  you  have  ia  chaige^ 
The  shrieve  perform  his  office. 

War,  Ay,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Lord  Warden^  Ceom eb,  and  Lord 

COBBAIC* 

Enter  from  Lord  Cobham's  house.  Summer  mlJ^ 
books. 

Roch.  What  bring'st  tboo  there?  what,  boob 
of  lie  rosy? 

Sum.  Yea,  my  lord,  here's  not  a  Latin  boofc, 
no  not  so  much  as  our  lady's  Psalter.  Here's  the 
BibUf  the  Testament,  the  Psalms  in  metres  th$ 
Sick  Man's  Salve,  the  Treasure  qfGladne^  stf 
English;  no  not  so  moc^  bat  the  Almanack^ 
English. 

Roch.  Away  with  them,  to  the  fire  withdwD, 
Clun. 
Now  fye  upon  these  upstart  heretics ! 
All  Elfish !  bum  theos,  bum  them  cBMckly,CloA. 

Ear^  But  do  not,  suouier,  as  youll  answer  it; 
for  I  have  there  Ev^ish  books,  m^r  lord,  that  Di 
not  part  withal  for  your  bisbopnek ;  Bern  / 
Eampton,  Qmleglass,  The  Ftiar  msd  the  Bifh 
Elinour  Rumming,RobmEood,'*9MMiodmmA 


'*  Stvis  o/Eampttm,  OuilegUm,  the  Friar  and  the  Boy,  C/laMtr  JSaimin^,  MtobinEBod^^Tk^  metrical 
romances  otBevit  of  Hampton,  and  Robin  Hood,  are  wtell  known.  Etinour  Summing  is  a  poem  by  SkeltM, 
and  OwUglau  a  translation  from  the  DoUh  UyU  SpegeL  The  Friar  and  the  Boy  k  orfarted  is  Mm* 
VIeca  of  ancient  popahu*  Poetry^  1791.  *^ 
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godly  sloritSywkiih  if  ^^utfi^^diiB  tab  FlI 
BMke  TOO  drink  their  ashes  in  Saiot  Margaret's 
ak.   [£veiMitBi«*Dp^R4»cHKTi«,Xa4r  Cob- 
bam,  Hakpooi^  mm<  Aum»0r. 

SCENE  IV. 

I%e  EntrMU€e  rfthe  Tomer. 

Smter  tke  Bishop  ^Rochester,  attended. 

1  Ser.  Is  it  your  honoui's  pleasure  we  shall  staj^ 
Or  come  back  in  the  afternoon  to  fetch  yon  ? 

Bock,  Now  yon  have  brought  nse  here  yiCe 
theTower, 
You  ma|  go  hack  unto  the  porter's  lodgc^ 
Where,  if  I  have  occasion  to  empby  you, 
in  send  Mine  officer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Into  the  city  go  not,  I  command  vou : 
Perhaps  I  may  have  present  need  to  use  you. 

S  &r.  We  will  attend  your  honour  here  with- 
out. 

3  Ser,  Come,  we  may  have  a  quart  of  wine  at 
die  Rose  at  Barking,  and  come  rack  an  hour  be- 
fore hell  go. 

1  Ser.  We  must  hie  us  then. 
'  3  Ser.  Let's  away.  [Exeunt. 

Rock,  llo,  roaster  lieutenant 

Enter  Luutenant  of  the  Tomer* 

Lieu.  Who  calls  there  ^ 

Boch.  A  fHend  of  yours. 

Ueu.  My  lord  of  Rochester !  your  honour's 
welcome. 

Rock  Sir,  here  is  m;|r  warrant  from  the  council, 
For  conference  with  sir  John  Oidcastle, 
Upon  some  matter  of  great  consequence. 

Ueu.  Ho,  sir  John. 

Ear.  [Within.)  Who  calls  there  f 

lieu,  llarpoof,  tell  sir  John,  that  my  lord  of 
Bodiester 
CoiBcs  fVxim  the  council  to  confer  with  htnu 
I  think  you  may  as  safe  without  suspicion 
As  any  man  in  England,  as  I  hear. 
For  it  V7as  you  most  laboured,  his  commitment. 

Roeh.  I  did,  sir. 
And  nothing  do  repent  it,  I  assure  you. 
EsUer  Lord  Cqbrau  and  Uajlpool. 

Master  lieutenant,  I  pray  you  give  us  leave ; 
I  mmBtcmaftr  here  with  sir  John  a  \Me. 
Lieu.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord. 

[EjrtV  Lieutenant. 
Mar.  Mr  lord  be  roled 
By  me ;  take  this  occasion  while  'tis  ofier^d> 
And  on  miy  life  yovr  lordship  wiU  escape* 

[Atidei 
^Mb  No  more  I  sey  t  peaoe>  lest  he  should  su*- 

rtit 
John,  I  am  come  to  yeo  fron^  the 
lords  o'  the  council, 
To  know  if  vet  yon  do.  recant  your  errors. 

Cob.  My  lord  of  Rochester,  on  good  advice, 
I  see  my  error ;  but  vet  understand  me, 
I  mtma  not  error  in  the  hHh  I  hold, 


But  error  m  smmnttms  to  your  pl^Bureb 
Therefore  your  lordship,  without  more  to  do. 
Must  be  a  means  to  help  me  to  escape; 
Rock  What  means,  thou  heretic  ? 
Dar^st  thou  but  lift  thy  hand  against  my  calling? 
Cob.  No,  not  to  hurt  you  for  a  thousand  pound. 
Ear.  Nothing  but  to  borrow  your  upper  gar- 
ments a  little :  not  a  word  more ;  peace  for  wa« 
kine  the  children. — ^lliere,  put  them  on ;  dispatch, 
my  lord;  the  window  that  goes  nut  into  the  leads 
is  sure  enough ;  as  for  you.  111  bind  you  surely  in 
the  inner  rriom. 

[Corrtef  the  Bukop  into  the  'Rmer^  and 
returns. 
Cob.  This  is  well  begun ;  God  send  us  happy 
speed; 
Hard  shif^  you  see,  men  make  in  time  of  need. 
[Puts  on  the  Bishop*s  cloak. 

Re-^nter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester's  Servante. 

1  Ser.  I  marvel  that  my  lord  should  stay  so 
long. 

3  Ser.  He  hath  sent  to  seek  us,  I  dare  lay  my 
nfe.  •        ^ 

d  Ser.  We  come  in  good  time;  see  where  he  is 
coming. 

Ear.  I  beseech  you,  good  my  lord  of  R<k 


Be  favourable  to  my  lord  and  master. 

Cob,  The  inner  rooms  be  very  hot  and  dose ; 
I  do  not  like  this  air  here  in  the  Tower. 

Ear.  Uis  case  is  hard,  my  lord.  [Aside]  You 
shall  scarcely  get  out  of  the  Tower,  but  fll 
down  upon  them,  in  wliich  time  get  you  away« 
Hard  under  Islington  wait  you  my  coming ;  I 
will  bring  my  lady  ready  with  horses  to  set  hence* 

Cob.  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  thy  lord. 
And  counsel  him. 

Ear.  Nay,  my  good  lord  of  Rochester,  FU 
bring  you  to  St  Aibtui's,  through  the  woodsy  I  wat^ 
rant  you. 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Ear.  Nay,  since  I  am  past  the  Tower^s  liberty. 
You  part  not  so.  [Ee  draws. 

Cm.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs ! 

1  Ser.  Murder,  murder,  murder  I 

S  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

Ear.  Out,  you  cowardly  roeues. 

PZIOBHAM  escapes. 

Enter  LkutemaMi  qfthe  Tower  and  Warders* 

Lieu.  Who  is  so  bold  as  dare  to  draw  a  sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower  f 

1  Ser.  This  ruffian,  servant  to  sir  Jolin  Old* 

castle, 
Was  like  to  have  slain  my  lord. 
Lieu.  Lay  hold  on  him. 
Ear.  Stand  off,  if  you  love  your  puddings. 
Rock  [Within.]  Help,  help,  help,  master  lieu-* 

tenant,  help ! 
Lieu,  Who's  that  within  ?  some  treason  in  the 

Tower, 
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[Anohtmo^s. 


Upon  mj  life.    Look  ui»  who's  that  which  calls  ? 
lEiU  one  of  the  Warden. 

Reenter  Warder,  and  the  Bishop  ^Rochester 
bound. 

Lieu,  Without  your  cloak,  in  j  lord  of  Rochester  ? 
Har,  There,  now  I  see  it  works :  then  let  me 
speed, 
For  now*s  the  fittest  time  to  scape  away. 

[Exit  Harpool. 
Ueu»  Why  do  you  look  so  phastly  and  afii-igbted? 
Roch,  Oldcastlc,  that  traitor,  and  his  man^ 
When  you  had  left  me  to  confer  with  him, 
Took,  bound,  and  stripp'd  me  as  you  see  I  am. 
And  left  me  lyin^  in  his  inner  chamber, 
•And  so  departed. 
tSer.  Audi     " 

Lieu.  And  you  now  say  that  the  lord  Cobham*s 
man 


Did  here  set  on  yoa  like  to  murder  you? 

1  Ser.  And  so  he  did. 

Roch.  It  was  upon  his  master  then  he  did, 
That  in  the  brawl  the  traitor,  might  escape. 

Lieu.  Where  is  this  Harpool  ? 

4t  Ser.  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Where  fled,  can  you.  tell?— Tbey  tre 
both  escaped. 
Since  it  so  happens  that  he  is  escaped, 
I  am  glad  you  are  a  witness  of  the  same : 
It  might  have  else  been  laid  unto  my  charge^ 
That  I  had  been  consenting  to  the  fact. 

Roch.  Come ; 
Search  shall  be  made  for  him  with  expedition.' 
The  haven's  laid  that  he  shall  not  escape ; 
And  hue  and  cry  continue  throughoat  England, 
To  find  this  damned,  dangerous  heretic 

lEicunt. 


ACT  V. 


iteENE  I.'-A  Room  in  Lord  Cobham's  House 
in  Kent. 

Enter  Cambridge,  Scroope,  and  Grey.  They 
sit  down  ate  table:  King  Henry,  Suffolk, 
CoBHAMy  and  other  Lords,  listening  at  the 
door. 

Cam.  In  mine  opinion,  Scroope  hath  well  ad- 
vised; 
Poison  will  be  the  only  aptest  mean, 
And  fittest  for  our  purpose,  to  dispatch  him. 

Grey.  But  yet  there  may  be  doubt  in  the  de- 
livery : 
JIarry  is  wise ;  and  therefore,  carl  of  Cambridge, 
I  judge  that  way  not  so  convenient. 

Scroope.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  ?  I  am  his 
bedfellow, 
And  unsuspected  nightly  sleep  with  him. 
What  if  I  venture,  in  those  silent  hours 
When  sleep  hath  seated  up  all  mortal  eyesy 
To  murder  him  in  bed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam.  Herein  consbts  no  safety  for  yourself: 
And  you  disclosed,  what  shall  become  of  us? 
But  tnis  day,  as  ye  know,  he  will  aboard, 

iThe  wind's  so  fair)  and  set  away  for  France : 
f,  as  he  goes,  or  entering  in  the  ship,. 
It  might  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent 

Grey,  Why,  any  of  these;  or,  if  you  will.  Til 
cause 
A  present  sitting  o*  the  council,  wherein 
I  will  pretend  some  matter  of  such  weight 
As  needs  must  have  his  royal  company ; 
And  so  dispatch  him  in  his  council-chamber. 

Cam.  Tush,  yet  I  hear  not  any  thing  to  purpose. 
I  wonder  that  lord  Cobham  stays  so  long; 
His  counsel  in  this  case  would  much  avail  us. 

[T&e  King  and  his  Lords  advance. 
Scroope.  Wluit,  shall  we  rise  thus^  and  deter- 
mine nothing? 


K,  Henry.  That  were  a  sha  Ae  indeed :  no^  ^ 
again, 
And  you  shall  have  my  counsel  in  this  case. 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  king, 
Then  you  shall  see  how  I  can  furnish  you. 
Scroope's  way  by  poison  was  indifferent; 
But  yet,  being  bed-fellow  to  the  king. 
And  unsuspected  sleeping  in  his  bosom, 
In  mine  oninion  that's  the  likelier  way : 
For  such  false  friends  are  able  to  do  much. 
And  silent  night  is  treason's  fittest  friend. 
Now,  Cambridge,  in  his  setting  hence  for  France^ 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard. 
To  do  the  deed,  that  was  indifferent  too. 
But  somewhat  doubtful. 
Marry,  lord  Grey  came  very  near  the  point. 
To  have  the  king  at  council,  and  there  murder 

him, 
As  Caesar  was,  among  his  dearest  friends. 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you,  bright  honour's  stuoii 
For  which  of  all  my  kindnesses  to  you, 
Are  ye  become  thus  traitors  to  your  king, 
And  France  must  have  the  spoil  of  Harry's  life? 

All.  Oh  pardon  us,  dread  lord. 

K.  Henry,  How?  pardon  you?  that  were  a  tin 
indeed. 
Drag  them  to  death,  which  justly  they  deserve: 
And  France  shall  dearly  buy  this  villainy, 
So  soon  as  we  set  footing  on  her  breast. 
God  have  the  praise  for  our  deliverance ! 
And  next  our  thanks,  lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee, 
True  perfect  mirror  of  nobility.  [Exaat. 

SCENE  II.— J  High  Road  near  St  Albans, 
Enter  Sir  John  avd  Doll. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Doll,  come,  be  merry,  weadb 
Farewell  Kent;  we  arc  not  for  thee.    Be  lost), 
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my  lass ;  borne,  for  Lancashire :  we  mast  nip  the 
bang  for  these  crowns. 

DolL  Why  is  all  the  gold  spent  already,  that 
yoa  bad  the  other  day  ? 

Sir  John.  Gone,  Dull,  gone ;  flown,  spent,  va- 
aiihed.  The  devil,  drink,  and  dice,  has  devoured 
all 

DolL  You  might  have  left  roe  in  Kent,  till  you 
bad  been  better  provided. 

Sir  John.  No,  Doll,  no;  Rentes  too  hot,  Dbll, 
Kent's  too  hot  The  weathercock  of  Wrotham 
will  crow  no  longer ;  we  have  pluck'd  him,  he  has 
lost  his  featliers;  I  have  prun*d  him  bare,  left 
him  thrice ;  he  is  moulted,  ne  is  moulted,  wench. 

DoiL  I  might  have  gone  to  service  again ;  old 
master  Ilarpool  told  me  be  would  provide  me  a 
mistress. 

Sir  John.  Peace,  Doll,  peace.  Come,  mad 
wench,  FU  make  thee  an  honest  woman;  we'll 
into  Lancashire  to  our  friends :  the  troth  is.  111 
Barry  thee*  We  want  but  a  little  money,  and 
money  we  will  have,  I  warrant  thee.  Stay ;  who 
conies  here  ?  Some  Irish  villain  methinks,  that  has 
slain  a  roan,  and  now  is  rifling  of  him.  Stand 
dose,  Doll;  we'll  see  the  end. 

finter  an  Irishtmrn  with  hit  dead  Matter,    He 
layt  him  down,  and  riflet  him. 

Iritkm,  Alas  poe  master,  sir  Richard  Lee ;  be 
Saint  Patrick,  I  se  rob  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  de 
sbaiu,  '^  and  dy  mony,  and  dy  gold  ring.  Be  me 
truly,  Ise  love  dee  well,  but  now  dow  be  kill,  dow 
be  sbitten  knave. 

Sir  John.  Stand,  sirrah;  what  art  thou  ? 

Jrishm.  Be  Saint  Patrick,  mester,  Ise  poor 
Irishman ;  Ise  a  leuf^er.*^ 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you're  a  damn'd  rof^ue; 
you  have  kill'd  a  man  here,  and  rifled  him  of  all 
that  he  has.  'Sblood  you  rogue,  deliver,  or  I'll 
not  leave  yon  so  much  as  a  hair  above  your 
shoulders,  joa  wborson  Irish  dog.      .  [Robt  him. 

Irithm.  We's  me !  by  Saint  Patrick,  Ise  kill 
my  mestcnr  for  his  shain  and  his  ring ;  and  now 
Ise  be  rob  of  all.    He's  undo. 

Sir  John,  Avaunt,  you  rasoaV;  go  sirrah,  be 
walking.  Come  Doll,  the  devil  laughs  when  one 
thief  robs  another.  Come  wench,  we'll  to  St 
Albans,  and  revel  in  oo^  bower,  my  brave  girl. 

DolL  O,  thou  art  old  sir  John,  when  all's  done, 
I'toh.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  ni.— Sf  Albant.    The  entrance  qfm 
Carriet't  Inn. 

Enter  Hoit  and  the  Irithman. 

Iriihm.  Be  me  tro,  mester,  Ise  poor  Irisman, 
Ise  want  lodging.  Ise  have  no  mony,  Ise  starve 
and  cold:  gcxMl  master,  give  bur  some  meat;  Ise 
famise  and  tye. 

Hott.  'Faith,  fellow,  I  have  no  lodging,  but 
what  I  keep  for  my  guests.  As  for  meat,  thou 
shalt  have  as  much  as  there  is ;  and  if  thou  wil6 
lie  in  the  bam,  there's  fair  straw,  and  room  enough. 

Irithm.  Ise  tank  my  mester  heartily. 

Hott,  Ho,  Robin. 

Enter  RoBiir. 

Rob.  Who  calls? 

Hott.  Shew  this  poor  Irishman  to  the  bam ;  gOb 
sirrah.  lExeunt  Robin  and  Irithman* 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate. 

Car.  .Who's  within  here  ?  who  looks  to  the 
horses?  Uds  heart,  here's  fine  work;  the  hens  in 
the  maunger,  and  the  hogs  in  the  litter.  A  hots 
'found  you  all;  here*s  a  house  well  look'd  to, i'faith. 

Kate.  Mas  gaff  Club,  Ise  very  cawd. 

Car.  Get  in,  Kate,  get  in  to. fire,  and  vrarm 
thee.    John  Ostler ! 

Hott.  What,  gaffer  Club  !  Welcome  to  St  Al- 
bans.        ^ 
How  does  all  our  friends  in  Lancashire  ? 

Enter  Ottler. 

Car.  Well,  God-a-mercy. — John,  how  does 
Tom  ?  where  is  he  ? 

OtlL  Tom*s  gone  from  hence ;  he's  at  the  three 
horse-loaves  ^'  at  Stony  Stratford.  How  does  old 
Dick  Dun? 

Car.  Uds  heart,  old  Dun  has  bin  mo^r'd  in  a 
slough  in  Brick-hill-lane.  A  plague  'found  it! 
yonder's  such  abomination  weacher  as  was  never 
seen. 

OttL  Uds  heart !  Thief!  'a  shall  have  one  half 
peck  of  pease  and  oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am 
John  Osder;  he  has  been  ever  as  good  a  jade  as 
ever  travelled. 

Car,  Taith,  well  said^  old  Jack;  thou  art  the 
old  hid  still. 

OttL  Come,  gafier  Club^  unload^  unload,  and 
get  to  supper.  [Exeun^^ 


'^  Far  de  shafaie,— i.  e.  for  thy  dkai».— Malone. 

^  Jtea  leaAer.— This  was  probably  an  Intentional  cormptlon  |  but  I  know  not  what  word  It  was  put 
for.— Max^onb. 

»*  jit  HU  three  JWse-Ioaves  ai  S/onySfnrtfoni— It  appears' firom  the  eari  of  Northaraberland's  Hotcs- 
held  Boek,  that  horses  were  not  so  usually  fed  with  com  loose  In  the  manger,  in  the  present  manner^  as 
with  their  provender  nade  into  loavcst— PxECTt 
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[AxOKYmitf. 


SCENE  IV«—2%tf  some.   AromintkeCMrier'i 
Inn. 

Enter  Sott^  Lard  Coiuuir,  and  Harpool. 

Hoat,  SiXf  )roa*re  welcome  to  this  ho«9e^  to  inch 
kb  is  here  with  all  my  heart;  but  I  fear  your 
lodging  will  be  the  worst  J  have  but  two  beds, 
and  they  are  both  in  a  chamber;  and  the  carrier 
and  his  daughter  lies  in  the  one,  and  you  and 
your  wife  must  lie  in  the  other. 

Cob,  'Faithy  sir,  for  myself  I  do  not  greatly  paM: 
My  wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  rest^ 
Pot  we  have  travelled  very  far  to-day; 
We  must  be  content  with  snch  as  you  have. 

Hott.  But  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  with  your 


Hot,  What?  hast  thou  never  an  empty  room 
in  thy  house  for  me  ? 

Ho$t  Not  a  bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor 
Irishman,  and  I  Iodg*d  him  in  the  bam,  where  he 
bas  fair  straw,  although  bo  have  nothing  else. 

Har.  Well,  mine  host,  I  prithee  help  me  to  a 
pair  of  dean  sheets,  and  I'll  go  lodge  with  him. 

Hott  By  the  mass,  that  thou  thalt,  a  good  pair 
of  hempen  sheets  were  ne*er  lain  in:  come. 

[Eseunt. 


SCENE  v.— I^ 


AStrett. 


Enter  Mayor,  Comtable,  and  Watch. 

Mayor,  What  ?  have  jon  searched  the  town  ? 

Con.  All  the  town,  sir;  we  have  not  left  a 
^KMise  unsearched  that  uses  to  k>dee. 

MayoTm  Surely  my  lord  of  Rochester  was  then 
deceived. 
Or  ill  informed  of  sir  John  Oldcastle ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  past  the  town : 
He  could  not  else  have  'scaped  you  in  the  search^ 

Cm.  The  privy  watch  oath  been  abroad  all 
aight; 
And  not  a  stranger  lodgeth  in  the  town 
Bathe  is  known;  only  a  lusty  priest 
We  found  in  bed  with  a  young  pret^  wench^ 
That  savs  she  is  his  wife,  yonder  at  the  Shears : 
But  we  havechaiieed  the  host  with  his  forth-coming 
To-morrow  morning. 

JUn^OT.  What  think  you  best  to  do? 

Can.  *Faith,  master  mayor,  here's  a  few  strag* 
fling  bousea  beyond  the  bridge,  and  a  little  inn 
where  carriers  use  to  lodge;  although  I  think 
sorely  he  would  ne'er  lodge  there :  but  we'll  go 
search,  and  the  rather  because  there  came  notice 


to  the  town  last  nig^t  of  an  Irishatian,  tfait  bsi 
done  a  murther,  whom  we  art  to  Boake  search  for. 
Mayor.  Coma  then,  I  pray  yon,  and  be  cir- 
cumspect. [Exeunt  Mayor,  ComitfAk,  &e. 


SCENE  VI.-I7le 


Inn. 


Be^  iki  Carrief^t 


Enter  Watch. 

1  Waich.  First  beset  the  boase,  before  yoa  be- 
gin to  search. 

S  Watch,  Content ;  every  imb  take  a  sevsrsl 
place.  [AnaitewHhm, 

Keep,  kee^  itrike  him  damn  there,  dattn  withkim. 

Enter,  from  the  Inn,  the  Mayor  and  CanttchUf 
with  the  Irishman  in  Harpool's  appareL*^ 

Con.  Come,  you  villainoils  heretic,  tell  m 
where  your  master  is. 

Iritiun.  Vat  mester  ? 

Afoyor.  Vat  mester,  you  counterfeit  rebel} 
This  sTiali  not  serve  yoMr  turn. 

Irishm.  Be  Sent  Patrick  I  ha'  no  master. 

Con.  Where's  the  lord  Cobbaro,  sir  John  OU- 
castle,  that  lately  escaped  out  of  the  Tower? 

Irishm.  Vat  lort  Cobham  ? 

Mayor.  You  counterfeit,  th:s  iliall  not  serfe 
you ;  we'll  torture  you,  well  make  you  to  confess 
n  here  that  arcb-hcretic  is.     Coose,  bind  him  Ast 

Irishm.  Ahono,  ahone,  ahooe,  a  cree. 

Can.  Ahoae !  you  crafty  rascal  ?        [Exeaut. 

SCENE  Vn.— TAe  same.    The  Yard  t^the  Iom. 
Eater  Lord  Cobham  in  his  night-gown. 

Cob.  Harpool,  Uarpool,  I  bear  a  marvdkMS 
noise 
About  the  house.    God  warrant  us«  1  fear 
We  are  pursued.    What,  Harpooi  ? 

Ear.  \from  the  Bam.]  Who  calls  there? 

Cob.  '1^.  I ;  dost  thou  r<o4  hear  a  b<  ' 
the  house? 

Hm'.lfrom  the  Bom.]  Yee^manydoL  'Zooods 
I  cannot  iind 
liy  hose.    This  Irish  rascal,  that  lodged  widi  me 
All  night,  hath  stolen  ray  apparel,  and 
Has  left  me  nothing  but  a  lowsy  mantle,  *^ 
And  a  pair  of  bro^es.    Get  tip»  get  ap,  aad^  i 
The  carrier  and  his  wench  be  yet  asleep^ 
Change  you  with  him,  as  he  hath  done  with  me, 
And  see  if  we  can  'scape.  [Exit  Lord  Cobham. 


.if 


^f  With  the  trtikman  tn  Harpooi  apparel — ^Tke  IrMinum  nrast  be  supposed  to  have  risea  eaiiy» 
and  have  gone  from  the  ham,  where  he  lay,  Into  the  house,  In  which  he  is  found  by  the  mayor,  &c.— 7* 

JMAIiOHB. 

*^  Bat  left  me  nothing  but  a  hmty  mantle. — The  numite,  at  loag  cloak,  was  the  i 
ancient  Insh.  Sjpeoier  was  nrach  ei^mded  with  this  gareMat.  *^  It  is  (lays  he)  a  it  I 
]aw»  a  meet  bed  for  a  rebri,  and  an  apt  cloak  for  a  thief. — For  a  bad  huswife  it  is  no  leMO  coBfCBieat ; 
for  some  of  then  that  be  waadcriog  womea,  caHed  of  them  mmftk^  it  Is  half  a  wardrobe  t  fsr'ln  !■■- 
■ler  yoa  shall  find  her  arrayed  caaieMBly  bat  in  her  soMwk  and  mantle,  to  be  mote  ready  for  her  light 
services  $  in  winter  and  in  her  travaile,  it  is  her  doake  and  sa^sgaard,  and  also  a  coTeriet  for  ber  Im 
exercise."    Viem  of  JrtUmd,  edit  les^  p.  n.^MAhOVE.  ^ 
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SCENE  VIIL^IT^^iiiiim;. 

A  noise  about  the  house  for  some  time.  Then  enter 
Harpool  in  the  IrishmarCi  apparel;  the  Mayor, 
Constable,  and  Watch  of  St  Alban's  meeting 
kim. 

Con,  Stand  close,  here  comes  the  Irishman  that 
did  the  murder ;  by  all  tokens  this  is  he. 

Mayor.  And  perceiving  the  house  beset,  would 
jet  away.    Stand,  sirrah. 

Har.  What  art  thou  that  bidd'st  me  stand? 

Coit.  I  am  the  officer ;  and  am  come  to  search 
for  ap  Irishman,  such  a  villain  as  thyself,  that 
hast  murdered  a  man  this  last  night  by  the  high- 
way. 

Hmf'.  'Sblood,  constable,  art  thoQ  road  ?  am  I 
an  Irishman? 

Matfor.  Sirrah,  we'll  find  you  an  Irishman  be- 
fore we  part : 
Lay  hold  upon  hftn. 
Con,  Makke  him  fast.    O  thou  bloody  rogue  ! 

Bnter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham,  in  the  apparel  <f 
the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter. 

Cob,  What,  yf/'\\\  these  ostlers  sleep  all  day? 
Good  morrow,  good  morrow.  Come  wench,  come, 
^saddle,  saddle ;  now  afore  God  two  fair  days,  ha  ? 

Con,  Who  goes  there  ? 

Mayor,  O  'tis  Lancashire  carrier ;  let  them  pass. 

Cob,  What,  will  nobody  ope  the  gates  here  ? 
Come,  let's  into  stable,  to  look  to  our  capons. 

[Exeunt  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham. 

C^.  [Within,]  Host!  Why  ostler!  Zooks 
iiere's  such  abomination  company  of  boys.  A 
pox  of  this  pigstye  at  the  house' end;  it  fills  all 
the  bouse  full  of  fleas.    Ostler,  ostler. 

Enter  Ostler, 

Osi,  Who  calls  there?  what  would  you  have? 

Car.  [  Within.']  Zooks,  do  you  rob  your  guests  ? 
Do  you  lodge  rogues,  and  slaves,  and  scoundrels, 
«a  MThcy  ha'  stolen  our  clothes  here.  Why  ostler ! 

Ost,  A  murrain  choke  you;  what  a  bawlinz 
you  keep !  * 

Enter  Host. 

Host.  How  now  ?  what  would  the  carrier  have? 
Iflok  ap  there. 

Ost.  They  say  that  the  man  and  the  woman 
that  hiy  by  tJiem,  have  stolen  their  clothes. 

Host.  What,  are  the  strange  folks  up,  that 
came  io  yesteniif^ht  ? 

Com.  What,  mine  host,  up  so  early  f 

Host.  What,  master  mayor,  and  master  con- 
stable ? 

Mayor.  We  are  come  to  seek  for  some  sus- 
pected persons. 
And  such  as  here  we  found  have  apprehended. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate,  ta  Lord  and  Lady 
Coboam's  clothes. 
Con.  Who  comes  here? 


Car.  Who  comes  here  ?  a  plague  Yound  'em ! 
You  bawl,  quoth-a  ?  odds  heart  1*11  forswear  your 
house ;  you  lodged  a  fellow  and  his  wife  by  us, 
that  ha*  run  away  with  our  'parel,  and  left  us  such 
gewgaws  here : — Come  Kate,  come  to  me ;  thou*8 
dizeard,  iYaith. 

Mayor.  Mine  host,  know  yon  this  man? 
Host,  Yes,  master  mayor,  I'll  give  my  word  for 
him.    Why  neighbour  Club,  how  comes  this  gear 
about? 

Kate.  Now  a  foul  on't,  I  cannot  make  thb 
gen'gaw  stand  on  my  head. 

Mayor,  Huw  came  this  man  and  woman  thus 

attired? 
Host.  Here  came  a  man  and  woman  hither  this 
last  night. 
Which  I  did  take  for  substantial  people, 
And  lodged  all  in  one  chamber  by  these  folks; 
Methinks  they  have  been  so  bold  to  change  apparel, 
And  gone  away  this  morning  ere  they  rose. 
M<^or.  That  was  that  traitor  OMcastle,  that 
thus 
Escaped  us.    Make  hue  and  cry  yet  after  him ; 
Keep  fast  that  traitorous  rebel  bis  servant  there : 
Farewell,  mine  host.  [Exit  Matfor. 

Car.  Come  Kate  Owdham,  thon  and  I's  trunly 
dizard. 

Kate,  rfaith,  neam  Club,  Ise  wot  near  what  to 
do,  Ise  be  so  flouted  and  so  shouted  at ;  but  by 
the  mess  Ise  cry. 

[Exeunt  Carrier  and  his  Daughter^ 
Host,  Harpool,  Constables,  ^rc* 

SC£NE  IX.— -4  Wood  near  St  Albans. 
Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham  disguised. 

Cob,  Come,  madam,  happily  escaped.     Here 
let  us  sit ; 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  any  path ; 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  limbs  may  rest 
To  take  refreshing,  free  from  the  pursuit 
Of  envious  Rochester. 

L.  Cob.  But  where,  my  lord, 
Shall  we  find  rest  for  our  disquiet  mmds? 
There  dwell  untamed  thoughts,  that  liardly  stoop 
To  such  abasement  of  disdained  rags : 
We  were  not.wout  to  travel  thus  by  night. 
Especially  on  foot. 

Cob.  No  matter,  love ; 
Extremities- admit  no  belter  choice, 
And,  wer^  it  not  for  thee,.say  froward  time 
Impo^  a  greater  task,  I  would  esteem  it 
As  lightly  as  the  wmd  that  blows  upon  us. 
But  m  thy  sufferance  I  am  doubly  tasked  ; 
Thou  wast  not  wont  to  have  the  earth  thy  stool. 
Nor  the  moist  dewy  grass  thy  pillow,  noi 
Thy  chamber  to  be  the  wide  honzon. 

L  Cob.  How  can  it  seem  a  trouble,  having  yoia 
A  pirtoer  with  me  in  the  worst  I  feel  ? 
NoTcentle  lord,  your  presence  would  give  ease 
Todeath  itself,  should  he  now  seize  upon  me. 

[She  produces  some  bread  andi  cheese,  and 
a  bottle. 

2  X 
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[AlCOllYU0t}$. 


Beliold,  wKat  mj  foresight  dath  undertaken, 
For  fear  we  faint ;  they  are  but  homely  cates ; 
Yet,  sauced  with  hunger,  they  nmy  seem  as  sweet 
As  greater  dainties  we  were  wont  to  taste. 
Vob.  Praise  be  to  Mm  whose  plenty  sends  botii 
this. 
And  all  things  else  our  mortal  bodies  need ! 
Nor  scorn  we  this  poor  feeding,  nor  the  state 
We  now  are  in ;  for  what  is  it  on  earthy 
Nay  under  heaven,  continues  at  a  stay  ? 
Ebbs  not  the  sea,  when  it  hath  overflowed  ? 
Follows  not  darkness,  when  the  day  is  gone? 
And  see  we  not  sometimes  the  eye  of  heaven 
Dimmed  with  o*er-flying  clouds  ?  There's  not  that 

work 
Of  careful  nature,  or  of  cunning  art. 
How  strong,  how  beauteous,  or  how  rich  it  be, 
But  fails  in  time  to  ruin.    Here,  gentle  raadaro, 
In  this  one  draught  I  wash  my  sorrow  down. 

[Drinks 
X.  Cob.  And  I,  encooraged  with  your  cbearful 
speech. 
Will  do  the  like. 

Cob.  Tray  Ood,  poor  Harpool  come. 
If  he  should  fall  into  the  bishop's  hands, 
Or  not  remember  where  we  bade  him  meet  us, 
It  were  the  thing  of  all  things  else,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  mind. 

L.  Cob.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  he's  witty  to  devbe, 
And  strung  to  execute  a  present  shift 
Cob.  That  power  be  still  his  guide,  hath  guided 
usl 
My  drowsy  eyes  wax  heavy ;  early  rising, 
Together  with  the  travel  we  have  had, 
Makes  me  that  I  could  gladly  take  a  nap, 
Were  T  persuaded  we  might  be  secure. 

X.  Cob.  Let  that  depeiui  on  me :  whilst  you  do 
sleep, 
ril  watch  that  no  misfortune  h&ppen  us. 

Cob.  I  shall,  dear  wife,  be  too  mach  trouble  to 

thee. 
L.  Cob,  Urge  not  that; 
My  duty  binds  me,  and  your  love  commands. 
I  would  I  had  the  skill,  with  tuned  voice 
To  draw  on  sleep  with  some  sweet  melody. 
But  Imperfection,  and  nnapCness  too. 
Are  both  repugnant :  fear  inserts  the  one ; 
The  otiier  nature  hath  denied  me  use. — 
But  what  talk  1  of  means  to  purchase  that 
Is  freely  happened  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  hand 
Hath  shut  his  eye-lids.    O  victorious  labour. 
How  sooa  thy  power  can  cbarm  the  body's  sense ! 
And  now  thou  likewise  climb'st  unto  my  brain, 
Making  my  heavy  temples  stoop  to  thee. 
£^reat  God  of  heaven,  from  daiiger  keep  us  free ! 

[Folk  asleep. 


Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee,  and  his  Servants, 

Sir  Rich*  A  murder  closely  done  ?  and  in  my 
ground  ? 
Search  carefully ;  if  any  where  it  were. 
This  obscure  thidcet  b  the  likeHest  place. 

[Exit  a  SerrmiU. 

Re-enter  Servant  bearing  a  dead  body. 

Ser,  Sir,  I  have  found  the  body  stiff  with  cold. 
And  mangled  cruelly  with  many  wounds. 
Sir  Rich,  Look,  if  thou  know'st  him :  turn  bit 
body  up. 
Alack,  it  is  my  son  !  my  son  and  heir. 
Whom  two  years  since  I  sent  to  Ireland, 
To  practise  there  the  discipline  of  war ; 
Ana  coming  home,  (for  so  he  wrote  to  me,) 
Some  savage  heart,  some  bloody  devilish  hand, 
Rither  in  hate,  or  thirsting  for  his  coin, 
I  lath  here  sluiced  out  his  blood.  Unhappy  hourl 
Accursed  place !  but  most  unconstant  fate. 
That  hast  reserved  him  from  the  bullet's  fire, 
And  suffered  him  to  'scape  the  wood-kerns'  fury,^ 
Didst  here  ordain  the  treasure  of  his  life, 
Kven  here  within  the  arms  of  tender  peace, 
To  be  consumed  by  treason's  wasteful  hand ! 
Vnd,  which  is  most  afflicting  to  my  soul. 
That  this  his  death  and  munier  should  be  wrought 
Without  the  knowledge  by  who^  means  'twas 
done. 
2  Ser.  Not  so,  sir ;  I  hav6  found  the  aothofs 
of  it 
See  where  they  sit ;  and  in  their  bloody  fistb 
The  fatal  instruments  of  death  and  sin. 
Sir  Rich,  Just  judgment  of  that  power,  mbost 
gracious  eye. 
Loathing  the  sight  of  such  a  heinous  fact^ 
Dazzled  their  senses  with  benumbing  sleep, 
rill  their  unhallowed  treachery  was  known.— 
Awake,  ye  monsters  !  murderers,  awake  ! 
Tremble  for  horror ;  blush,  you  cannot  choose. 
Beholding  this  unhuman  deed  of  yours. 
Cob.  What  mean  you,  sir,  to  trouble  vrcary 
souls, 
And*interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  sleep  ? 
Sir  Rich.  O  devilish !  can  yon  boast  unto  your- 
selves 
Of  quiet  sleep,  having  within  your  hearts 
The  guilt  of  murder  waking,  that  with  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  thunder,  and  solicits  heaven 
With  more  than  mandrakes'  shrieks  for  your  of- 
fence? 
L.  Cob.  What  murder  ?  You  upbraid  us  wron^ 

fully. 
Sir  Rich.  Can  you  deny  the  fact?  seeyos  noc 
here 


^  The  kern  was  the  IrUh  light-armed  foot-soldier* 
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The  bodj  of  my  sod,  by  yoq  misdone  ? 

Look  on  his  wounds,  look  on  his  purple  hue : 

Bo  we  not  find  you  where  the  deed  was  done  ? 

Were  not  your  knives  fast  closed  in  your  hands  ? 

It  not  this  doth  an  argument  beside, 

Thos  stained  and  spotted  with  his  innocent  blood  ? 

These  speaking  characters,  were  there  nothing 

else 
To  plead  against  yoo»  would  conrict  you  both. — 
To  Hertford  with  them,  where  the  'sites  now 
Are  kept;  their  lives  shall  answer  for  my  son's 
Lost  life. 

Cob,  As  we  are  inoooent,  so  may  we  speed. 

Sir  RUM,  As  I  am  wronged,  so  may  the  law 
proceed.  [Exeunt. 

SC£N£  K,^St  Albant. 

Enter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester,  Constable  of  St 
Albans,  with  Sir  John  and  Doll,  and  the 
Irishman  in  Harpool's  appareL 

Roch,  What  intricate  confusion  have  we  here? 
Not  two  hours  since  we  apprehended  one 
In  habit  Irish,  but  in  speech  not  so ; 
And  DOW  you  bring  another,  that  in  speech 
Is  Irish,  but  in  habit  English :  yea. 
And  more  than  so,  the  servant  of  that  heretic 
LordCobhann. 

irtiAjR.  Fait  me  be  no  servant  of  de  lort  Cob- 
htm ;  me  be  Mack-Sliane  of  Ulster. 

Moeh,  Otherwise  called  Harpool  of  Kent;  go 
to,  sir, 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  your  broken  Irish. 

Sir  John.  Trust  me,  lord  bishop,  whether  Irish 
or  English, 
Harpool  or  not  Harpool,  that  I  leave  to  the  trial : 
But  sore  I  am,  this  man  by  face  and  speech. 
Is  he  that  murdered  young  sir  Richard  Lee ; 
(I  met  him  presently  upon  the  fact) 
And  that  he  slew  his  master  for  that  gold, 
Those  Jewels,  and  that  chain,  I  took  from  him. 

RocL  Well,  our  afiairs  do  call  us  back  to  Lon- 
don, 
So  that  we  cannot  prosecute  the  cause. 
As  we  desire  to  do;  therefore  we  leave 
The  charge  with  you,  to  see  they  be  cor;v«jed 

[To  the.  Cwstable. 
To  Hertford  'sizes :  both  this  counterfeit. 
And  you,  sir  John  of  Wrotham,  '^md  your  wench ; 
For  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  they, 
Though  not  for  murder,  jt(  for  felony. 
But  smcc  you  are  the  nikeans  to  bring  to  light 
This  graceless  murdes-,  you  shall  bear  with  you 
Our  letters  to  the  judges  of  the  bench. 
To  be  your  frieqds  in  what  they  lawful  may. 
Sir  John.  I  thank  your  lordship.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XL— flcft/bri.    A  Hall  of  Justice. 

^^tera  Gaoler  and  his  Servant,  bringing  forth 
'  Lard  Cobham  in  irons. 

Gaol  Bring  forth  the  prisoners,  see  the  court 
prepvfd; 


The  justices  are  coming  to  the  bench  : 
So,  let  him  stand ;  away  and  fetch  the  rest 

[Exit  Servant. 
Cob.  O,  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  scourge. 
Thou  that  art  fountain  of  this  virtuous  stream  ; 
And  though  contempt,  false  witne8H,and  reproach, 
Hang  on  these  iron  gyves,  to  press  my  life 
As  low  as  earth,  yet  strengtiien  me  with  faith. 
That  I  may  mount  in  spirit  above  the  douds. 

Re-enter  Gaoler's  Servant,  bringing  ill  Lady 
CoBHAU  and  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  lady.    Sorrow,  'tis  for  her 
Thy  wound  is  grievous ;  else  I  scoff  at  thee. 
What,  and  poor  Harpool,  art  thou  i'the  briars  too  ? 

Har.  I'faith,  my  lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how  I  can. 

L.  Cob.  Say,  gentle  lord,  (for  now  we  are  alone, 
And  may  confer,)  shall  we  confess  in  brief 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  so  prevent 
The  accusation  is  commenced  against  us  ? 

Cob.  What  will  that  help  us  ?    Being  known, 
sweet  love. 
We  shall  for  heresy  be  put  to  death. 
For  so  they  term  the  religion  we  profess. 
No,  if  we  die,  let  this  our  tomfort  be. 
That  of  the  guilt  imposed  our  souls  are  free. 

Har.  Ay,  ay,  my  lord ;  Harpool  is  so  resolved, 
I  reck  of  death  the  less,  in  that  I  die 
Not  by  the  sentence  of  that  envious  priest. 

L.  Cob.  Well,  be  it  then  according  a^  heaven 
please. 

Eriter  the  Jud^e  of  Assize,  and  Justices ;  the  Aatf- 
or  of  St  Albans,  Lord  anj,  Ladjf  Powis,  and 
Sir  Richard  Lee.  'i'he  Judge  and  Justices 
take  their  places  ori  the  Bench. 

Judge.  Now,  Piaster  mayor,  what  gentlieman  is 
tha^ 
You  brini?  with  you  before  us  to  the  bench  ? 

■Wfl>!)r.Thelord  Powis,  and  if  it  like  your  honour. 
And.  this  his  lady  travelling  toward  Wales, 
^S  ho,  for  they  lodged  last  night  within  my  house. 
And  my  lord  bishop  did  lay  wait  forsucl^ 
Were  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me, 
Lest,  for  their  sakes,  supicion  we  might  wrong. 

Judge.  We  cry  your  honour  mercy;  good  my 
lord, 
Will't  please  you  take  your  place  ?  Madam,  your 

ladyship 
May  here,  or  where  you  will,  repose  yourself]; 
Until  this  business  now  in  hand  be  past, 

L.  Pow.  I  will  withdraw  unto  some  other  room. 
So  that  your  lordship  and  the  rest  be  pleased. 

Judge.  With  all  our  hearts:  attend  the  lady  there. 

Pow.  Wife,  I  have  eyed  yon  prisoners  all  this 
while, 
And  my  amceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  friend 
The  noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  lady.  [Aside* 

L,  Pow.  I  think  no  less :  are  they  suspected 
for  this  murder  ? 

Pow.  What  it  means 
I  cannot  tell,  but  we  shall  know  anon. 
Mean  time,  as  you  pass  by  them,  ask  the  question ; 
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But  do  it  secretly,  that  you  be  not  seen, 
And  make  some  sign,  that  I  may  know  your  mind. 
[She  pastes  ever  the  Stage  6y  them, 
X.  Paw,  My  lora  Cobham  !  Madam  ! 
Cob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  madam,  as  yon  love 
us; 
But  John  of  Lancashire,  and  Joan  his  wife. 

L.  Pow.  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  loTe  can  do 
To  pleasure  you,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 
Cob.  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceal  0(1  r 
names; 
So,  gentle  lady,  pass ;  for  being  spied^^ 
X.  Pow.  My  heart  I  leave,  to  bear  part  of  your 
grief.  [Exit  Lady  Powis. 

Judge.  Call  the  prisoners  to  the  bar.    Sir  Rich- 
ard Lee, 
What  evidence  can  you  bring  against  these  people, 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  the  murder  done? 
Sir  Rich.  This  bloody  towel,  and  these  naked 
knives : 
Beside,  we  found  them  sitting  by  the  place 
Where  the  dead  body  lay  within  a  bush. 

Judge.  What  answer  you,  why  law  shoold  not 
proceed, 
According  to  this  evidence  given  in. 
To  tax  yon  with  the  penalty  of  death  ? 

Cob.  1  hat  we  are  free  from  murder's  very 
thought. 
And  know  not  how  the  gentleman  was  slain. 
1  Just  How  came  this  linen-cloth  so  bloody 

then? 
X.  C06.  My  husband  hot  wjth  travellings  my 
lord, 
His  nose  gushed  out  a  bleeding ;  that  was  it. 
3  Ju$t.  But  how  came  your  sharp-edged  knives 

unsheathed  ? 
X.  Cob.  To  cut  such  simple  victual  as  we  had. 
Judge.  Sav  we  admit  this  answer  to  those  ar- 
ticles, 
What  made  you  in  so  private  a  dai^  nook, 
So  far  remote  from  any  common  path, 
As  was  the  thick  where  the  dead  corpse  was 
thrown  ? 
Cob,  Journeying,  my  lord,  from  liOndoo,  from 
the  term, 
Down  into  Lancashire,  where  we  do  dwell. 
And  what  with  age  and  travel  being  faint, 
We  gladly  sought  a  place  where  we  might  rest. 
Free  from  resort  of  other  passengers; 
And  so  we  strayed  into  that  secret  comer. 

Judge.  These  are  but  ambages  to  drive  oflf  time, 
And  linger  justice  from  her  purposed  cud. 

Enter  Constable,  pith  the  Irishman,  Sir  John, 
and  DoL^.  « 

But  who  arc  these  ? 

Con,  Stay  judgment,  and  release  those  inno* 
cents; 
For  here  is  he  whose  hand  bath  done  the  deed 


For  which  they  stand  indicted  at  the  bar ; 
This  savage  villain,  this  rude  Irish  slave : 
His  tongue  already  hath  confessed  the  fstci^ 
And  here  is  witness  to  confirm  as  much. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  my  good  lord ;  no  aoooer  had  be 
slain 
His  loving  master  for  the  wealth  be  bad. 
But  I  upon  the  instant  met  with  him : 
And  what  he  purchased  with  the  loss  of  Uood, 
With  strokes  I  presently  bereaved  him  of: 
Some  of  the  which  is  spent }  the  rest  remainiiig 
I  willingly  surrender  to  the  hands 
Of  old  sir  Richard  Lee,  as  being  bis : 
Beside,  my  lord  judge^  I  do  ereet  vonr  hoooor 
With  leisters  from  my  lord  of  Rochester. 

[Delivert  m  Letter. 

Sir  Rick  Is  this  the  wolf  whose  thirsty  tbrotl 
did  drink 
My  dear  soo*s  blood  ?  art  thou  the  cursed  snake 
He  cherished,  yet  with  envious  piercing  sting 
Assaild*st  him  mortally  ?  Wer't  not  that  the  law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  cruelty, 
Traitor  to  Uod,  thv  master,  and  to  me, 
These  hands  should  be  thy  executioner. 

Judge.  Patience,  sir  Richard  Lee ;  joa  shall 
have  justice. 
The  fact  is  odious ;  therefore  take  him  hence^    - 
And  being  banged  until  the  wretch  be  dead. 
His  body  after  shall  be  hanged  in  chains. 
Near  to  the  place  where  he  did  act  the  mnrder. 

Irishm.  Pr*thee«  lord  shudge,  let  me  have  miiie 
own  cloaths,  my  strouces  there;  ^^  and  let  me 
be  hang'd  in  a  wyth  after  my  own  country,  die 
Irish  fashion. 

Judge.  Go  to;  away  with  him. — ^And  now,  sr 
John,      [Exeunt  Gaoler  and  IrishaiaM. 
Although  by  you  this  murder  came  to  light. 
Yet  upright  law  will  not  bold  you  excused. 
For  you  did  rob  the  Irishman;  by  which 
You  stand  attainted  here  of  felony : 
Beside,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  years 
Led  a  lascivious,  unbeseeminj;  life. 

Sir  John.  O  but,  my  Iqrd,  sir  John  repents,  aod 
he  will  mend. 

Judge.  In  hope  thereof,  together  with  the  ftr 
your 
My  lord  of  Rochester  iotreats  for  you. 
We  are  contented  tliat  you  shall  be  proved. 

Sir  John.  I  thank  your  lordship. 

Judge.  These  other,  falsely  here 
Accused,  and  brought  in  peril  wrongfully, 
We  in  like  sort  do  s^t  at  lil)erty« 

Sir  Rich,  And  for  amends, 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  don^ 
I  give  these  few  crowns. 

Judge.  Your  kindness  merits  praise,  sir  Bicb- 
ard  Lee: 
So  l^t  us  hence.     [Exeunt  all  txcept  Powis  »* 
CoBUAy. 


?*  Tro^scn. 
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Pdv.  Bot  Powis  still  most  stay. 
There  yet  remains  a  part  of  that  true  love 
He  owes  bis  noble  fnend,  unsatisfied 
And  unperronned ;  whicb  first  of  all  dotb  bind  ae 
To  cratulate  your  lordship's  safe  delivery ; 
And  then  entreat,  that  since  aniook'd-for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  your  honour  would  vouchsafe 
To  ride  with  roe  to  Wales,  where,  to  my  power,^ 
TboQgh  not  to  quittance  those  great  benefits 
I  have  received  of  yon,  yet  both  my  house. 
My  purser  my  servants,  and  what  ebe  I  have^ 


Are  all  at  your  command.    Deny  me  not : 
I  know  the  bishop's  hate  pursues  you  so, 
As  there's  no  safety  in  abiding  b^e. 

Cob.  ^is  true,  my  lord,  and  God  forgave  him 

for  it 
Pow.  Then  let  us  hence.  You  shall  be  straight 
provided 
Of  lusty  geldings :  and  once  entered  Wales, 
Well  may  the  bishop  hunt ;  but,  spite  his  face. 
He  never  more  shall  have  the  game  in  chaoe. 

[Exeunt. 


^  — fr%ere,  to  muf  power, — The  old  copies  read— where  tkmgk  my  power.    This  c«mot|  I  think,  be 
n|ht    Perhaps  we  ought  to  read, 

■  where  though  my  power 
Jlf«y  not  titquHtaitee  these  great  benefits 
I  have  received  of  you,  yet  both  my  house, 
Hy  purse,  Ac. 

-<— where  though  It  be  not  In  ny  power  to  repay  all  the  obllgatioas  that  I  have  received  firon  you,  y^ 
I  will  do  my  utmost  to  shew  my  gratitade. — ^M^lonk. 

Iwouldread| 

■  Vhere  thrwgh  my  powe^ 

Though  Bot^  &c.  PsBcr* 
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LIFE  AND  DEATH 

OF 

THOMAS  LORD  CROMWELL.^ 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Duke  of  Norfolk. 

Duke  ^Suffolk. 

£ar/^  Bedford. 

Cardinal  Wolsey. 

Gardiher,  Bithop  of  Winchester. 

Sir  Thomas  More 

Sir  Christopher  Hales. 

Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sir  Richard  Radcliff. 

Old  Cromwell,  a  Blacktmith  of  Putney. 

Thomas  Cromwell,  Ait  Son, 

Bannister,     ^ 

nZo"^,  U^glUh  Merchant*. 

Crosby,  J 

Bagot,  a  Money' Broker, 


Frbscobald,  a  Florentine  Merchant: 
The  Governor  of  the  English  Factory  at  Antwerp^ 
Governor  and  other  States  ofBononia, 
Master  of  an  Hotel  in  Bononia.    . 
Seslt,  a  PubHeantf  Hounslow, 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tomer, 
Young  Cromwell,  the^n  of  Thomas. 
fioDGE,  Will,  and  Tom,  Old  Cromwell's  Ser- 
vants. 
Two  Citizens. 

Mrs  Banister, 
Joan,  Wife  to  Sbelt. 

TVo  Witnesses,  a  Serjeant  at  ArmSf  a  Herald,  a 
Hangman,  a  Post,  Messengers,  Officers,  Ushers, 
and  Attendants. 


SCENE — Partly  in  London,  and  the  adjoining  District ;  partly  in  Antwerp  and  Banoma. 


'  A  booke  called  the  Lyft  and  Death  of  the  Lord  Cromwell,  aiytwas  Utefy  acted  by  the  Lord  Chamhertapt 
his  Sorvantee,  was  entered  od  the  StatioDen*  Books,  by  WillUun  Cotton,  August  II,  1602 ;  and  tbe  plaj, 
I  am  informed,  was  printed  in  that  year.  I  ba^e  met  with  no  earlier  edition  than  that  published  in  16IS, 
in  the  title  of  which  it  is  said  to  be  written  by  W.  S.  I  believe  these  letters  were  not  the  initials  of  tbe 
real  author's  name,  but  added  merely  with  a  view  to  deceive  the  public,  and  to  induce  them  to  suppose 
this  piece  the  composition  of  Shakespeare.  The  ftmnd  was,  I  imagine,  suggested  by  the  appearance  of  oar 
author's  King  Henry  VIII,,  to  which  the  printer  probably  entertained  a  hope  that  this  play  would  be 
considered  as  a  sequel  or  second  part.  Viewed  in  this  light,  the  date  of  the  first  edition  of  the  present  per- 
formance in  some  measure  confirms  that  which  has  been  assigned  to  iCtit^  Henry  Fill ;  which,  for  the 
reasons  stated  in  the  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  order  in  which  the  Plays  of  Shakespeare  were  written,  (  VoL  I. 

{».  SOD.  last  edit.)  is  supposed  to  have  been  first  acted  in  1001,  or  1602.  The  present  piece,  we  find,  M- 
owed  close  after  it  King  Henry  VIII,  it  appears,  was,  after  its  first  exhibition,  laid  by  for  some  ycaii» 
and  revived  with  great  splendour  in  1613.  The  attention  of  the  town  being  now  a  second  time  called  to 
the  story  and  age  of  Wolsey,  so  favourable  an  opportunity  was  not  to  be  lost ;  accordingly  a  secoad  in* 
pression  otthe  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell  was  issued  out  in  that  year. 
This  play  has  been  hitherto  printed  without  any  divbion  of  acts  or  scenes. — M  alone. 
The  part  of  history  on  which  this  play  b  founded,  occurs  in  Fuller,  Stow,  Speed,  Holiashed,  &r. 
but  more  amply  in  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs,  The  particulars  relating  to  Francesco  Frescobatdi,  (whom  our 
author,  or  his  printer,  so  familiarly  has  styled  FriskibaU,)  were  first  published  by  Bandello  the  novelnt. 
In  1554.  **  Francesco  Frescobaldi  fo  cortesiaad  un  straniero,e  ndben  remeritato,  essendo  colni  diucsurto 
contestabOe  d'Inghilterra."  Secofida  Pafte,  Novell.  84.  This  story  is  traoslated  by  Fox,  edit.  ISMw 
Vol.  II.  p.  1088,— Steevbni. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  L^Pmtney.    The  entrance  of  a  Smith's 
Shop. 

Enter  Hodoe,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Hodge,  Come,  masters,  I  think  it  be  put  five 
oV:lock ;  it  it  not  time  we  were  at  work?  mj  old 
master,  be*ll  be  stirring  anon. 

Will  I  cannot  tetl  whether  mr  old  master  will 
be  sdrringor  oo ;  but  I  am  sure  I  can  hardly  take 
mj  afternoon's  nap,  for  mjr  yoang  master  Thomas, 
lie  keeps  such  a  coil  in  bis  study,  with  the  sun, 
and  the  moon,  and  the  seven  stars,  that  I  do  verily 
think  he'll  read  out  his  wits. 

Hodge.  He  skill  of  the  stars  ?  There's  goodman 
Car  of  Folham,  (he  that  carried  us  to  the  strong 
ale,  where  goody  Trundel  had  her  maid  got  with 
child)  O,  be  knows  the  stars;  he'll  tickle  you 
Charles's  wmn  in  nine  degrees :  that  same  man 
will  tell  goody  Trundel  when  her  ale  shall  miscar- 
ry, only  by  the  stars. 

Tan.  Ay !  that's  a  great  virtue  indeed ;  I  think, 
Thomas  be  nobody  in  comparison' to  him. 

WilL  Well,  masters,  come;  shall  we  to  our 
hammers? 

Hodge.  Ay,  content :  first  let's  take  our  morn- 
ing's draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 

Tom,  Ay,  agreed    Go  in,  Hodge.      [Ej^eunt. 

SCENE  Ih'-The  same. 

Enter  Young  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Good  morrow,  mom;  I  do  salute  thy 
brightness. 
The  night  seems  tedious  to  my  troubled  soul, 
Whose  black  obscurity  binds  in  my  mind 
A  thousand  sundry  cogitations  : 
And  DOW  Aurora  with  a  lively  dye 
Adds  comfort  to  my  spirit,  that  mounts  on  high ; 
Too  h%fa  indeed,  my  stAte  heinz  so  mean. 
My  study,  like  a  mineral  of  ^old, 
Makes  nay  heart  proud,  wherem  my  hope'senrdled ; 
My  books  are  all  the  wealth  I  do  possess. 
And  onto  tbem  I  have  engaged  my  heart. 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  seem'st  to  me, 
Within  whose  arms  is  all  felicity  ! 

[The  Smiths  beat  with  their  hammers^  within. 
Peace  with  your  hammers  I  leave  your  knocking 

there! 
Ton  do  disturb  my  study  and  my  rest  s 
Leare  ofil>  I  say :  you  mad  me  with  the  noise. 

Enter  Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Hodge.  Why,  how  now,  master  Thomas?  how 
now  ?  will  you  not  let  us  work  for  you  ? 

Crom.  You  fret  my  heart  with  making  of  this 
noise. 

Hodge.  How,  fret  your  heart  ?  ay,  but  Thomas, 
you*ll  fret  your  father's  purse^  if  you  let  us  from 
working 


Tom.  Ay,  this  'ds  for  him  to  make  him  a  ^o- 
tleman.  Shall  we  leave  work  ibr  your  musing  f 
that's  welly  iTaith:— But  here  comes  my  old  master 
now. 

Enter  Old  Cromwell. 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  knaves,  what  are  you 
loit'ring  now  ? 
No  hammers  walking,  and  my  work  to  do  ! 
What,  not  a  beat  among  your  work  to-day  ? 

Hodge.  Marry,  sir,  your  son  Thomas  will  not 
let  us  work  at  alL 

Old  Crom.  Why  knave,  I  say,  have  I  dius 
cark'd  and  cared, 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  gentleman ; 
And  dost  thou  let  my  servants  at  their  work. 
That  sweat  for  thee,  knave,  labour  thus  for  thee? 

Crom.  Father,  their  hammers  do  ofiend  my  study. 

Old  Crom.  Out  of  my  doors,  knave,  if  thou  lik'st 
it  not. 
r  crv  you  mercy ;  are  your  ears  so  fine? 
I  tell  thee,  knave,  these  get  when  I  do  sleep ; 
I  will  not  have  my  anvil  stand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  money,  father;  I  will  pay  your 
men.  [Throws  money  among  them. 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto 
my  cost. 
In  hope  that  one  day  thou'dst  relieve  my  age; 
And  art  thou  now  so  lavish  of  thy  coin. 
To  scatter  it  among  these  idle  knaves? 

Crom.  Father,  be  patient,  and  content  yourself: 
The  time  will  come  I  shall  hold  gold  as  trash. 
And  liere  I  speak  with  a  presaging  soul. 
To  build  a  palace  where  this  cottage  stands, 
As  fine  as  is  king  Henry's  house  at  Sheen. 

Old  Crom.  You  buUd  a  house?  you  knave^ 
you'll  be  a  beggar.— 
Now,  afore  God,  all  is  but  cast  away, 
That  is  bestowed  upon  this  thriftless  lad ! 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  some  honest  trade. 
This  had  not  been ;  but  'twas  his  mother's  doings 
To  send  him  to  the  university. 
How  ?  build  a  house  where  now  this  cottage  stands^ 
As  fair  as  that  at  Sheen?;— They  shall  not  hear 
me.  [Atide. 

A  good  boy  Tom,  I  con  thee  thank,  Tom ; 
Well  said,  Tom ;  gramercy,  Tom. — 
In  to  your  work,  knaves !  Hence,  you  saucy  boy ! 
[Exeunt  all  hut  Young  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Why  should  my  birth  keep  down  my 
mounting  spirit  ? 
Are  not  all  creatures  subject  unto  time, 
To  time,  who  doth  abuse  the  cheated  world^ 
And  fills  it  full  of  hodge-podge  bastardy  ? 
There's  legions  now  of  be^ars  on  the  earth, 
That  their  original  did  spring  from  kings; 
And  many  monarchs  now,  whose  fathers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  a^e :  for  time  and  fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  tram  to  beggary ; 
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And  from  the  dunghill  minions  do  adTanoe 
To  state  and  mark  in  this  admiring  world. 
This  is  but  course,  which  in  the  name  of  fate 
Is  seen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about. 
The  ri^er  Thames,  that  by  our  door  doth  pass, 
His  first  beginning  is  but  small  and  shallow ; 
Yet,  keeping  on  bis  course,  grows  to  a  sea. 
And  likewise  Wolsey,  the  wonder  of  our  age, 
His  birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  butcher's  son ; 
Now  who  within  this  land  a  greater  man  ? 
Then,  Cromwell,  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  ioul^ 
That  thou  may'st  live  to  flourish  and  controuJ. 

Enter  Old  Cbomwell. 

Old  Crcnu  Tom  Cromwell;  what,  Tom,  I  say. 

Crom,  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Old  Crom.  Here  is  master  Bowser  come  to 
know  if  you  have  dispatched  his  petition  for  the 
lords  of  the  council,  or  no. 

Crom.  Father,!  hare ;  please  you  to  call  him  in. 

Old  Crom.  That's  well  said,  Tom ;  a  good  lad, 
Tom. 

Enter  Bowser. 

Bow.  Now,  master  Cromwell,  have  yon  dis- 
patched this  petition } 

Crom.  I. have,  sir;  here  it  is:  please  you  pe- 
ruse it. 

Bow.  It  shall  not  need ;  we*ll  read  it  as  we  go 
by  water. 
And,  master  Cromwell,  I  have  made  a  motion 
May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  secretary  at  Antwerp,  sir,  is  dead ; 
And  the  merchants  there  have  sent  to  me^ 
For  to  provide  a  man  fit  for  the  place : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  yourself. 
If  with  your  liking  it  stand,  master  Cromwell. 

Crom.  With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and  I  much  am 
bound 
In  love  and  duty,  for  your  kindness  shown. 

Old  Crom.  Body  of  me,  Tom,  make  haste,  lest 
some  body  get  between  thee  and  home,  Tom.  I 
thank  you,  good  master  Bowser,  I  thank  you  for 
my  boy ;  I  thank  you  always,  I  thank  you  most 
heartily,  sir :  ho,  a  cup  of  bneer  here  for  master 
Bowser. 

Bow*  It  shall  not  need,  sir.— Master  Cromwell, 
will  you  go  ? 

Crom.  I  will  attend  you,  sir. 

Old  Crom.  Farewell,  Tom:  God  bless  thee, 
Tom !  God  speed  thee,  good  Tom  !       [Exeunt. 


SCENE  lU^LondoH.    A  Street  before  Fees* 
y  cobald's  Hou9e. 

Enter  Baoot. 

Bag.  I  hope  this  day  is  fatal  unto  some, 
And  by  their  loss  must  Bagot  seek  to  gain. 
This  is  the  lodcing  of  master  Frescobfdd,  * 
A  liberal  merchant,  and  a  Florentine ; 
To  whom  Banister  owes  a  thousand  pound, 
A  merchant-bankrupt,  whose  father  was  my  ma5- 

ter. 
What  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard  ? 
He  once  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fallen; 
And  I  this  morning  have  got  him  arrested 
Ac  suit  of  this  ^ame  master  Frescobald ; 
And  by  this  means  shall  I  be  sure  of  coin. 
For  doing  this  same  good  to  him  unknown : 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  the  merchant  comes. 

Enter  Frescobald. 

Good  morrow  to  kind  master  FrescobaM. 

Fres.  Good  morrow  to  yourself,  good  master 
BagoL 
And  what's  the  news,  you  are  so  early  stirring? 
It  is  for  gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag.  Tis  for  the  love,  sir,  that  I  bear  to  you. 
When  did  yon  see  your  debtor  Banister  ? 

Fres.  I  promise  you,  I  have  not  seen  the  man 
This  two  months  day :  his  poverty  is  such, 
As  I  do  think  he  shsimes  to  see  his  friends. 

Bag.  Why  then  assure  yourself  to  see  kioi 
straight, 
For  at  your  smt  I  have  arrested  him, 
And  here  they  will  be  with  him  presently^ 

Fres,  Arrest  him  at  my  suit  f  you  were  to  blaro& 
I  know  the  man's  misfortunes  to  be  sach. 
As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  debt ; 
And  were  it  known  to  some,  he  were  undone. 

Bag.  This  is  your  pitiful  heart  to  think  it  so; 
But  you  are  much  deceived  in  Banister. 
Why,  such  as  he  will  break  for  fashioo-sake, 
And  unto  those  they  owe  a  thoumnd  poood. 
Pay  scarce  a  hundred.    O,  sir,  beware  of  him. 
The  man  is  lewdly  given  to  dice  and  drabs; 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  harlots'  companies. 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him. 
I  speak  the  truth  of  him,  for  nothing  else. 
But  for  the  kindness  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Fres,  If  it  be  so,  he  hath  deceived  me  much ; 
And  to  deal  strictly  ^ith  such  a  one  a$  he, 
Better  severe  than  too  much  lenity. 


^  This  U  the  lodging  of  master  Freicobald.^In  all  the  copies  of  this  play,  (that  I  have  seen)  this  Ita 
lian  mercbaot  Is  called  PriskibalL     But  as  his  name  is  given  rightly  (omitting  only  the  Italian  teraii- 
nation)  in  Fox  a  Book  of  Martyrs,  and  the  other  Kngliih  narratives  in  which  be  is  mentioned,  (soaie  of 
which  the  author  of  this  piece  had  probably  rrad,)  i  suppose  that  the  Corruption  was  owing  either  to  the 
transcriber  or  printer,  and  therefore  have  not  followed  it.*-MAL0NE, 
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Bat  here  is  master  Banister  himself. 
And  with  him,  as  I  take  it,  the  officers. 

Enter  Mr  and  Mrs  Bavister,  and  two  Officers, 

Bim,  O,  master  Frescobald,  joo  have  undone 
me! 
My  state  was  well*nigh  overthrown  before ; 
Now  altof^ther  downcast  by  yoor  means. 

Jfrt  Ban,  O,  master  Frescobald,  pitj  my  has- 
band's  case. 
He  is  a  man  hath  lived  as  well  as  any. 
Till  envious  Fortune  and  the  ravenous  sea 
Did  rob^  disrobe,  and  spoil  us  of  our  own. 

Fret.  Mistress  Banister,  I  envy  not  your  hus- 


Nor  willingly  would  I  have  used  liim  thus, 
But  that  I  faiear  be  is  so  lewdly  given  ; 
Haunts  wicked  company,  and  hath  enough 
To  pay  his  debts,  vet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 

Am,  This  is  that  damned  broker,  that  siMne 
Bagot, 
Whom  I  have  often  from  my  trencher  fed. 
Ufttrateful  villain  for  to  use  me  thus ! 

&^.  What  I  have  said  to  him  is  nought  but 
truth. 

Mrs  Ban,  What  thou  hast  said  springs  from  an 
envious  heart ; 
A  cannibal,  that  doth  eat  men  alive ! 
Bat  here  upon  my  knee  believe  me,  sir, 
(And  what  I  speak,  so  help  me  €rod,  is  true,) 
We  scarce  have  meat  to  feed  our  little  babes. 
Most  of  our  plate  is  in  that  broker*s  hand ; 
Which,  had  we  money  to  defray  our  debts, 
0  think,  we  would  not  'bi<^  that  penury. 
Be  merciful,  kind  master  ffiescobald ; 
My  husband,  children,  and  myself,  will  eat 
But  one  meal  a  day ;  the  other  will  we  keep. 
And  selJy  as  part  to  pay  the  debt  we  owe  you« 
If  ever  tears  did  (Merce  a  tender  mind. 
Be  pitiful;  let  me  some  favour  find. 

Ires,  Go  to,  I  see  thou  art  an  envious  man.-— 
Good  mistress  Banister,  kneel  not  to  me; 


T  pray  rise  up;  you  shall  have  yoor  desire.-- 
Hold,  officers ;  be  gone ;  there's  for  your  pains. 
You  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thousand  pound ; 
Here,  take  my  hand ;  if  e'er  God  make  you  able^ 
And  place  you  in  your  former  state  again. 
Pay  me ;  but  yet  if  still  your  fortune  frown^ 
Upon  my  faith  FU  never  ask  a  crown. 
I  never  yet  did  wrong  to  men  iu  thrall, 
For  God  doth  know  what  to  myself  may  fall.    . 

Ban.  This  unexpected  favour,  andeserved. 
Doth  make  my  heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy. 
Ne'er  may  aught  prosper  with  me  is  my  own. 
If  I  forget  this  kindness  you  have  shown. 

Mrs  Ban.  My  children  in  their  prayers,  both 
night  and  day^ 
For  your  good  fortune  and  success  shall  pray.   • 

Fres,  I  thank  you  both;  I  pray  go  dine  with  me. 
Within  these  three  days,  if  God  give^me  leave, 
I  will  lo  Florence,  to  my  native  home. 
Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  portague  to  drink,' 
Although  you  ill  deserved  it  by  your  merit 
Give  not  such  cniel  scope  unto  your  heart; 
Be  sure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited; 
Remember  what  I  say,  Bagot;  farewell- 
Come,  master  Banister,  you  shall  with  me ; 
My  fare's  but  simple,  but  welcome  heartily. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Bagot. 

Bag,  A  plague  go  with  you !  would  you  had 
eat  yoor  last ! 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  nains? 
Confusion  light  upon  you  all  for  me ! 
Where  he  had  wont  to  give  a  score  of  erowna^ 
Doth  he  now  foist  me  with  a  portague? 
Well,  I  will  be  revenged  upon  this  Banister. 
I'll  to  his  creditors;  buy  all  the  debts  he  owcs^ 
As  seeming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will; 
I  am  sure  ta  have  them  at  an  easy  rate ; 
And  when  'tis  done,  in  Christendom  he  stays  not. 
But  ril  make  his  heart  to  ache  with  sorrow. 
And  if  that  Banister  become  my  debtor. 
By  heaven  and  earth  1*11  make  his  plague  the 
greater.  [Exit^ 


ACT  II. 


Enter  Chorus. 

Cho,  Now,  gentlemen,  imagine  that  yonne 
Cromwell's  "^      * 

In  Antwerp,  leiger  for  the  English  merchants; 
And  Banister,  to  shun  this  Bagot's  hate, 
Hearing  that  he  hath  ^ot  some  of  his  debts. 
Is  fled  to  Antwerp,  with  his  wife  and  children ; 
Which  Bagot  hearing,  is  gorie  after  them, 
And  thither  sends  his  bills  of  debt  before. 
To  be  revenged  on  wretched  Banister. 
What  doth  fallout,  with  patience  sit  and  see, 
A  jast  reqoital  of  false  treachery.  [Exit. 


SCENE  L-^Antwerp, 
Cromwell  discovered  in  his  Study,  sitting  at  a 
'    table,  on  which  are  placed  money-bags  and  books 

of  account. 

Crom,  Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  straight 
and  even. 
But,  Cromwell,  this  same  plodding  fits  not  thee; 
Thy  mind  b  altogether  set  on  travel. 
And  not  to  live  thus  cloyster'd  like  a  nun. 
It  is  not  this  same  trash  that  i  regard ; 
Experience  is  the  jewel  of  my  heart. 


^  Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  portague  to  dHMt.*— A  portague  was  a  gold  coin  of  Portugal,  worth  about  four 
nods  ten  ahlUiiigai  sterlh^.  Portugaise,  Fr.  Digitized  by  vj vj kjw  ik^ 
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Enter  a  Tott. 


Pott,  I  pray,  sir,  are  you  ready  to  dispatch  roe  ? 
'  Crom,  Yes ;  here's  those  sums  of  money  yon 

must  carry. 
You  go  so  far  as  Fraukfort,  do  you  not  ? 
Tost,  I  do,  sir. 

Crom.  Well,  pr*ythee  make  then  all  the  haste 
thou  canst; 
For  there  he  certain  English  gentlemen 
Are  bound  for  Venice,  and  may  happily  want, 
An  if  that  you  should  linger  by  the  way; 
But  in  the  hope  that  yon  will  make  good  speed, 
There's  two  aneels,  to  buy  you  spurs  and  wands. ^ 
Fost.  I  thanK  you,  sir ;  this  will  add  wings  in- 
deed. [Exit  Po$t. 
Crom,  Gold  is  of  power  to  make  an  eagle's 
speed. 

Enter  Mrt  BANist£ft. 

What  gentlewoman  is  this  that  grieves  so  much  ^ 
It  seems  she  doth  address  herself  to  roe. 

Mrs  Ban,  God  save  you,  sir.    Pray  is  your 
name  master  Cromwell  ? 

Crom,  My  name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  gentle- 
woman. 
Mrs  Ban  .Know  you  one  Bagot,  sir,  that's 

come  to  Antwerp? 
Crom.  No,  trust  me,  I  ne'er  saw  the  man;  but 
here 
Are  bills  of  debt  I  have  received  against 
One  Banister,  a  merchant  fallen  to  decay. 

Mrs  Ban,  Into  decay  indeed,  'long  of  that 
wretch. 
I  am  the  wife  to  woeful  Banister, 
And  by  that  bloody  villain  am  pursued, 
From  London,  here  to  Antwerp.    My  husband 
He  is  in  the  governor's  hands ;  and  God 
Of  heaven  knows  how  be  will  deal  with  him. 
Now,  sir,  your  heart  is  framed  of  milder  temper; 
Be  merciful  to  a  distressed  soul. 
And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  bless  your  gain. 
Crom,  Good  mistress  Banister,  what  I  can,  I 
will. 
In  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  power. 

Mrs  Ban,  O  speak-  to  Bagot,  that  same  wicked 
wretch; 
An  angel's  voice  may  move  a  damned  devil. 
Crom,  Why   is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  as  you 

hear? 
Mrs  Ban,  I  heard  he  landed  some  two  hours 

since. 
Crom,  Well,  mistress  Banister,  assure  yourself 
ni  speak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  behalf. 
And  win  him  to  all  tlie  pity  that  I  can. 
"Mean  time,  to  comfort  you  in  your  distress. 
Receive  these  angels  to  relieve  your  need ; 
And  be  assured,  that  what  I  can  effect, 
To  do  you  good,  no  way  I  will  neglect. 


Mrs  Ban,  That  roigJity^God,  that  knows  edi 
mortal's  heart, 
Keep  you  from  trouble,  sorrow,  grief,  and  smart ! 
[Exit  Mistreu  Bisisrii. 
Crom.  Thanks,courteous  woman,  for  tbj  hesrty 
prayer. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  see  her  misery ; 
But  we  that  live  under  the  work  of  fate, 
May  hope  the  best,  ^et  know  not  to  whttiUte 
.Our  stars  and  destinies  have  us  assigned ; 
Fickle  is  Fortune,  and  her  face  is  bbnd.     [En/- 

SCENE  II.— J  Street  in  Antwerp. 
Enter  Bagot. 

Bag,  So,  all  goes  well ;  it  is  as  I  would  hsre  1 
Banister^  he  is  with  the  governor. 
And  sliortly  shall  have  gyves  upon  his  becb. 
It  glads  my  heart  to  think  upon  the  slave; 
I  hope  to  have  his  body  rot  m  prison, 
And  after  hear  his  wife  to  hong  herself. 

And  all  his  children  die  for  want  of  food> 

The  jewels  1  have  with  me  brought  to  Antwerp, 
Are  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thousand  poand; 
Which  scarcely  stood  me  in  three  hundred  pound- 
I  bought  them  at  an  easy  kind  of  rate ; 
I  care  not  much  which  way  they  came  by  than, 
That  sold  therm  me ;  it  comes  not  near  my  hetri; 
And  lest  they  should  be  stolen,  (as  sure  they  •«,) 
I  thought  it  meet  to  sell  them  here  in  Antwerp; 
And  so  have  left  them  in  the  governors  band, 
Who  offers  me  %vithin  two  hundred  pound 
Of  all  ray  price ;  bu^  now  no  more  of  that— 
I  must  ^o  see  an  if  4tiy  bills  be  safe. 
The  which  I  sent  before  to  master  Cromwell ; 
That  if  the  wind  should  keep  me  on  the  set, 
He  might  arrest  him  here  before  I  came; 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  he  is. 

Enter  Cromwell^ 


God  save  you,  sir. 

Crom,  And  you. — Pray  pardon  me,  I  knot 
you  not. 

Bag.  It  may  be  so,  sir ;  but  my  name  b  Bsjot; 
The  man  that  sent  to  you  the  bills  of  debt 

Crom.  O,  you're  the  man  that  pursues  BanifteT' 
Here  are  the  bills  of  debt  you  sent  to  me; 
As  for  the  man,  you  know  best  where  he  is. 
It  is  reported  you  have  a  flinty  heart, 
A  mina  that  will  not  stoop  to  any  pity. 
An  eye  that  knows  not  how  to  shea  a  tear, 
A  hand  that's  always  open  for  reward. 
But,  master  Bagot,  would  you  be  ruled  by  n^ 
You  should  turn  all  these  to  the  contrary ; 
Your  heart  should  still  have  feeling  of  remene, 
Your  mind,  according  to  your  state,  be  libersi 
To  those  that  stand  in  need  and  ui  distress; 


t  To  hty^fu  spurs  tmi  waadf.— i.  e.  switches. 
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Yoar  hand  td  help  them 'that  do  stand  in  want, 
Rather  than  with  your  poise  to  hold  them  down ; 
For  e?erj  ill  turn  show  yourself  more  kind. 
Thus  should  I  do  ;  pardon,  I  speak  my  mind. 

Bag.  Ay,  sir,  yon  speak  to  hear  what  I  would 
say; 
But  you  mast  live,  I  know,  as  well  as  I. 
I  know  this  place  to  he  extortion ; 
And  ^is  not  for  a  man  to  keep  safe  here, 
Bat  he  must  lie,  cog  with  his  dearest  friend, 
And  as  for  pity,  scorn  it;  hate  all  conscience: — 
But  yet  I  do  commend  your  wit  iu  this, 
To  make  a  show  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not; 
But  I  commend  you,  and  it  is  well  done : 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  gain. 

Crom,  My  gain  ?  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an 
oar. 
And,  like  a  slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  life, 
Before  I'd  live  so  base  a  slave  as  thou. 
I,  like  an  hypocrite,  to  make  a  show 
Of  seeming  virtue,  and  a  devil  within  ! 
No,  Bagot ;  if  thy  conscience  were  as  clear^ 
Poor  Banister  ne  er  had  been  troubled  here. 

Bag,   Nay,  good  master  Cromwell,  be  not 
angry,  sir, 
I  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  such  man ; 
But  if  vour  conscience  were  as  white  as  snow, 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwise. 

Crom.  Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  otherwise  ? 
I^t  them  that  think  so,  know  they  are  deceived. 
Shall  Cromwell  live  to  have  his  faith  miscon- 
strued ? 
Antwerp,  for  all  the  wealth  within  thy  town, 
I  will  not  stay  here  full  two  hours  longer. — 
•As  good  luck  serves,  my  accounts  are  all  made 

even; 
Therefore  111  straight  unto  the  treasurer, 
Bagot,  1  know  you'll  to  the  governor : 
Commend  me  to  him ;  say  I  am  bound  to  travel, 
To  see  the  fruitful  parts  of  Italy ; 
And  as  jrou  ever  bore  a  Christian  mind, 
let  Banister  some  favour  of  you  find. 

Bag,  For^our  sake,  sir.  Til  help  him  all  I  can — 
To  starve  his  heart  out  ere  he  gets  a  groat ; 

[Ande, 
So,  master  Cromwell,  do  I  take  my  leave, 
For  I  must  straight  unto  the  governor. 
Crom,  Farewell,  sir;  pray  you  remember  what 
I  said.  [Exit  Bagot. 

No,  Cron^well,  no;  thy  heart  was  ne'er  so  base, 
To  live  by  falsehood,  or  by  brokery. 
But  it  falb  oat  well ;  I  little  it  repent ; 
Here^^r  time  in  travel  shall  be  spent. 

Enter  Hodok. 

fli^e.  Your  son  Thomas,  quoth  you !  I  have 
been  lliomassM.  I  had  thought  it  had  been  no 
ioch  matter  to  ha*  gone  by  water;  for  at  Putney, 
I'll  go  you  to  Parish-Qarden  for  two-pence;  sit  as 
ttill  as  may  be,  without  any  wagging  or  jolting  iu 
my  guts,  in  a  little  boat  too :  here,  we  were  scarce 
fpur  D^les  in  the  great  gre^n  water,  but  I,  thinking 


to  go  to  my  afternoon's  nuncheon,  as  'twas  my 
manner  at  home,  felt  a  kind  of  rising  in  my  guts. 
At  last  one  of  the  sailors  spying  of  me— be  oi 
good  cheer,  says  he ;  set  down  thy  victuals,  and 
up  with  it ;  thou  hast  nothing  but  an  eel  m  thy 
belly.  Well,  to't  went  I,  to  my  victuals  went  the 
sailors;  and  thinking  me  to  be  a  man  of  better 
experience  than  any  in  the  ship,  ask'd  me  what 
wood  the  ship  was  made  of;  they  all  swore  I 
told  them  as  right  as  if  I  had  been  acquainted 
with  the  carpenter  that  made  it.  At  last  we  grew 
near  land,  and  I  grew  villainous  hungry,  and 
went  to  my  big.  The  devil  a  bit  there  was.  the. 
sailors  had  tidSed  me ;  yet  I  cannot  blame  ti^em  * 
it  was  a  part  of  kindness ;  for  I  in  kindness  told 
them  what  wood  the  ship  was  made  of,  and  they 
in  kindness  eat  up  my  victuals  ;  as  indeed  one 
good  turn  asketh  another.  Well,  would  I  could 
find  my  master  Thomas  in  this  Dutch  town  !  he 
might  put  some  English  beer  into  ray  belly. 
Crmn,  What,  Hodge,  my  father's  man  !  by  my 
hand  welcome. 
How  doth  my  father  ?  what's  the  news  at  home? 

Hodge,  Master  Thomas,  O  God  !  Master 
Thomas,  your  hand,  glove  and  all ;  This  is  to  give 
you  to  understandin£,  that  your  father  is  in  health, 
and  Alice  Downing  here  hath  sent  you  a  nutmeg, 
and  Bess  Make-water  a  race  of  ginger;  my  fal- 
lows Will  and  Tom  hath  between  tliem  sent  you 
a  dozen  of  points;  and  goodman  Toll,  of  the 
goat,  a  pair  of  mittens ;  myself  came  in  person  | 
and  this  is  all  the  news. 

Crpm,  Gramercy  good  Hodge,  and  thoq  art 
welcome  to  me. 
But  in  as  ill  a  time  thou  come^t  as  may  be; 
For  I  am  travelling  into  Italy. 
What  say'st  tliou,  Hodge?  wilt  thou  bear  me 
company  ? 
Hodge,  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Tom  ?  what 
tell'st  me  of  Italy  ?  Were  it  to  the  farthest  part 
of  Flanders,  I  would  go  with  thee,  Tom ;  I  am 
thine  in  all  weal  and  woe ;  thy  own  to  command. 
What,  Tom !  I  have  pass*d  the  rigorous  waves  of 
Neptune's  blasts.    I  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have 
been  in  danger  of  the  floods ;  and  when  I  hav^ 
seen  Boreas  begin  to  play  the  ruffian  with  us, 
then  would  I  down  a'  my  knees,  and  call  upon 
Vulcan, 

Croffi.  And  why  upon  him  ? 

Hodge,  Because,  as  this  same  fellow  Neptuno 

is  god  of  the  seas,  so  Vulcan  is  lord  over  the 

smiths ;  and  therefore  I,  being  a  smith,  thought 

his  godhead  would  have  some  care  yet  of  me. 

Crom,  A  good  conceit ;  but  tell  me  hast  thou 

dined  yet  ? 
Hodge.  Thomas,  to  speak  the  truth,  not  a  bit 
yet,  I. 

Crom,  Come  go  with  me,  thou  shalt  have  cheer, 
good  store ; 
And  farewell,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  no  more. 
Hodge,  I  follow  thee,  sweet  Tom,  I  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  ini.-^Another  Street  in  the  same. 

Enter  the  Governor  of  the  English  Factory^ 
Baoot,  Mr  and  Mrs  Banister,  and  two  Of' 
ficers. 

Gov.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then,  say  yoii|  master 
Baf^oc? 
On  what  dislike,  I  pray  you  ?  what  was  the  cause  ? 

Bag,  To  tell  yoii  true,  a  wild  brain  of  his  own ; 
Such  youth  as  he  can't  see  when  they  are  well. 
He  is  all  bent  to  travel,  (that's  his  reaiion,) 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  bread  at  home. 

Gov*  Well,  good  fortune  with  him,  if  the  man 
be  Kone. 
We  hardly  shall  find  such  a  one  as  he, 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  dealings  were  so  honest 
But  now,  sir,  for  your  jewels  that  I  have,— 
What  do  you  say  ?  what,  w?li  you  take  my  price  ? 

Bag,  O,  sir,  you  oflfer  too  much  under  fooL 

Goo,  Tis  but  two  hundred  pound  between  us, 
man; 
What's  that  in  payment  of  five  thousand  pound  ? 

Bag,  Two  hundred  pound !  byV  Lady,  sir,  'tis 
great  ; 
Before  I  got  so  much  it  made  me  sweat. 

Gov.  Well,  master  Ba^ot,  I'll  profier  you  fairly. 
You  see  this  merchant,  master  Banister, 
Is  going  now  to  prison  at  youi*  suit ; 
His  substance  all  is  gone ;  what  would  you  have  ? 
Yet,  in  regard  I  knew  the  man  of  wealth, 

Sever  dishonest  dealing,  but  such  mishaps 
ve  fall'n  on  him,  may  light  on  me  or  you) 
There  is  two  hundred  pound  between  us  two ; 
We  win  divide  the  same ;  Til  give  vou  one. 
On  that  condition  you  will  set  him  free. 
His  state  is  nothing ;  that  you  see  yourself; 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  must  lose  his  right. 
Bag.  Sir,  sir,  I  know  you  speak  out  of  your  love; 
lis  foolish  love,  sir,  sure,  to  pity  him. 
Therefore  content  yourself;  this  is  my  mind ; 
To  do  hiro  {^ood  I  will  not  bate  a  penny. 

Ban,  This  is  my  comfort,  though  thou  dost  no 
good, 
A  mighbr  ebb  follows  a  mighty  flood. 

Mrs  Ban.  O  thou  base  wretch,  whom  we  have 
fostered. 
Even  as  a  serpent,  for  to  poison  us ! 
If  God  did  ever  right  a  woman's  wrong, 
To  that  same  God  I  bend  and  bow  my  heart. 
To  let  his  heavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  head. 
By  whom  my  hopes  and  joys  are  butchered. 
Bog,  Alas,  fond  woman !  I  pr'ythee  pray  thy 
worst; 
The  fox  fares  better  still  when  he  if  curst. 

Enter  Bowser. 

Qov,  Master   Bowser!   you're  welcome,  sir, 
from  England. 
What's  the  best  news?  and  howdoall  our  friends? 
Bom,  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  them 
to  you. 
There's  letters  from  your  brother  and  yonr  40D ; 


So,  fare  yon  well,  sir ;  I  must  take  my  leave; 
My  haste  and  business  doth  require  so. 

Gov,  Before  you  dine^  sir  ?  W  bat,  go  yoo  ootof 
town? 

Bom.  I'faith,  unless  I  hear  soaae  news  in  town, 
I  muHt  away  ;  there  is  no  remedy. 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  what  is  your  baasw? 
may  I  know  it  ? 

BoK.  You  may  so,  sir,  and  so  shall  all  tbedtj. 
The  king  of  late  hath  had  his  treasury  robb'd, 
And  of  the  choicest  jewels  that  he  bad ; 
The  value  of  them  was  seren  thousand  poaodi. 
The  fellow  that  did  steal  these  jewels  is  haoged; 
And  did  confess,  that  for  three  hundred  poDind 
He  sold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  Luodoo. 
Now  Bagot's  fled,  and,  as  we  hear,  to  Aotwerp; 
And  hither  am  I  come  to  seek  him  out; 
And  they  that  first  can  tdl  me  of  his  newi^ 
Shall  have  a  hundred  pound  for  their  reward. 

Ban.  How  ju^  is  God  to  right  the  innocent! 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  you  come  in  happy  time ; 
Here  is  the  villain  Bagot  that  you  seek. 
And  ail  those  jewels  have  I  in  my  bauds.— 
Here,  othcers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  fast 

Bag,  The  devil  owed  me  a  shame,  and  now 
hath  paid  it. 

Bow,  Is  this  that  Bagot?  Fellows,  bear  hin 
hence; 
We  will  not  now  stand  here  for  bis  reply. 
Lade  him  with  irons ;  we  will  have  him  tried 
In  England,  where  his  villanies  are  known. 

Bag.  Mischief,  confusion,  light  upon  yoo  sU! 
O  hang  me,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  myself; 
Let  go  my  arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  hell. 

&w.  Away ;  bear  him  awav ;  stop  the  slate's 
mouth.      \^Estunt  (Jfficers  and  Bagot. 

Mrs  Ban,  Thy  works  are  infinite,  great  God  of 
heaven ! 

Gov.  I  beard  this  Bagpt  was  a  wealdiy  fellow. 

Bow,  He  was  indeed ;  for  when  his  goods  weit 
seized. 
Of  jewels,  coin,  and  plate,  within  his  house 
Was  found  the  value  of  five  thousand  pooDd; 
His  furniture  fully  worth  half  so  much ; 
Which  being  all  distrained  for  the  kin^ 
He  frankly  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  merchants; 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  mind. 
Have  to  a  brother  of  their  company, 
A  man  decayed  by  fortune  of  tne  seas. 
Given  Baf^ot's  wealth,  to  set  him  up  a^o, 
And  keep  it  for  him ;  his  name  is  Banisur. 

Gov,  Master  Bowser,  with  this  most  bapp; 
news 
You  have  revived  two  from  the  gates  of  detth: 
This  u  that  Banister,  and  this  his  wife. 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  glad  my  fortune  it  so  good 
To  bring  such  tidings  as  may  comfort  yoo. 

Ban,  You  have  given  Ufe  unto  a  man  deem  a 
dead; 
For  by  these  news  my  life  is  newly  bred. 

Afrt  JBam.  Thanks  to  my  God,  next  to  my  sove- 
reign king ; 
And  last  to  yon,  that  these  (ood  news  do  bnni 
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Goo. The  httodred  poniMl  I  most  reoeire,  u  due 
For  fiuding  Bagot,  I  freelj  give  to  you. 

Bow,  Andy  master  Banister,  if  to  you  please, 
ni  bear  you  company,  when  you  cross  the  8e:is. 

Bon.  If  it  please  you,  sir ; — my  company  is  but 


Stands  with  your  liking,  I  will  wait  on  you. ' 


Gov.  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do  accord  so  welL 
Come,  master  Bowser,  let  us  in  to  dinner ; 
And,  mistress  Banister,  be  merry,  woman. 
Come,  after  sorrow  now  let's  cheer  your  spirit; 
Knares  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  yoa 
merit 

[Exeunii 


ACT    IIL 


SCENE  h^Tke  principal  Bridge  at  Florenu. 

Enter  Caom well  and  Hodge  in  their  $hirt$^and 
without  hatu 

HodM.  Call  you  thb  seeing  of  fashions  ?  marry 
would  1  had  staid  at  Putney  still.     O,  master 
Thomas,  we  are  spoil'd,  we  are  gone. 
Crom,  Content  thee,  man ;  this  is  but  fortune. 
Hodge,  Fortune  !  a  plague  of  this  fortune,  it 
makes  me  go  wet-shoa;  the  rogues  would  not 
laive  me  a  shoe  to  my  feet. 
For  my  hose. 

They  scorned  them  with  their  heels : 
But  for  my  doublet  and  hat, 
O  Lord,  they  embraced  me, 
And  unlaced  me. 
And  took  away  my  clothes. 
And  so  disgraced  me. 
Crem,  Well,  Hmlge,  what  remedy?  what  shift 
shall  we  oiake  now  ? 

Hodge,  Nay,  I  know  not.  For  begging,  I  am 
naught ;  for  stealing,  worse;  By  my  troth,  I  ipust 
even  fall  to  my  old  trade,  to  the  hammer  and  the 
horse-heels  again : — But  now  the  worst  is,  I  am 
not  acquaint^  with  the  humour  of  the  horses  in 
this  country ;  whether  they  are  not  coltish,  given 
much  to  kicking,  or  no :  for  when  I  have  one  leg 
in  my  band,  if  he  should  up  and  lay  t'other  on  my 
chape,  I  were  gone ;  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 
drifm.  Hodge,  I  believe  thou  must  work  for  us 
both. 

Hodge.  O,  master  Thomas»  have  not  I  told  you 
of  this?  Have  not  I  many  a  time  and  often  said, 
Tom,  or  master  Thomas,  learn  to  makie  a  horse- 
shoe, it  will  be  your  own  another  day :  this  was 
not  regarded.  Hark  you,  Thomas !  what  do  you 
call  the  fellows  that  robb'd  us? 
Crom.  The  banditti. 

Hodge,  The  banditti  do  you  call  them  ?  I  know 
not  what  thejr  are  call'd  here,  but  I  am  sure  we 
c^  thewa  plam  thieves  in  Englaod.  O,  Tom,  that 
^e  were  now  at  Putney,  at  the  ale  there ! 


Crom,  Content  thee,  man :  here,  set  up  these 
two  bills, 
And  let  us  keep  our  standing  on  the  bridge. 
The  fashion  of  this  country  is  such. 
If  any  stranger  be  oppressed  with  want, 
To  write  the  manner  of  his  misery ; 
And  such  as  are  disposed  to  succour  him, 

[Hodge  tet$  up  the  Bills, 
Will  do  it.  MThat,  Hodge,  hast  thou  set  them  up  ? 
Hodge,  Ay,  they  are  up ;  God  send  some  to 
read  them,  and  not  only  to  read  them,  but  also  to 
look  on  us :  and  not  altogether  look  on  us,  but  to 
relieve  us.    O,  cold,  cold,  cold ! 

[Cromwell  stan<U  at  one  end  of  the 
Bridge,  and  Hodge  at  the  other. 

Enter  Feescobald. 

Fret,[readt  the  Bilk.]  Vfhxit's  here} 
Two  Englishmen,  and  roob'd  by  the  banditti ! 
One  of  them  seems  to  be  a  gentleman, 
'  ris  pity  that  his  fortune  was  so  hard. 
To  fall  into  the  desperate  hands  of  thieves: 
I'll  question  him  of  what  estate  he  is. — 
God  save  vou,  m.    Are  you  an  Englishman. 

Crom.  I  am,  sir,  a  distressed  Englishman. 

Fres,  And  what  are  you,  my  friend? 

Hodge.  Who,  I,  sir  ?  by  my  troth  I  do  not  know 
myself,  what  I  am  now ;  hut,  sir,  I  was  a  smith, 
sir,  a  poor  farrier  of  Putney.  That's  my  master, 
sir,  yonder;  I  wasrobb'd  for  his  sake,  sir. 

Fres,  I  see  you  have  been  met  by  the  banditti. 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
But,  Frescobald,  why  dost  thou  question  them 
Of  their  estate,  and  not  relieve  their  need  ? 
Sir,  the  coin  I  have  about  me  is  not  much: 
There's  uxteen  ducats  for  to  clothe  yourselves^ 
There's  sixteen  more  to  buy  your  diet  with, 
And  there's  sixteen  to  pay  for  your  horse-hire. 
'Tis  all  the  wealth,  you  see,  my  purse  possesses; 
But  if  you  please  for  to  enquire  me  ou^ 
You  shall  not  want  for  aught  that  I  can  do. 
My  name  is  Frescobald,  a  Florence  merchant^ 
A  man  that  always  loved  vour  nation. 

Crom,  This  unexpected  favour  at  your  handflk 

bich  God  doth  know  if  e*er  1  shall  reqtiite-^ 


Which  < 


ireqmte-^. 


S  Sismde  with  ymw  liking,  J  wilt  wait  on  yon.— ElUptical,  foi^V  tl  stands,  Ac*  Peect* 
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Necessity  makes  roe  to  take  yoar  bounty. 
And  for  your  gold  cau  yield  you  nought  but  thanks. 
Your  charity  hath  help'd  me  from  despair; 
Your  name  shall  still  be  in  my  hearty  prayer. 

Pref.  It  is  not  worth  such  thanks :  come  to  my 
house; 
Your  want  shall  better  be  relieved  than  thus. 

Crom,  I  pray,  excuse  me ;  this  shall  well  suf- 
fice, 
To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
Whereas  a  noble  earl  is  much  distressed. 
An  Englishman,  Russel,  the  earl  of  Bedford, 
Is  by  the  French  king  sold  unto  his  death. 
It  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good ; 
To  sare  his  life,  1*11  hazard  my  heart-blood. 
Therefore,  kind  sir,  thanks  for  your  liberal  gift ; 
I  must  be  gone  to  aid  him ;  there's  no  shift. 

Frci,  ril'be  no  hioderer  to  so  good  an  act 
Heaven  prosper  you  in  that  you  go  about ! 
If  fortune  bnng  you  this  way  badL  attain. 
Pray  let  me  see  yoii :  so  I  take  my  leave; 
All  good  a  man  can  wish,  I  do  bequeath. 

[Exit  Feescobald. 

Crom.  All  good  that  God  doth  send,  light  on 
your  head ! 
There's  few  such  men  within  our  climate  bred. 
How  say  you,  Hodge  ?  is  not  this  good  fortune } 

Hodge,  How  say  you  ?  I'll  tell  you  what,  master 
Thomas ;  if  all  men  be  of  this  gentleman's  mind, 
let's  keep  our  standings  upon  this  bridge ;  we  shall 
get  more  here,  with  begging,  in  one  day,  tlian  I 
shall  with  making  horse-shoes  in  a  whole  year. 

Crom,  No,  Hodge,  we  must  be  gone  unto  Bo- 
nonia, 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  earl  of  Bedford ; 
"Where,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  policy, 
I  shall  deceive  their  subtle  treachery. 

Hodge.  Nay,  Til  follow  you.  God  bless  ns 
from  the  thieving  banditti  again !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  XL — Bononia,   (L  e.  Bolognia.)  A  room 
in  a  HoteL 

Enter  Bedford  and  Host, 

Bed,  Am  I  betrayed  ?  was  Bedford  bom  to  die 
By  such  base  slaves,  in  such  a  place  as  this? 
Hare  I  escaped  so  many  times  in  France, 
So  many  battles  have  I  over-passed. 
And  made  the  French  stir,  wlien  they  heard  my 

name; 
And  am  I  now  betrayed  unto  my  death } 
Some  pf  their  heart's-blood  first  shall  pay  for  it, 

Ifot^.  They  do  desire,  my  lord,  to  speak  with 
yon. 

Ped,  The  traitors  do  desire  to  have  my  blood ; 
But  by  my  birth,  my  honour,  and  my  name. 
By  all  my  hopes,  my  life  shall  cost  them  dear. 
Open  the  door;  TU  venture  out  upon  them. 
And  if  I  must  die,  then  I'll  die  with  honour. 

Hoit,  Alas,  my  lord,  that  is  a  desperate  course; 
They  have  begirt  you  round  about  the  house. 
Their  meaning  is,  to  take  you  prisoner. 
And  so  to  send  your  body  unto  Franc^. 


Bed,  First  shall  the  ocean  be  as  dry  as  nnd, 
Before  alive  they  send  me  unto  France. 
VU  have  my  body  first  bored  like  a  sieve. 
And  die  as  Hector,  'gainst  the  Myrmidons, 
Ere  France  shall  boast,  Bedford's  tbeir  piiiOBef. 
Treacherous  France !  that,  'gainst  the  lawof  aro^ 
Hath  here  betrayed  thine  enemy  to  death. 
But  be  assured,  my  blood  shall  be  revenged 
Upon  the  best  lives  that  remain  in  France. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Stand  back,  or  else  thou  run'st  upon  thy  deadt 
Ser,  Pardon,  my  lord;  I  come  to  tell  your  ho* 
nour. 
That  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan, 
Who  by  his  oratory  hath  promised  them, 
Without  the  shedding  of  one  drop  of  blood, 
Into  their  bauds  safe  to  deliver  you ; 
And  therefore  craves  none  but  himself  may  enter, 
And  a  poor  ^wain  that  attends  upon  him. 
Bed,  A  Neapolitan  ?  bid  him  come  in. 

[ExitServent. 
Were  he  as  cunning  in  his  eloquence. 
As  Cicero,  the  famous  man  of  Rome, 
His  words  would  be  as  chaff  against  the  wind. 
Sweet-tongued  Ulysses,  that  made  Aiax  mad, 
Were  he,  and  his  tougue  in  this  speaker^s  bead, 
Alive  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  conquest,  dead. 

Enter  Cromwell  in  a  Neapolitan  habit,  ni 
Hodge. 

Crom,  Sir,  are  you  the  master  of  the  house? 

Hott,  I  am,  sir*. 

Crom,  By  this  same  token  you  must  leave  dib 
place, 
And  leave  none  but  the  earl  and  I  together. 
And  this  my  peasant  here  to  tend  on  us. 

Hott.  With  all  my  heart :  God  grant  yoa  do 
some  good. 
[Exit  Host.    Cromwell  $hutt  the  dtur. 

Bed,  N  ow,  sir,  what  is  your  will  with  roe  ? 

Crom,  Intends  your  honour  not  to  yield  J0«^ 
self? 

Bed,  No,  goodman  goose,  not  while  my  iword 
doth  hist. 
Is  this  your  eloquence  for  to  persuade  me  ? 

Crom,  My  lord,  my  eloquence  is  for  to  save  you: 
I  am  not,  as  you  judge,  a  Neapolitan, 
But  Cromwell,  your  servant,  and  an  EngKsbman. 

Bed,  How !  Cromwell  ?  not  my  farrier's  sew? 

Crom,  The  same,  sir ;  and  am  come  to  succoor 
you. 

Hodge,  Yes  'faith,  sir ;  and  I  am  Hodge,  your 
poor  smith :  many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  shod  your 
dapple-grey. 

Bed.  And  what  avails  it  me  that  thou  art  beref 

Crom,  It  may  avail,  if  you'll  be  ruled  by  me^ 
My  lord,  you  know,  the  men  of  Mantua 
And  these  Bononians  are  at  deadly  strife; 
And  they,  my  lord,  both  love  and  honour  yoo. 
Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  Mantua  port. 
Then  were  you  safe,  despite  of  all  their  for^e, 

Bedl  Tut,  man,  thou  talk*st  of  things  impossible; 
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J^ost  Uioa  not  see,  that  wc  are  round  beset  ? 
How  then  is't  p(»ssible  we  should  escape  ? 

Crom,  By  force  we  cannot,  but  by  policy. 
Pat  on  the  apparel  here  that  Hodge  doth  wear^ 
And  give  him  yours :  The  states,  they  know  you  not, 
(For,  as  1  think,  they  never  saw  your  face;) 
And  at  a  watch-word  must  I  call  them  in, 
And  will  desire  that  we  two  safe  may  pass 
To  Mantua,  where  111  say  my  business  lies. 
Uow  doth  your  honour  like  of  thi»  device  ? 

Bed.  O,  wond*rous  good.    But  wilt  thou  ven- 
ture, Hodge  ? 

Hodge.  Willi? 

0  noble  lord, 

1  do  accord. 

In  any  thing  I  can : 
And  do  agree. 
To  set  thee  free. 
Do  Fortuue  what  she  can. 
Bed,  Come  then,  let  us  change  our  apparel 

Crom,  Go,  Hodge ;  make  haste^  lest  they  should 

chance  to  call. 
Hodge.  I  warrant  you  FlI  fit  him  with  a  suit. 
[Exeunt  Bedford  and  Hodge. 
Crom,  Heavens  grant  this  policy  doth  take  suc- 
cess. 
And  that  the  earl  may  safely  'scape  away  ! 
And  vet  it  grieves  me  for  this  simple  wretch, 
For  fear  lest  they  should  ofier  him  violence : 
Bat  of  two  evils,  'tis  best  to  shun  the  greatest; 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall, 
Than  soch  a  noble  earl  as  he  should  fall. 
Their  stobbom  hearts,  it  mav  be,  will  relent. 
Since  be  is  gone,  to  whom  their  hate  is  bent. 

Re-enUr  Bedford  and  Uodge. 

My  lord,  have  you  dispatched  ? 

Bed.  Uow  dost  thou  like  us,  Cromwell  ?  is  it 
well? 

Crvm.  O,  my  good  lord,  excellent.  Hodee,  how 
do«t  feel  thyself? 

Hodge,  How  do  I  feel  myself?  why,  as  a  no- 
bleman should  do.  0  how  I  feel  honour  come 
creeping  on !  My  nobility  is  wonderful  melan- 
cbolv :  Is  it  not  most  gentleman-like  to  be  me- 
lancholy? 

Bed,  Yes,  Hodge:  now  go  sit  down  in  the  study, 
and  take  state  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  let  me  alone 
to  take  state  upon  me :  But  hark,  my  lord,  do 
you  feel  nothing  bite  about  you? 

BetL  No,  trust  ine,  Hodge. 

Htdge.  Ay,  they  know  they  want  their  old  pas- 
ture. Tis  a  Strang  thing  of  this  vermin^  they 
dare  not  meddle  with  nobility. 

Crow.  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge;  I  will  call 
them  in. 
Now  all  is  done :— Enter  an  if  yon  please. 
^er  the  Governor  and  other  States  and  Ci- 

tizem  ofBononiOy  and  Officers  with  halberts. 

Gn.  What  hare  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield 
himself?  ^ 


Cronu  I  have,  an*t  please  you ;  and  the  quiet 
earl 
Doth  yield  himself  to  be  disposed  by  you. 

Gov.  Give  him  the  money  that  we  promised  lum; 
So  let  him  go,  whither  it  please  himself. 

Crom,  My  business,  sir,  lies  unto  Mantua; 
Please  you  to  give  me  a  safe  conduct  thither. 

Gov.  Go,  and  conduct  him  to  the  Mantua  port^ 
And  see  him  safe  delivered  presently. 

[Exeunf  Cromwell,  Bedford,  and  an  Officer. 
Go  draw  the  curtains,  let  us  see  the  earl  :— 

[An  Attendant  opens  the  curtains. 
O,  he  is  writing ;  stand  apart  a  while. 

Hodge.  [r«(Mit.]  ^  Fellow  Williain,  I  am  not  as 
I  have  been ;  I  went  from  you  a  smith,  I  write  to 
you  as  a  lord.  I  am  at  this  present  writing,  among 
the  Polonian  sausages.  I  do  commend  my  lord- 
ship to  Ralph  and  to  Roger,  to  Bridget  and  to 
Dorothy,  and  so  to  all  the  youth  of  Putney.'' 

Gov,  Sure  these  are  the  names  of  Eughsh  no- 
blemen, 
Some  of  bis  special  friends,  to  whom  he  writes  >— 

fHoDOB  sounds  a  note. 
imselfto  sing. 
[Hodge  sings  a  Song^ 
My  lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  frolic  and  so  blithe : 
Believe  me,  noble  lord,  if  you  knew  all. 
You'd  change  your  merry  vein  to  sudden  sorrow. 
Hodge.  Ichangemy  merry  vein?  No,  thou  Bo- 
noniau,  no ; 
I  am  a  lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go. 
I  du  defy  thee  and  thy  sausages ; 
Therefore  stand  off,  and  come  not  near  my  honour. 
Gov.  My  lord,  this  jesting  cannot  serve  your 

turn. 
Hodge.  Dost  think,  thou  black  Bouonian  beast. 
That  I  do  flout,  do  gibe,  or  jest? 
No,  no,  thou  beer-pot,  know  that  I, 
A  noble  earl,  a  lord  par-dy— 

[A  Trumpet  soundi. 
Gov,  What  means  this  trumpet's  sound  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Cit.  One  is  come  from  the  states  of  Mantua. 

Gov.  What  would  you  with  us?  speak,  thoa 
man  of  Mantua. 

Mes,  Men  of  Bononia,  this  my  message  is  ; 
To  let  you  know,  the  noble  earl  of  Bedford 
Is  safe  within  the  town  of  Mantua^ 
And  wills  you  send  the  peasant  that  you  have. 
Who  hath  deceived  your  expectation : 
Or  else  the  states  of  Mantua  have  vowed. 
They  will  recal  the  truce  that  they  have  made  ? 
And  not  a  man  sliall  stirfrom  forth  ;rour  town. 
That  shall  return,  unless  you  send  him  back. 

Gov.  O  this  misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  heart  ! 
The  Neapolitan  hath  becuiled  us  alL 
ikenoe  with  this  fool.  What  shall  we  do  with  lum. 
The  earl  being  gone  ?  A  plague  upon  it  all ! 

Hodge,  No,  I'll  assure  you,  I  am  no  earl,  but 
a  smith,  sir,  one  Hodge,  a  smith  at  Putney,  sir  ; 
one  that  hath  gulled  you, that  hatb  bored  you» sir. 

Gov,  Away  with  him ;  take  hence  the  fool  you 
came  for.  ^ 
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Eodge.  Ay,  air,  and  Fll  leave  the  greater  fool 

with  you. 
Jtfei.  Fare  well,  BoDoniaos.  Come,  friend,  along 

with  me. 
Eodge.  My  friend,  afore ;  my  lordship  will  fol- 
low thf«. 

JEx^nt  HoDOE  and  Mestenger, 
antua,  liuce  by  theo  the  earl  is 
lost. 
Within  few  days  I  hope  to  see  thee  crost 

[Exeunt  Governor,  States  Attendantt,  ifc. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Cho,  ThuA  far  you  see  how  Cromwell's  fortune 
pass*d. 
The  earl  of  Bedford,  being  safe  in  Mantua, 
Desires  Cromwell's  company  into  Frabce, 
To  make  requital  for  his  courtesy; 
Bur  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  earl  his  suit, 
And  tells  him  that  those  parts  he  meant  to  see. 
He  had  not  vet  set  footing  on  the  land ; 
And  so  directly  takes  his  way  to  Spain ; 
The  carl  to  France;  and  so  they  both  do  part. 
Now  let  your  thoughts,  as  swift  as  is  the  wind. 
Skip  some  few  years  that  Cromwell  spent  in  tra- 
vel; 
And  now  imagine  him  to  be  in  England, 
Servant  unto  the  master  of  the  rolls ; 
Where  in  short  time  he  there  began  to  flourish ; 
An  hour  shall  show  you  what  few  years  did  che- 
nsh.  [Exit, 

SCENE  UL-^London.    A  Rocwi  in  Sir  Chrii- 
topher  HaUis  Houte. 

Music  pla^s  :  then  a  Banquet  it  brought  hu 
Enter  Str  CuRiSTOFutB,  Hales,  Cromwell, 
and  two  Servants, 

Hales,  Come,  sirs,  be  careful  of  your  master's 
credit; 
And  as  our  bounty  now  exceeds  the  figure 
Of  common  entertainment,  so  do  you. 
With  looks  as  free  as  is  your  master's  soul, 
Give  formal  welcome  to  the  thronged  tables, 
That  shall  receive  the  cardinal's  followers, 
And  the  attendants  of  the  great  lord  chancellor. 
But  all  my  care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  thee: 
Thou  art  a  man  difftring  from  vulgar  form. 
And  by  how  much  thy  spirit's  ranked  'bove  these, 
In  rules  of  art,  by  so  much  it  shines  brighter 
By  travel,  whose  observance  pleads  his  merit, 
In  a  most  learned,  yet  unafiecting  spirit. 
Good  Cromwell,  cast  an  eye  of  fair  regard 
'Boot  all  my  house ;  and  what  this  ruder  flesh, 
Tliroush  ignorance,  or  wine,  do  miscreate. 
Salve  tnou  with  courtesy.    If  welcome  want. 
Full  bowls  and  ample  banquets  will  seem  scant. 

Crom.  Sir,  as  to  whatsoever  lies  on  me. 
Assure  yon,  I  will  shew  my  utmost  duty. 

Haiti,  About  it  tlien ;  the  lords  will  straight 

be  here.  [Exit  Cromwell. 

Cromwell,  thou  hast  those  parts  would  rather  suit 


The  service  of  the  state  than  of  my  house : 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  eye. 
That  one  day  will  prefer  thy  destiny. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  Sir,  the  lords  be  at  hand. 
Hales,    Thev  are  weloome :   bid  Cromwdl 
straight  attend  os, 
And  look  yon  all  things  be  in  perfect  readiness. 

[Exit  Sertanti 

The  Music  pUnfs,  Enter  Cardinal  Wolset,  Sir 
Thomas  More,  Gardiner,  Cromwell,  and 
other  Attendants, 

WoL  O,  sir  Christopher, 
You  are  too  liberal :  What !  a  banquet  too? 

Hales,  My  lords,  if  words  coald  shew  the  ample 
welcome 
That  my  free  heart  afibrds  you,  I  could  then 
Become  a  prater ;  but  I  now  must  deal 
Like  a  feast-politician  with  your  lordships ; 
Defer  your  welcome  till  the  banquet  end. 
That  it  may  then  salve  our  defect  of  fare : 
Yet  welcome  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  you. 

Wol.  Our  thanks  to  the  kind  master  of  the  rolls. 
Come  and  sit  down;  sit  down,  sir  Thomas  More. 
Tis  strange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  difler; 
Their  dinner  is  our  banquet  after  dinner. 
And  they  are  men  of  activexiisposition. 
This  1  gather,  that,  by  their  sparing  meat. 
Their  bodies  are  more  fitter  tor  the  wars ; 
And  if  that  famine  chance  to  pinch  their  mawi, 
Being  used  to  fast,  it  breeds  in  them  less  pam. 

Hales,  Fill  me  some  wine;  I'll  answer  cardi- 
nal Wolsey. 
My  lord,  we  English  are  of  more  freer  souls, 
Than  hunger-starved  and  ill-complezioned  %)ft- 

niards. 
They  that  are  rich  in  Spain,  spare  belly-food, 
To  deck  their  backs  with  an  Italian  hood. 
And  silks  of  Seville ;  and  the  poorest  snake^ 
That  feeds  on  lemons,  pilchards,  and  ne'er  heated 
His  palate  with  sweet  flesh,  will  bear  a  case 
More  fat  and  gallant  than  his  starved  face. 
Pride,  the  inquisition,  and  this  belly-evil. 
Are,  in  my  judgment,  Spain's  three-headed  deriL 

More,  Indeed  it  is  a  pla^e  unto  their  oatioo, 
Who  stagger  after  in  blind  imitation. 

Hales,  My  lords,  with  welcome,  I  present  jo« 
lordships 
A  solemn  health. 

More,  I  love  healths  well ;  but  when  as  health 
do  bring 
Pun  to  the  head,  and  body's  surfeiting. 
Then  cease  I  iiealths: 
Nay  spill  not,  friend ;  for  though  the  drops  U 

small. 
Yet  have  thev  force  to  force  men  to  the  waU. 

WoL  Sir  C;hristopher,  is  that  your  man? 

Hales,  An't  like 
Your  grace,  he  is  a  scholar,  and  a  linguist; 
One  that  hath  travelled  through  many  parts 
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OfCbristendoin,  my  lord* 
WoL  Mj  friend,  come  nearer :  have  yon  been 

a  trareller  ? 
Crom.  My  lord, 
I  ha?c  added  to  m^  knowledge,  the  Low  Countries, 
With  France,  Spain,  Germany,  and  Italy; 
And  tboogh  small  gain  of  profit  I  did  find. 
Yet  it  did  please  my  eye,  content  my  mind. 
WoL  What  do  you  think,  then,  of  the  several 
states, 
And  princes'  courts,  as  you  hare  travelled  ? 
Crom.  My  lord,  no  court  with  England  may 
compare. 
Neither  for  state,  uor  civil  government 
Lost  dwells  in  France,  in  Italy,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  peasant,  to  the  prince's  train, 
lo  Germany  and  Holland,  riot  serves; 
And  he,  that  most  can  drink,  most  he  deserves. 
England  I  praise  not  for  I  here  was  bom, 
Bot  that  she  laughs  the  others  unto  scorn. 
WoL  My  lord,  there  dwells  within  that  spirit 
more 
Than  can  be  discerned  by  the  outward  eye : — 
Sir  Christopher,  will  you  part  with  your  man  ? 
HaUs.  I  have  sought  to  proQer  him  unto  your 
lordship; 


And  now  I  see  he  hath  preferred  himself. 
Wol  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Crom.  Cromwell,  my  lord. 
WoL  Then,  Cromwell,  here  we  make  thee  so* 
licitor 
Of  our  causes,  and  nearest,  next  ourself : ' 
Gardiner,  give  you  kind  welcome  to  the  man. 

[Gardiner  embracei  him. 

More.  My  lord  carduial,  you  are  a  royal  win^ 

ner, 

Have  got  a  man,  besides  your  bounteous  dinner. 

Well,  my  good  knight,  pray,  that  we  come  no 

more; 
If  we  come  often,  thou  may'st  shut  thy  door. 
WoL  Sir  Christopher,  hadst  thou  given  me  half 
thy  lands. 
Thou  could^tt  not  have  pleased  me  so  much  as 

with 
This  man  of  thine.    My  infant  thoughts  do  spell, 
Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  lifted  higher ; 
True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire : 
And  so,  kind  master  of  the  rolls,  farewell. 
Hales,  Cromwell,  farewell. 
Crom.  Cn>mwell  takes  his  leave  of  you. 
That  ne'er  will  leave  to  love  and  honour  you. 
[Exeunt,    The  Music  plays  as  they  go  out. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Chorui, 


Cko.  Now  Cromwell's  highest  fortunes  do  be- 
gin. 
Wolsey,  that  loved  him  as  he  did  his  life, 
Committed  all  his  treasure  to  his  hands : 
Wolsey  IS  dead ;  and  Gardiner,  his  man, 
Is  now  created  bishop  of  Winchester. 
Pardon  if  we  omit  all  Wolsey's  life, 
Becaofte  our  play  depends  on  Cromwell's  death. 
Now  sit,  and  see  his  highest  state  of  all. 
His  height  of  rising,  and  his  sudden  fall. 
Pardon  the  errors  are  already  past, 
And  live  in  hope,  the  best  doth  cqme  at  last. 
My  hope  upon  your  favour  doth  depend. 
And  looks  to  hare  your  liking  ere  the  end.  [Exit. 

SCENE  I^-The  fame.    A  Public  Tfo^ 

Enter  Gardiiier  Bishop  of  Winchtster^  the 
PaA^tfty  Norfolk  and  ^Suffolk,  Sir  Tho- 
mas M[orb,  Sir  Christopher  Hai^i^s,  and 
Cromwell. 

"Nor,  Master  Cromwell,  since  cardinal  Wolsey's 

death. 
His  Majesty  is  given  to  qnder^ti^d. 
There's  certain  bills  and  writings  in  vour  hand, 
That  much  concern  the  state  of  Engiand. 
My  lord  of  Winchester,  is  it  not  so  r 
Gar.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  we  two  were  whilon^ 

fellows : 
And,  master  Cromwell,  though  our  master's  love 
Did  bind  nt,  while  his  love  was  to  the  king. 
It  is  no  boot  now  to  deny  those  things^ 

VOL.  I, 


Which  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  state : 

And  though  that  God  hath  raised  my  fortune 

higlier 
Than  any  way  I  looked  for,  or  deserved. 
Yet  may  my  life  no  longer  with  me  dwell. 
Than  I  prove  true  unto  my  sovereign  ! 
What  say  you,  master  Cromwell  ?  liav^  you  those 
Writings,  ay,  or  no  ? 

Crom,  Here  are  the  writings : 
And  on  my  knees  1  give  them  up  untq 
The  worthy  dukes  of  Suffolk,  and  of  Norfolk. 
He  was  my  master,  and  each  virtuous  part 
That  lived  in  him,  \  tendered  with  my  heart; 
But  what  his  head  cumplotted  'gainst  the  state. 
My  country's  Ipve  commands  me  that  to  hate. 
His  sudden  death  I  grieve  for,  not  his  fall. 
Because  he  sought  to  work  my  country's  thrall. 

Suf,  Cromwell,  the  king  shall  hear  of  this  thy 
duty; 
Who,  I  assure  myself,  will  well  reward  thee. 
My  lord,  let's  go  unto  his  majesty. 
And  show  those  writings  which  he  longs  to  see. 
[Exeunt  Norfolk  aiu/ Suffolk. 

Enter  Bedford  hastily. 

BecL  How  now,  who  is  this?  Cromwell?  By 
my  soul, 
Welcome  to  England :  thou  once  didst  sare  my 
life;   *  ^ 

Didst  not,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  If  I  did  so,  'tis  greater  gloiy  for  m^ 
That  you  remember  it,  than  for  myself 
Vainly  to  report  iL  ^ 
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_  ^^  WtU,  Cromwell,  noWs  die  time^ 

I  shall  commend  thee  to  my  sovemgn. 

Cheer  up  thyself,  for  I  will  raise  thy  state; 

A  Rasiel  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.       [Exit 

-11/?"       ^  ^^^  uncertain  is  the  wheel  of  state ! 

Who  lately  greater  than  the  cardinal, 

Tor  fear  and  love  ?  and  now  who  lower  lies ! 

Gay  honours  are  but  Fortune's  flatteries; 

And  whom  this  day  pride  and  ambition  swells, 

To-morrow  envy  and  ambition  quells. 

Aforc  Who  sees  the  cobweb  tarade  the  poor  fly, 
Ma^  boldly  say,  the  wretch's  death  is  nighT 

^f^rd,  I  knew  his  state  and  proud  ambition 
Were  too  too  violent  to  last  o'er-k>ng. 

Holei.  Who  soars  too  near  the  sun  with  golden 
wings, 
Melu  them;  to  mtsi  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Enter  the  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

Suf,  Cromwell,  kneel  down.    In  King  Henry's 
name  arise 
Sir  Thonas  Cromwell ;  thus  begins  thy  fame. 

Enter  the  Duke  n/*NoRFOLE. 

Ntr.  Cromwell,  the  gracious  majesty  of  Eng- 
land, 
For  the  good  liking  he  conceives  of  thee. 
Makes  thee  the  master  of  the  jewel-house, 
Chief  secretary  to  himself,  and  withal 
Creates  thee  one  of  his  highness*  privy-council. 

Enter  the  £ar/Q/* Bedford. 

Bed,  Where  is  sir  Thomas  Citmiwell  ?  is  lie 
knighted  ? 

Suf,  He  is,  my  lord. 

Bed.  Then,  to  add  honoor  to 
His  name,  tlie  kins  creates  him  the  lord  keeper 
Of  his  privy  seal,  <^  and  master  of  the  rolls. 
Which  you,  sir  Christopher,  do  now  enjoy :  ^ 
The  king  determines  higher  place  for  tou. 

Crmn:  My  lordf»  ^ 

These  honours  are  too  high  for  my  desert 

Ifere.  O  content  thee,  man ;  who  would  not 
choose  it? 
Yet  tboa  art  wise  in  seeming  to  refose  it. 


Oard,  Here's  hoooars,  titles,  and  pronotion! 
I  fear  this  climbing  will  have  radden  fall. 
Nor.  Then  come,  my  lords;  let's  idl  together 
bring 
This  new-made  counsellor  to  England's  king. 

[Exeunt  mil  but  Gaedifbk. 
Card.  But  Gardiner  means  his  glory  shall  be 
dimmed. 
Shall  Cromwell  live  a  greater  man  than  I? 
My  envy  with  his  honour  now  is  bred : 
I  hope  to  shorten  Cromwell  by  the  head.  [JSrif. 

SCENE  IL—Londan.    A  Street  before  Ciom- 
will's  Uoute. 

Enter  Frescobalo. 

Fres.  O  Frescobald,  what  shall  become  of  thee! 
Where  shalt  thoo  go,  or  which  wi^  shtit  dwa 

turn? 
Fortune,  that  turns  her  too  unconstaiit  wheel, 
Hath  turned  thy  wealth  and  riches  in  the  sea. 
All  parts  abroad,  wherever  I  have  been. 
Grow  weary  of  me,  and  deny  me  snooov. 
My  debtors,  they  lliat  should  relieve  my  want, 
Forswear  my  money,  say  they  owe  me  none ; 
Thev  know  my  state  too  mean  to  bear  out  Uw: 
And  here  in  London,  where  I  oft  have  been, 
And  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  mso, 
r  am  now  most  wretched  here,  despised  myself. 
In  vain  it  is  more  of  their  hearts  to  try ; 
Be  patient  therefore,  lay  then  down  and  die. 

[Liaim. 

Enter  Seely  and  Joav. 

Seely,  Come,  Joan,  come;  let's  see  what  bell 
do  for  us  now.  I  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when 
many  a  time  and  often  he  might  have  gone  a-bon- 
gry  to  bed. 

Joan.  Alas,  man,  now  he  is  made  a  lord,  bell 
never  look  upon  us;  hell  fulfll  the  old  proferb, 
Set  beggari  a  hortdnick  and  the^U  ride^  A  «eli- 
a-day  for  my  cow  !  sucli  as  he  raith  made  us  cone 
behind  hand ;  we  had  never  pawned  our  cow  elM 
to  pay  our  rent. 


*  Thffij  io  add  htmoitr  to 

Hit  namey  the  king  creates  kim  the  lord  keeper 

Of  hie  priry  seal.Cfe  —The  rise  of  Cromwell  to  the  highest  bonoars  of  the  state  »•• 
certainly  sadden,  but  not  quite  so  rapid  as  Ibis  author  has  represented.  In  1631  he  was  made  a  priry 
counsellor,  and  master  of  the  jewel-bouse  j  and  the  next  year  clerk  of  the  hanaper,  and  chancellor  of  titf 
eicheqner :  in  iM4,  principal  secretary  of  state,  and  master  of  the  rolls.  The  fuUowinr  year  he  wai 
appointed  vicar-geneial  over  all  the  spiiitualities  In  England,  under  the  king ;  on  the  second  of  Jilr, 
1536,  lord  keeper  of  the  privy-seal ;  and  soon  afterwards  he  was  advanced  to  the  dignity  of  a  baroa.  is 
1587  he  was  created  knight  of  the  garter,  and  in  IMO,  earl  of  Essex,  and  Ion!  hicfa  chamberlalB  of  Bf 
laod.--MAi^liB.  ^ 

7  Which  jfou,  Hr  Chrittopher,  do  now  enjoy :— The  £act  was  exactly  the  reveise  of  what  is  hoe  sts«c<. 
Cromweirs  predecessor  in  this  oflke  was  not  sir  Christopher  Hales,  but  Dr  Taylor;  and  ilaks,  (wW 
was  the  Wnff's  attorney-general,)  tncceeda  Cromwell  in  the  rolls t  not,  however.  Immediately  en  kka^ 
vancement  to  the  office  ofkeeper  of  the  privy-seat— Malonb* 
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Seefy,  W«n,  Joftii,  he'll  come  this  wmy ;  and  by 
GocTs  dickers  Til  tell  him  roundlj  of  it,  an  if  he 
were  tea  iords:  *a  shall  know  that  I  had  oot  my 
cheese  aed  my  hacon  for  nothiog. 

Jomm.  Do  you  remember,  husband,  how  he 
would  mouch  up  my  cheese-cakes  ?  He  hath  for- 
i;oc  this  now ;  but  now  well  remember  him. 

Seely.  At>  we  shall  have  now  three  flaps  with 
a  fox  tail  :'bat  i*faith  Til  jibber  a  joint,  ^  but  TU 
tell  him  his  own.— Stay,  who  comes  here?  O, 
stand  up,  here  he  comes ;  stand  up. 

Enter  Hodgb,  writh  a  tifh-Uaff;  Cromwell,  vtVA 
the  wiaee  carried  before  him;  the  Dukee  of 
Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  and  Attendants, 

Hodge.  Come;  away  with  these  begf^ars  here. 
Kiae  up,  sirrah;  come  out,  good  people;  run 
mA>re  there,  bo. 

[Frescobald  ri»e$^  and  standi  at  a  distance, 

Seefy,  Ay,  we  are  kicked  away,  now  we  come 
for  our  own ;  the  time  hath  been,  he  would  ha' 
looked  more  friendly  upon  us :  And  you,  Hedge, 
fie  know  you  well  enough,  though  you  are  so  fine. 

Crom.  Uome  hither,  sirrah :— Stay,  what  men 
are  these? 
My  honest  host  of  Honnslow,  and  his  wife  ? 
I  owe  thee  money,  father,  do  I  not  ? 

Seehf.  Ay,  by  tlie  body  uf  me,  dost  thou.  Would 
thou  would'st  pay  me :  good  four  pound  it  b ;  I 
hav't  o'  the  post  at  home. 

Cram.  I  know  'tis  true.    Sirrah,  give  him  ten 
angels : — 
And  look  your  wife  and  you  do  suy  to  dinner; ' 
And  while  yon  live,  I  freelv  give  to  you 
Four  pound  a  year,  for  the  four  pound  I  ought 
you. 

Seefy.  Art  not  changed  ?  Art  old  Tom  still  ? 
Now  God  bless  tt^  good  lord  Tom.  Home, 
Joan,  home ;  Vl\  dine  with  my  lord  Tom  to-day, 
and  thou  shalt  come  next  week.  Fetch  my  cow ; 
huoM,  Joan,  home. 

Joan.  Now  God  bless  thee,  my  good  lord  Tom : 
111  fetch  my  cow  presently.  [Elxit  Joan. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Crom,  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  stranger;  tell  him,  I 
Desire  him  stay  to  dinner :  I  must  speak 
Witli  him.  [2b  Hooge. 

Oard*  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  see  you  this 
Same  bubble  ?  that  same  puff?  but  mark  the  end, 
My  lord ;  mark  the  end. 

N(fr.  I  promise  you,  I  like  not  something  he 
faAth  done; 
•Bat  let  that  pass;  the  king  doth  k>ve  him  welL 


Crom.  Good  morrow  to  my  Idrd  of  Winchcitef  t 
I  know 
You  bear  me  hard  about  the  abbey  Unds. 

Gard.    Have  I  not  reason,  when  religion's 
wronged  ? 
You  had  uo  colour  for  what  you  have  done» 

Crom,  Yes,  the  abolishing  of  antichrist. 
And  of  his  popish  order  from  oar  realm. 
I  am  no  enemy  to  religion ; 
But  what- is  done,  it  is  for  England's  good. 
What  did  they  serve  for,  but  to  feed  a  sort 
Of  Uizy  abliots,  and  of  full-fed  friars? 
They  neither  plow  nor  sow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The'  fat  of  all  the  land,  and  suck  the  poor. 
Look,  what  was  theirs  is  in  king  Heniys  hands; 
His  wealth  before  lay  in  the  abbey  lands. 

Oard.  Imleed  tb«M  things  you  have  alleged, 
my  lord ; 
When,  God  doth  know,  the  infant  yet  unborn 
Will  curse  the  time  the  abbeys  were  pulled  down* 
I  pray  now  where  is  hospitality  ? 
Where  now  may  poor  distressed  people  go, 
For  to  relieve  tb^  need,  or  rest  their  bones, 
When  weary  travel  doth  oppress  their  limbs  ? 
And  where  religious  men  should  take  them  in, 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  with  a  mastiff  dog ; 
And  thousand,  thousand      ■   ■ 

Nor,  O,  my  lord,  no  mora : 
Things  past  redress  'tis  bootless  to  complain. 

Crom.  What,  shall  we  to  the  convocation-house  ? 

Nor.  We'll  follow  you,  my  k>rd ;  pray  lead  the 
way. 

Enter  Old  Cromwell,  tn  the  dress  t^fa  Farmer. 

Old  Crom,  How  !  one  Cromwell  made  lord 
keeper,  since  I  left  Putney,  and  dwelt  in  York- 
shire ?  I  never  heard  better  news :  HI  see  that 
Cromwell,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 

Croia.  My  aged  father !  State  then  set  aside. 
Father,  upon  my  knee  I  crave  your  blessing. 
One  of  my  servants,  go,  and  have  him  in ; 
At  better  leisure  will  we  talk  with  him. 
Old  Crom.  Now  if  I  die,  bow  happy  were  the 
day! 
To  see  this  comfort,  rains  forth  showers  of  joy. 
[Exeunt  Old  Cromwel;.  and  Servimi. 
Nor.  This  duty  in  him  shows  a  kind  of  f^race. 

[Aside. 
Crom.  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws  on  apuce. 
[ Jgjr«iii*  all  but  Frescobalo. 
Fres,  1  winder  what  this  lord  wouki  have  with 
me. 
His  man  so  strictly  jjave  me  charge  to  stay : 
1  never  did  offend  him  to  my  knowledge, 


*  Jeopard  a  Jatni^  I.  e.  ran  a  risque. 

9  And  look,  jfomr  wifo  mod  tfou  do  oto^  to  dhmer  :-^toweays  (Suroey  of  London,  p.  190.)  that  **  he  had 
buBself  often  seen  at  lord  Cromweiri  gate,  more  than  two  bandxcd  persons  served  twice  every  day  vciik 
brewl,  BMRt^  and  drink  Miacient.'*.i*MALOJia. 
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Well,  good  or  bad,  I  mean  to  hide  it  aH ; 
Worse  than  I  am,  now  never  can  befall. 

Enter  Banister  and  hU  Wife, 

Ban,  Come,  wife, 
I  take  it  to  be  almost  dinner-time ; 
For  master  Newton,  and  master  Crosby,  sent 
To  me  last  night,  they  woald  come  dine  with  me. 
And  take  their  bond  in.    I  praj  thee,  hie  thee 

home. 
And  see  that  all  thines  be  in  readiness. 

Mrs  Ban,  They  shall  be  welcome,  husband; 
I'll  go  before : 
But  is  not  that  mum  master  Frescobald  ? 

[She  runs  and  embraces  him. 

Ban.  O  heavens  !  it  is  kinil  master  Frescobald : 

Say.  sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  pass  ? 

Fres,  The  same  that  brought  yon  to  your  mi* 

sery. 
Ban,  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  with 
your  state  ? 
Is  Banister,  your  poor  friend,  then  forgot, 
Whose  goods,  whose  love,  whose  life,  and  all  is 
yours? 
Fres,  I  thought  your  usage  would  be  as  the  rest, 
That  had  more  kindness  at  my  hands  than  you, 
Yer  looked  askance  when  as  they  saw  me  poor. 
Mrs  Ban.  If  Banister  would  bear  so  base  a 
heart, 
I  ne*er  would  look  my  husband  in  the  face, 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  cockatrice. 

Bait.  And  well  thou  might'st,  should  Banister 
deal  so. 
Since  that  I  saw  you,  ur,  my  state  is  mended ; 
And  for  the  thousand  pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  sir,  at  home : 
And  though  I  grieve  vuur  fortune  is  so  bad. 
Yet  that  my  hap*s  to  help  you,  makes  me  glad. 
And  now,  sir,  will  it  please  you  walk  with  me  f 

Fres.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  lord  chancellor 
Hath  here  commanded  me  to  wait  on  him : 
For  what  I  know  not ;  pray  God  it  be  fur  good. 
Ban,  Never  make  doubt  of  that;  Fii  warrant 
you. 
He  is  as  kind  and  noble  gentleman. 
As  ever  did  possess  the  place  he  hath. 


JIfrt  Ban,  Sir,  my  brother  b  hi»  steward:  if 
you  please, 
We*ll  go  along  and  bear  you  company ; 
I  know  we  shall  not  want  for  welcome  there. 
Fres,  With  all  my  heart :  bat  wha^s  become 

of  Baf^? 
Ban.  He  is  hanged  for  baying  jewels  of  the 

king's, 
IVet.  A  just  reward  for  one  so  impious. 
The  time  draws  on :  sir,  will  you  go  along? 
Ban.  I'll  follow  you,  kind  master  Frescobtld. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  m.'-The  same.'-Anolher  Streei, 
Enter  Newton  and  Ckosbt. 

New.  Now,  master  Crosby,  I  see  you  have  t 
care 
To  keep  your  word,  in  payment  of  your  money. 

Cros,  ay  my  faith  I  have  reason  on  a  hood. 
Three  thousand  pound  is  far  too  much  to  forfeit; 
And  yet  I  doubt  not  master  Banbter. 

New,  By  my  faith,  sir,  your  sum  is  more  than 
mine; 
And  ^et  I  am  not  much  behind  yoo  too, 
Considering  that  to-day  I  paid  at  court. 

Cros.  Mass,  and  well  remembered :  What  is 
the  reason 
Lord  Cromwell's  men  wear  such  long  skirts  apon 
Their  coats  P  they  reach  down  to  their  ver^  bams. 

New.  I  will  resolve  you,  sir;  and  thus  it  is: 
The  bishop  of  Winchester,  that  loves  not  Cron* 

well, 
(As  great  men  are  envied  as  well  as  less) 
A  while  ago  there  was  ajar  between  them; 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  lord  Cromwell's  ear, 
That  bisliop  Gardiner  would  sit  on  his  skirts ; 
Upon  which  word  he  made  his  men  long  bloe 

coats. 
And  in  the  court  wore  one  of  them  himself; 
And  meeting  with  the  bishop,  quoth  he,  my  lord, 
Here's  skirts  enough  now  for  your  grace  to  sit  on; 
Which  vexed  the  bishop  to  the  very  heart 
This  is  the  reason  why  they  wear  long  coats. '° 

Cros,  'Tis  always  seen,  and  mark  it  for  a  mkr 
That  one  great  man  will  envy  still  another; 


'^  This  is  ihe  rsasM  why  they  wear  long  cooft.— Whatever  might  have  been  the  reason,  the  fact  is  as  hoc 
ktfpresented.  Stowe,  who  tells  us  he  remembered  Cronweli's  booseboM,  says,  that  the  skirts  ofkuya^mm 
in  livery  were  Urge  enough  for  their  friends  to  sit  upon  them.  Survey  of  London,  IStf,  edit.  1618.  MalobS- 

Is  not  thb  story  of  the  bishop  sitting  on  bis  skirts  toM  of  the  difference  between  the  duke  of  Backii«- 
bam  and  cardinal  Wolsey  ?    PEacT. 

1  he  story  told  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham  and  cardinal  Wolsey  is  somewhat  different.  It  b  this.  Tfc« 
dake  one  day  holding  a  bason  for  the  king  to  wash,  as  soon  as  his  roigesty  had  done,  the  cardinal  dippei 
his  bands  in  the  same  water.  The  doke,  resenting  this  as  an  indignity,  spilled  some  of  the  water  la  W«l- 
eey's  shoes,  with  which  the  cardinal  being  provoked,  threatened  him  that  be  woald  sit  on  his  skirto.  Back- 
ingham  came  the  next  day  to  court  very  richly  dressed,  bat  without  skirts  to  bb  doabiet;  at  wklck 
H«DTy  being  sorpri^ed  asked  hiui  what  be  meant  by  that  strange  (asbioa  |  to  whioh  he  ceplied,  that  kn 
purpose  was  to  prevent  caidloal  Wolsey  from  sitting  on  bis  skirts. 
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Bat  'tis  ft  thing  that  nothing  concerns  me  :<— 
What,  shall  we  now  to  master  Banister's  ? 

New.  Ay,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our 
dinner.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.^The  iame.—A  Room  in  Crom- 
well's  House. 

Enter  the  Uther^  and  the  Sewer.    Several  Ser* 
vants  crou  the  Stage  with  dishes  in  their  hands. 

Ush,  Uncover  there,  gentlemen. 

Enter  Cromwell,    Bedford,   Suffolk,    Old 
Cromwell,  Frescobald,  Seely,  and  Attend- 


Crom.  My  noble  lords  of  Suffolk  and  of  Bed- 
ford, 
Tour  honours  are  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's 

house. 
Where  is  my  father?  nay,  be  covered,  father; 
Altbottgb  that  doty  to  these  noblemen 
Doth  challenge  it,  yet  I'll  make  bold  with  them. 
Your  head  doth  bear  the  calendar  of  care. 
What !  Cromwell  covered,  and  his  father  bare  ? 
It  must  not  be. — Now,  sir,  to  you :  is  not 
Your  name  Frescobald,  and  a  Florentine  ? 

Fres,  My  name  was  Frescobald,  till  cruel  fate 
Did  rob  me  of  my  name,  and  of  my  state. 

Crom,  What  fortune  brought  you  to  this  coun- 
try now  ? 

Fres,  All  other  parts  have  lefV  me  succourless, 
Save  only  this.    Because  of  debts  I  have, 
I  hope  to  gain  for  to  relieve  my  wanL 

Crom.  Did  you  not  once  upon  your  Florence 
bridge 
Help  a  distressed  man,  robb*d  by  the  banditti  ? 
His  name  was  Cromwell. 

IVes.  I  ne'er  made  imr  brain 
A  calendar  of  any  good  I  did ; 
I  always  loved  this  nation  with  my  heart 

Crotm,  I  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  re- 
lieved. 
Sixteen  ducats  you  gave  me  for  to  clothe  me, 
Sixteen  to  bear  my  charges  by  the  way, 
And  sixteen  more  I  had  for  my  horse- hire. 
There  be  those  several  sums  jusdy  returned; 
Yet  it  injustice  were,  that  serving  at 
My  need,  to  repay  thee  without  interest ; " 
Therefore  receive  of  me  four  several  bags ; 
In  each  of  them  there  is  four  hundred  marks : 
And  bring  to  me  the  names  of  all  your  debtors ; 


And  if  they  will  not  see  you  paid,  I  wilt 

0  Ood  forbid  that  I  slmuld  see  him  fall. 
That  helped  me  in  my  greatest  need  of  all ! 
Here  stands  my  father,  that  first  g^ve  me  lif^; 
Alas,  what  duty  is  too  much  for  him? 

This  man  in  time  of  need  did  save  my  life; 

1  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 
By  this  old  man  I  oftentimes  was  fed. 
Else  might  I  have  gone  supperless  to  bed. 
Such  kindness  have  I  had  of  these  three  men. 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  again% 
Now  in  to  dinner,  for  we  stay  too  long ; 
And  to  good  stomachs  is  no  greater  wroi^. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— TA«  same.^A  Room  in  the  Buhop 
^Winchester's  House. 

Enter  Gardiner  and  a  Servant. 

Gard.  Sirrah,  where  be  those  men  I  caused 
to  stay  ? 

Ser,  They  do  attend  your  pleasure,  sir,  within. 

Gard,  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  stay  you  with- 
out; [Exit  Servant. 
For  by  those  men  the  fox  of  this  same  laud, 
That  makes  a  goose  of  better  than  himself, 
Must  worried  be  unto  his  latest  home; 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent. 
As  for  the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk,. 
Whom  I  have  sent  for  to  come  speak  with  me ; 
Howsoever  outwardly  they  shadow  it. 
Yet  in  their  hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not. 
As  for  the  earl  of  Bedford,  he's  but  dne. 
And  dares  nut  gainsay  what  we  do  set  down. 

Enter  the  two  WUnesses. 

Now  my  ^ood  friends,  you  know  I  saved  your 

lives. 
When  by  the  law  you  had  deserved  death  ; 
And  then  you  promised  me,  upon  your  oaths^ 
To  venture  both  your  lives  to  do  me  good. 
Both  Wit.  We  swore  no  more  than  that  we  will 

perform. 
Gard.  I  take  vour  words ;  and  that  which  you 

must  do, 
Is  service  for  your  God,  and  for  your  king ; 
To  root  a  rebel  from  this  flourishing  laud. 
One  that's  an  enemy  unto  the  church; 
And  therefore  must  you  take  your  solemn  oaths. 
That  you  heard  Cromwell,  the  lord  chancellor,  '^ 


2V  repof  thte  wUhout  iHt4r(sst.^The  old  copies  read  aoiotelligibly  : 
Yet  it  mustice  were  that  serving  at  my  need 
For  to  repay  them,  &c, 
Serwimg  is,  I  think,  osed  for  service.    Ma  lone. 

'^  That  you  heard  CromweU,  the  lord  chancellor.^Cromwell  was  never  lord  chancellor.   He  is  before 
with  equal  impropriety,  called  lord  keeper,  and  iotrodoced  with  the  nace  carried  before  bin.  The  aiil 
Ikor  of  thb  piece  confMuided  tbe  great  and  the  priv^  ieal.~Tbe  story  of  bta  wishing  a  dagger  in  the  king'e 
heart  b  an  Invention  of  tbe  poets.~Thoiifh  tbe  bisbop  of  Wlocbester  was  bit  eoemy,  and  contributed  as 
mach  9$  be  could  to  bis  downfall,  be  was  not  tbe  prmcipal  agent  in  that  bosiaess.    It  is  wett  known  tbat 
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Bid  wish  a  da^er  at  kins  Henry's  heart. 
Fear  not  to  swear  it,  for  I  heard  him  speak  it ; 
Therefore  we'll  shield  you  from  eosuiug  harms. 

e  Wit.  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  de^  is  good. 
We'll  undertake  it. 

Card,  Kneel  dowu»  and  I  will  here  absolve 
^rou  both : 
This  cruci6x  ''Hay  upon  your  heads. 
And  sprinkle  holy  water  on  your  brows. 
The  deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 
And  by  it  shall  you  purchase  grace  from  heaven. 

1  Wit.  Now,  sir,  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  souls. 

S  Wit,  For  Cromwell  never  loved  none  of  our 
sort. 

Gard,  I  know  he  doth  not ;  and  for  both  of 
you, 
I  will  prefer  you  to  some  place  of  worth. 
Now  get  you  in,  until  I  qiU  for  you, 
For  presently  the  dukes  mean  to  be  here. 

[Exeunt  Witnesta. 
Cromwell,  sit  fast;  thy  time's  not  long  to  reign. 
The  abbeys  that  were  puU'd  down  by  thy  means 
Is  now  a  mean  fur  me  to  pull  thoe  down. 
Thy  pride  also  thy  own  head  lights  upon. 
For  thou  art  he  hath  changed  religion : — 
Bat  now  no  more^  for  here  the  dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffole,  NoaroLE,  and  Bbdfobd. 
Suf.  Good  even  to  my  lord  bishop. 
ifor.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  what,  are  you  all 

alone  ? 
Gard.  No,  not  akme,  my  lords;  my  mind  is 
troubled. 
I  know  your  honours  muse  wherefore  I  sent, 
And  in  such  haste.    What,  came  you  from  the 
king? 
Nor.  We  did,  and  left  none  but  lord  Cromwell 

with  him. 
Gard.  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we 
live  in ! 
There's  Thomas  Wolscy,  he's  already  gone, 
And  Thomas  More,  he  follow'd  after  him ; 
Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain. 
That  is  far  worse  than  either  of  those  twain ; 
And  if  with  speed,  my  lords,  we  not  pursue  it^ 
I  fear  the  king  and  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 
Bed.  Another  Thomas?  pray  God,  it  be  not 

Cromwell. 
Gard.  My  lord  of  Bedford,  it  is  that  traitor 

Cromwell. 
Bed.  Is  Cromwell  false  ?  my  heart  will  never 
think  iL 


5tt/:  My  lord  of  Winchester,  what  nkelihood. 
Or  proof,  have  you  of  this  liis  treachery  ? 
Gard.  My  lord,  too  much;  call  iu  the  met 
withiu. 

Enter  the  Witneuei. 

These  men,  my  lord,  upon  their  oaths  affirm. 
That  they  did  hear  lord  Cromwell  in  hb  gardea 
Wishing  a  daf^er  sticking  at  the  heart 
Of  our  King  Henry ;  what  is  this  but  treason  ? 
Bed.  if  it  be  80,  my  heart  doth  bleed  witk 

sorrow. 
Suf,  How  say  you,  friends  ?  What,  did  yott 

bear  these  words  ? 
1  TTtV.  We  did,  an't  like  your  grace.  . 
Nor.  In  wliat  place  was  lord  Cromwell  when  he 

spake  them  ? 
3  Wit.  In  his  garden;  where  we  did  attend  s 
suit. 
Which  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 
Suf.  How  long  is't  since  you  heard  him  speik 

these  words? 
S  Wit.  Some  half  year  siaoe. 
Bed.  How  chance  that  you  concealed  itall  tlui 
time? 

1  Wit.  His  greatness  made  us  fear;  that  was  die 

cause. 

Gard.  Ay,  av,  his  greatness^  that's  the  cause 
indeed. 
And,  to  make  his  treason  here  more  manifest, 
He  calls  his  servants  to  him  round  about. 
Tells  them  of  Wolsey's  life,  and  of  his  fall; 
Says,  that  himself  had  many  enemies. 
And  gives  to  some  of  them  a  park,  or  manor. 
To  others  leases,  lands  to  other  some ; 
What  need  he  do  thus  in  his  prime  of  lifie^ 
An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  his  death  ? 

Suf.  My  lord,  these  likelihoods  are  very  great. 

^d.  Pardon  me,  lords,  for  I  must  needs  depart; 
Their  proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  heart. 

J  Exit  BiDFoaD. 
that  which  you 
Kave  said ; 
Your  souls  must  answer  what  your  tongues  report; 
Therefore  take  heed ;  be  wary  what  you  da. 

2  Wit.  My  lord,  we  speak  no  more  buttmth. 
Nor.  Let  them 

Depart,  my  lord  of  Windiester;  and  let 
These  men  be  dose  kept  till  the  day  of  triak 
Gard.  They  shall,  my  lord;  ho,  Cake  in  that 
two  men.  [EietuU  Witnemei,  Sft^ 

My  lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  public  trial, 


the  innnediate  cause  of  Cromweirs  ruia  (added  to  the  jealousy  of  the  nobility,  and  the  hatred  of  tfce 
common  people  on  accoant  of  the  snbvenion  of  the  monasteries)  was  Henry *8  aversion  to  Anne  of  Cle«c$. 
and  bis  desire  to  marry  Catharine  Howard,  niece  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  CronrweH's  chief  eoeny.  By 
him  he  was  accused  of  high  treason,  and  attainted,  unheard,  in  pariiament.  In  the  absence  of  Craamer,  the 
only  penoB  who  had  qiirit  and  honesty  enough  to  remonstrate  with  the  king  on  the  Injustice  of  thv  pn- 
ceedl^r.    Malonb. 

»»  2^  crttc(/lr.^Before  the  Reft^rmaflon,  the  English  bishops  probably  wore  a  soiall  crucifix  hasr 
iog  on  their  ontward  garaeiit  i  as  In  popbb  ^onntries  the  bishops  «lo  at  this  day.    Malo vs. 
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That  which  we  do,  is  void,  by  his  denial ; 
You  know  the  kii^g  will  credit  none  but  him. 

Nor.  Tb  true ;  he  rules  the  king  even  as  he 
pleases. 

Suf.  How  shall  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ? 

Gard,  Marry,  thos,  mj  lords;  by  an  act  he 
made  himself, 
Widi  an  intent  to  entrap  some  of  onr  lives ; 
And  diis  it  is :  Ifanif  counseilor 
Beemnkted  qfhigh  treaumy  ke  ihall 
Be  executed  wUh^t  public  trial : 
Thb  act,  my  lords,  he  cmised  the  king  to  make. 

Suf,  He  Ad  indsed,  and  I  reraemto'  it ; 
And  now  'tis  like  to  fall  upon  himself. 

iVbr.  Let  OS  not  slack  it  ;^tis  for  England's  good : 


VTe  must  be  wary,  else  hell  go  berond  nis. 
Gard.  Well  hath  your  grace  said,  my  good  lorA 
of  Norfolk: 
Thel«fore  let  as  go  presendy  to  Lambeth ; 
Thither  conies  Cromwell  from  the  court  to-mgfit; 
Let  us  arrest  him ;  send  him  to  the  Tower ; 
And  in  the  morning  cut  off  the  traitor^s  head. 
Nor.  Come  then,  aboot  it;  let  os  guard  the 
town: 
This  is  the  day  that  Cromwell  must  gp  down. 
Gard.  Along,  my  lords.  Well,  Cromwell  is  lialf 
dead; 
He  shaked  my  heart,  but  I  will  sha?^  his  bead. 

[Ejeeunl. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  l.^A  Street  in  Lmdon. 
Enter  Bedford. 


BaL  My  soul  is  like  a  water  troubled ; 
And  Gardiner  is  the  man  that  makes  it  so. 
0,  Cromwell,  1  do  fear  thy  end  is  near ! 
Yet  rH  prevent  their  malice  if  I  can : 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  the  man  doth  come, 
Who  liuie  knows  how  near^s  his  day  of  doom. 

Enter  Cromwell,  with  his  Train.    Bedford 
.  maket  as  though  he  would  ipeak  to  him.  Crom- 
well goes  on. 

Crmn,  You're  weU  cacouateredy  my  good  lord 
of  Bedford. 
I  Me  your  honour  is  addressed  to  talk. 
Pray  pardon  me ;  I  am  sent  for  to  the  king. 
And  do  not  know  the  bnmness  yet  myself: 
So  fare  yoo  weil»  for  I  orast  needs  be  gone. 

[Exit  Cromwell,  ^-c 

Bed.  Yo«  KMist ;  well»  what  remedy  ? 
I  fear  too  soon  you  must  be  gone  indeed. 
Ilie  king  hath  business ;  but  little  dost  thou  know. 
Who's  busy  for  thy  life;  thou  think'st  not  so. 

Re-enter  Cromwell,  attended. 

Crom.  The  second  time  well  met  ny  lord  of 
Bedford: 
1  am  very  son^  that  my  haste  is  sndi. 
I/>rd  marquis  Uorset  being  sick  to  deaths 
I  nittst  receive  of  him  the  privy-tea!. 
At  Lambeth  soon,  my  lord,  ne*ll  talk  our  fill. 

[Esit. 
J3ed.  How  siaooth  and  easy  is  the  way  to  death ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  My  lord,  the  dukes  of  Norfolk  and  of 
Saiblk, 
Accompanied  with  the  bishop  of  Winchester, 
entreat  yon  so  come  presently  to  Lambeth, 
On  earnest  matters  that  concern  the  state. 
Bed.  To  Lambeth !  so :  go  fetch  me  pen  and 
ink; 
I«od  lord  Cromwell  there  shall  talk  enough: 


Ay,  and  our  last,  I  fear,  an  if  he  come.   [Writa, 
Here,  take  this  letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Crom- 
well; 
Bid  him  read  it;  say  it  concerns  him  near : 
Away,  be  gone,  make  all  the  haste  you  can. 
To  Lambeth  do  I  go^  a  woeful  man.      [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL— J  Street  near  the  Themes. 

Enter  Cromwell,  attended. 

Crom.  Is  the  barge  ready?  I  will  straight  to 
Lambeth : 
And,  if  this  one  day^s  business  once  were  past, 
I'd  Udse  my.  ease  to-morrow  after  trouble. 

Enter  Messenger. 

How  now,  mv  friend,  wouldest  thou  speak  with 
me? 
Mes.  Sir,  here's  a  letter  from  my  lord  of  Bed* 
ford. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter.   Cromwell  puts 
it  in  his  pocket. 
Crom.  O  good  my  friend,  commend  me  to  thy 
lora: 
Hold,  take  those  angels ;  drink  them  for  thy  pains. 

Mes.  He  doth  d^ire  your  grace  to  read  it, 
Because  he  says  it  doth  concern  you  near. 

Crom.  Bid  him  assure  himself  of  that.  Farewell. 
To-morrow^ell  him,  he  shall  hear  from  roe. 
Set  on  before  there,  and  away  to  Lambeth. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  m.^Lmibeth. 

^n/er  pARDt  ITER,  St7FF0LK,  NoRFOLK,  BEDFORD, 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tower^  a  Serjeant  at  ArmSf 
a  Herald,  and  Ualberts. 

Gard.  Ualberts,  stand  close  unto  the  water-side ; 
Serjeant  at  arms,  be  you  bold  in  your  office ; 
Herald,  deliver  yoor  proclamation. 

Her.  ^  This  is  to  ^ive  notice  to  all  the  king's 
subjects,  the  late  lord  Cromwell,  lc»rd  chancelior 
of  Euglaod,  vicar-g^neral  over  the  realm,  him  to 
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hold  and  elteem  t%  a  traitor  against  the  crown  and 
iligoity  of  England.    So  God  save  the  king.'' 

Card,  Amen. 

BetL  Amen,  and  root  thee  from  the  land  ! 
For  whilst  thou  livestytbe  troth  cannot  stand.[  Jstd^. 

Nor.  Make  a  lane  there,  the  traitor  is  ai  hand. 
Keep  back  Cromwell's  men ;  drown  them,  if  tbej 

come  00. 
Serjeant,  your  office. 

Enter  CHOMWELt,  attended.    The  HaOfert-men 
make  a  lane, 

Crom,  What  means  my  lord  of  Norfolk^  by 
these  words? 
Sirs,  come  along. 

Card.  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 
Ser.  Lord  Thomas  Cromwell^  in  king  Henry's 
name, 
I  do  arrest  your  honour  of  high  treason. 
Crom,  Serjeant,  me  of  treason  f 

[Ceom well's  Attendants  offer  to  dram, 
Suf,  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  sword. 
CrooL  Hold;  1  charge  you,  as  yoo  lore  me, 
draw  not  a  sword. 
Who  dares  accuse  Cromwell  of  treason  now. 

Gard,  This  is  no  place  to  reckon  up  your  crime ; 
Your  dove-like  looks  were  viewed  with  serpents' 
eyes. 
Crom.  With  serpents*  eyes  indeed,  by  thine 
they  were. 
But,  Gardiner,  do  tbj  worst;  I  fear  thee  not 
My  faith  compared  with  thine,  as  much  shall  pass^ 
As  doth  the  diamond  excel  the  glass. 
Attached  of  treason,  no  accusers  by  ! 
Indeed  !  What  tongue  dares  speak  so  foul  a  lie? 
Nor.  My  lord,  m^  lord,  matters  are  too  well 
known ; 
And  it  is  time  the  king  hf^d  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  king !  let  me  go  to  him  face  to  fsca ; 
No  better  trial  I  desire  than  that. 
Let  him  but  say,  that  Cromwell's  faith  was  feigned, 
Then  let  my  honour  and  my  name  be  stained. 
If  e'er  my  heart  against  the  king  was  set, 
O  let  my  soul  in  judgment  answer  it ! 
Then  if  my  faith  s  con6rmed  with  his  reason, 
'Gainst  whom  hath  Cromwell  then  committed 
treason  ? 
Suf.  My  lord,  m^  lord^  your  matter  shall  be 
tried ; 
Meantime  with  patience  content  yourself. 

Crom.  Perforce  I  must  with  patience  be  con- 
tent :-T 
O  dear  friend,  Bedford,  dost  thou  stand  so  near  ? 
Cromwell  rejoiceth  one  friend  sheds  a  tear. 
And  whither  is't?  Which  way  must  Cromwell 
now? 
Card.  My  lord,  yon  must  unto  the  Tower.  Lieu- 
tonant, 
Take  him  unto  your  charge. 

Crom,  Well,  where  you  please :  but  yet  before 
J  part, 


Let  me  confer  a  little  with  my  men. 
Gard.  Ay,  as  yon  go  by  water,  so  yoo  shall. 
Crom.  I  have  some  business  present  to  impart 
Nor.  You  may  not  suy :  lieotenant,  take  your 

charge. 
Crom.  Well,  well,  my  lord,  yoo  second  G8^ 
diner^s  text 
Norfolk,  farewell !  thy  turn  will  be  the  next 

[Ereunt  Ckoicwbll  and  Lieuteuant. 
Gard.  His  guilty  oonscieace  makes  him  rave, 

my  lord. 
Nor.  Ay,  let  him  talk ;  his  time  is  short  enoof^h. 
GordL  My  lord  of  Bedford,  come ;  yoo  weep 
for  him, 
Thar  would  not  shed  even  half  a  tear  for  yno. 
Bed,  It  grieves  me  for  to  see  his  sodden  fall 
Gard»  Snch  success  wish  I  unto  traiton  alL 

[ExetaU, 

SCENE  IV.^London.    A  Street. 
Enter  two  Ciiuens. 

1  Cit.  Why,  can  this  news  be  true  ?  is't  possible? 
The  great  lord  Cromwell  arrested  npoo  tieasoo? 
I  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  so. 

9  Cit.  It  is  top  troe,  air.  Would  it  were  other- 
wise, 
Condition  I  snent  half  the  wealth  I  have } 
I  was  at  Lamoeth,  si^w  biro  there  arrestedj^ 
And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

1  Cit.  What,  was't  for  ^asoo  that  he  was  ooss- 
mitted  ? 

9  Cit.  Kind,  noble  gentletaan  !  I  may  me  cbe 
time: 
All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  by  him ; 
And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  state  is  gone. 

1  Cit,  It  may  be  hoped  that  be  shall  not  die. 
Because  the  king  did  favour  him  so  much. 

S  Cit.  O  sir,  you  are  deceived  in  thinking  so : 
The  grace  and  favour  he  had  with  the  kin^ 
Hath  caused  him  have  so  many  enemies. 
He  that  in  court  secure  will  keep  himself. 
Must  not  be  great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at 
The  shrub  is  safe,  when  as  the  cedar  shakes; 
For  where  the  king  doth  love  above  compare^ 
Of  others  they  as  much  more  envied  are. 

1  Cit.  Tis  pity  that  this  nobleman  sbodd  fall. 
He  did  so  many  diaritable  deeds. 

2  Cit.  *Tis  troe ;  and  yet  yoo  see  in  each  estate  { 
There's  none  so  good,  but  some  one  dotb  him 

hate; 
And  they  before  would  smile  him  in  the  faoe» 
Will  be  the  foremost  to  do  him  disgrace. 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  the  court  ? 

1  Cit  I  care  not  if  I  do,  and  hear  the  news, 
How  men  will  judge  what  shall  become  of  kin. 

9  Cit.  Some  will  speak  hardly,  some  will  speak 
in  pity. 
Go  yoo  to  the  ooort ;  I'll  go  into  the  dty : 
There  I  am  sure  to  he^r  more  news  cbao  ywt 
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1  C(f.  Why  then  soon  will  we  meet  again  j 
adieu !  '^  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V.^A  Ro(m  in  tke  Tower. 
Enter  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Now,  Cromwell,  hast  thoa  time  to  me- 
ditate. 

And  think  upon  thy  state,  and  of  the  time. 

TTiy  honours  came  onsou^ht,ay,and  unlooked  for ; 

Thy  fall  is  sudden,  and  unlooked  for  too. 

What  glory  was  in  England  that  I  had  not  ? 

Wlio  in  this  land  commanded  more  than  Crom- 
well? 

Except  the  king,  who  greater  than  myself  i 

Bnt  DOW  1  see  what  after  ages  shall ; 

The  greater  men,  more  sudden  '}b  their  faU. 

Aod  now  I  do  remember,  the  earl  of  Bedford 

Was  rery  desirous  for  to  ^p€a|c  to  me ; 

And  afterward  sent  unto  me  a  letter, 

The  which  1  think  I  still  have  in  my  pocket. 

Now  may  I  read  it,  for  I  now  have  leisure ; 

And  this  I  take  it  is.  [Reads, 

f*  hU  lord,  come  jiot  this  night  to  Lambeth, 
For  if  you  do,  your  state  is  overthrown ; 
And  much  I  doubt  your  life,  an  if  you  come  i^ 
Then  if  you  love  yourself,  stay  where  you  are." 

0  God,  O  God  !  had  I  but  read  this  letter, 
Then  had  I  been  free  from  the  lion's  paw  : 
Qeferring  this  to  read  until  tn-morrow, 

1  spurned  at  joy,  and  did  embrace  my  !^rrow. 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  Officers,  S^e, 

Now,  master  lieutenant,  when's  ^his  day  of  death  ? 
'  Lteu,  Alas,  my  lord,  would  I  might  never  see  it ! 
Here  are  the  dukes  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
"JVinchester,  Bedford,  and  sir  Richard  IJadcliflTe, 
With  others ;  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 
Crom.  No  matter  wherefore.  Cromwell  is  pre- 
pared. 
For  Gardiner  has  ipy  life  fiid  state  ensnared. 
Bid  them  come  ip,  or  you  shall  do  them  wrong,    • 
Vor  )i^  stands  he  wjip  some  thjnk  lives  too  long. 
Learning  kills  learning,  and,  instead  of  ink 
To  dip  his  pen,  Cromwell's  heart- blood  doth  drink. 

Enter  the  Dukes  of  Svvwolk  and  Norfolk  ;  the 
Ear/ ojf  Bedford,  Gardiner  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester, Sir  Richard  Radclipp>  and  Sir 
Ralph  Sadler. 

Nor.  Good  morrow,  Cromwell.    What,  aloue 

so  sad? 
Crom*  One  good  among  you,  nont  of  you  are 

bad* 
For  my  part,  it  best  fits  me  be  alone; 
Sadness  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one* 
What,  is  the  king  acquainted  with  my  cause  ? 


NoTs  He  is;  and  he  hath  answered  us,  my  lord. 
Crom.  How  shall  I  come  to  speak  with  him  my 

8«»f?  .     ,    r  1. 

Gard.  The  king  is  so  advertised  of  your  guilt, 

He'll  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  presence. 

Crom.  No  way  admit  me !  am  I  so  soon  forgot  f 
Did  he  but  yesterday  embrace  my  neck. 
And  said  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  »'jnsj"  ^ 
And  are  his  princely  ears  so  much  bewitched 
With    scandalous   ignominy,    and    slanderous 

speeche% 
That  now  he  doth  deny  tp  \ook  on  me  t 
Well,  my  lord.of  Winchestc;,  no  doubt  but  you 
Are  much  in  favour  with  his  majesty : 
Will  you  bear  a  letter  from  me  to  his  grace  r 

Gard.  Pardon  me;  1  will  bear  no  traitors  let- 

Crpm.  Ha !— Will  you  do  this  kindness  then? 
tell  him 
By  word  of  mouth  what  I  shall  say  to  you  f 
Gard.  That  will  t. 
Crom.  But,  on  your  honour  will  your 
Gard.  Ay,  on  my  honour.     ^  ,, , .        ,      , 
Crom.  Bear  witness,  lords.— Tell  him,  when  he 
hath  known  you. 
And  tried  your  faith  but  half  so  much  as  mine, 
He'll  find  you  to  be  the  falsest-hearted  man 
In  England:  pray,  tell  him  this. 

Bed.  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  in  these  ex- 
tremes. m\ie    A 
Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  lord  of  Bedford, 

I  know  your  honour  always  loved  me  well : 
But,  pardon  me,  this  still  shall  be  mv  theme ; 
Gardiner's  the  cause  makes  Cromwell  so  extreme. 
Sir  Ralph  Sadler,  1  pray  a  word  with  you ; 

You  were  my  man,  and  all  that  you  possess 
Came  by  my  means :  sir,  to  requite  all  this. 
Say  will  vou  lake  this  letter  here  of  me, 
And  give*  it  with  your  own  hands  to  the  kmgr 
Sad.  I  kiss  your  hand,  and  never  will  I  rest 
Ere  to  the  king  this  be  delivered.  [Exit  Sadler. 
Crom.  Why  tlien  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  fncnd 

in  store. 
Gard.  But  all  the  haste  he  makes  shall  be  but 
vain. 
Here  is  a  discharge  for  your  prisoner. 
To  see  him  executed  pr^schtfy : 

[To  the  lieutenant. 

My  lord,  you  hear  t^le  tenpre  of  your  life. 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it ;  welcome  my  last  date, 
And  of  this  glistering  world  I  take  last  leave  : 
And,  noble  lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
As  wiUingly  I  go  to  meet  with  death, 
Afi  Gardiner  did  pronbunce  it  with  his  breath. 
From  treason  is  my  lieart  as  white  as  soow ; 
}As  death  procured  only  by  my  foe. 

I I  pray  commend  me  to  my  sovereign  kmgi 


'♦  Why  tJUn  soim  will  we  meet  ogam:  adieu  /-The  concluding  ^ord  oC  this  line  Las  beei|  wppHedby 
Mr  Sleevens.    A  rhyme  was  protfalily  intended.— MALOH]^. 
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And  tell  him  in  what  sort  his  Cromwell  died, 
To  lose  his  bead  before  his  cause  was  tried ;  " 
But  let  his  grace,  when  he  shall  hear  my  name, 
Saj  onljr  this;  Gardiner  procured  the  same. 

Enter  Young  Cromwell. 

Lieu,  Here  is  your  son,  sir,  come  to  take  his 

leave. 
Crom.  To  take  his  leate  ?  Come  hither,  Hany 
Cromwell. 
Mark,  boy,  the  last  words  that  I  speak  to  thee : '« 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her; 
Gapt:  not  for  state,  yet  lose  no  spark  of  honour; 
Ambition,  like  the  plague,  see  thou  eschew  it; 
I  d)c  for  treason,  boy,  and  never  knew  it. 
Yet  lei  thy  faith  a**  spotless  be  as  mine. 
And  Cromweirs  virtues  in  thy  face  shall  shines 
C'iine,  go  along,  and  see  roe  leave  my  breath, 
And  I'll  leave  thee  upon  the  flo»ir  of  death. 

Son,  O  father,  I  shall  die  to  see  that  wound  ! 
Your  blood  being  spilt  will  make  my  heart  to 
swound. 
Crom.  How,  boy,  not  dare  to  look  upon  the  axe  ? 
How  shall  1  do  then  to  have  my  head  struck  off  ? 
Come  on,  my  child,  and  see  the  end  of  all; 
And  after  sav,  that  Gardiner  was  my  fall. 

Gard.  My  lord,  you  speak  it  of  an  envious  heart ; 
I  have  done  no  more  than  law  and  equity. 

Bed  O,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  forbear: 
It  would  have  better  seemed  you  to  have  been 

absent, 
Thau  with  your  words  disturb  a  dying  man. 
Crom,  Who  me,  my  lord ?  no :  he  disturbs  not 
me. 
My  mind  he  stirs  not,  though  his  mighty  shock 
Hath  brought  more  peers'  heads  down  unto  the 

block. 
Farewell,  my  hoy !  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath,— 
My  hearty  blessing :— so  I  take  my  leave. 

Exec  1  am  your  death's-mau ;  pray,  my  lord, 

forgive  nie. 
Crom.  Even  with  my  soul.    Wh?  man,  thou 
art  my  doctor, 
And  bring'st  me  precious  physic  for  my  soul. 


My  lord  of  Bedford,  T  desire  of  tqu 
Before  my  death,  a  corporal  emnraet. 
Farewell,  great  lord ;  my  love  I  do  comment 
My  heart  to  you ;  my  soul  to  heaven  I  send. 
This  is  my  joy,  that,  tre  mj  body  Beet, 
Your  honoured  arms  are  my  true  wioding-shestr 
Farewell,  dear  Bedford ;  my  peace  is  ntdt  h 

heaven. 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell,  a  poor  eH  in  Icngtk^ 
To  rise  to  unmeasured  bcnght,  winged  with  new 

strength, 
The  land  of  worms,  whidi  dyins  men  <fiso(wer : 
My  sonl  is  shrined  with  heaven^  celestial  coven 
[Ejpeunt  Cromwell,  dfkers,  ^c 
Bed,  Well,  farewell  CromweU !  s^re  the  truest 

friend 
That  ever  Bedford  shall  possess  agun.— - 
Well,  lords,  I  fear  that  when  diis  man  is  dead, 
Youll  wish  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  head. 

Enter  an  Ofictr  mih  Cboicwsli.^  BeU 

OJL  Here  is  the  head  of  the  deceased  Croat- 

welL 
Bed,  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  heui 
away 
Unto  his  body ;  inter  them  both  in  clay« 

[ExkOfieer, 

Enter  Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sad,  How  now,  my  lords  ?  What,  is  lord  Crom- 
well dead  r 
Bed,  Lord  Cromwell^  body  now  doth  want  a 

head. 
Sad,  O  God !  a  little  speed  had  saved  his  fife. 
Here  is  a  kind  reprieve  come  from  the  king,  ^ 
To  bring  him  straight  unto  his  majesty. 

Suf,  Ay,  ay,  sir  Ralph,  reprieves  come  now  too 

late. 
Gard.  My  conscience  now  tells  me  this  deed 
was  ill. 
Would  Christ  that  Cromwell  were  aKre  again ! 

Nor,  Come  let  us  to  the  king,  who,  well  I  koow, 
Will  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  his  death  was  so. 

{Exeunt  t 


.u      r*  !^  *?  '^  ^'"^'^^  **•  ***^  •"  <K«f;— Speed  Is  the  only  historian  (that  I  have  seen)  wfco  i 
that  the  bill  of  atUioder  agahist  CromweU  did  not  pass  tiU  after  his  death.  In  one  sense  indeed  he  Bifkt 
he  said  to  be  execated  U/ore  hit  anae  wag  tried,  for  it  was  never  lairly  tried ;  bat  the  act  of  pariiaBKiil 
by  which  he  suffered,  received  the  royal  assent  four  days  before  hU  exccution.—MALoif  e. 

»  Mark,  boy,  the  Imt  words  that  I  speak  to  thee  ;^The  anthbr  has  here  departed  ftrom  btotorical  tmtli. 
The  ear  of  tsse*  s  son  was  arrived  to  manhood  some  time  before  the  execution  of  hh  father;  and  hid 
been  called  up  by  sommoos  to  the  house  of  peers,  four  years  before  that  event,  by  the  HUe  of  baios 
Cromwell,  of  Wimbleton,  in  the  county  of  Barry.— Ma  low  b. 

'J  Here  it  a  kind  repriew  tome  from  the  Wiif.— No  reprieve  was  at  any  tfane  sent  for  CrenweU.  The 
unfortunate  statesman,  during  his  confinement  in  the  Tower,  wrote  a  pathetic  letter  to  Henry,  wWc* 
brought  teats  into  the  eyes  of  that  sangu'mary  tyrant,  bat  produced  no  other  eifect— Maia)HB, 
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i^ERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


(lowsrdalb  Senior,  a  Merchant. 
Matthew  Flowbbdale,  his  Son* 
Floweroale  Junior^  Brother  to  the  Merchant. 
Sir  Lahceuot  Spuboock. 
Sir  Arthur  Grebmshield^  a   "J  .     i.         -.^ 

OinrBR,  aDevomhire  Clothier,  >     ^^^*- 
WiATHBRcecK^a  jMirait^e  to  5ir Lancelot  Spur- 
cock. 
CtTETy  m  ibve  tPiM  Frances. 
ACitigen. 


Daffodil,     )  Servantt  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spur- 
Artichoke,   )  cock. 
Dick  and  Ralph,  two  cheating  Gamesters. 
Ruffian,  a  Pander. 

Frances.  \^^8^^^f^  '^  ^  Lancelot  Spur- 
Luce,      3  ^^^• 

CUizen*s  W^e, 

Sheriff  and  Officers;  Lieutenant  and  Soldiers; 
Drawers,  and  other  Attendants. 


SCENE— loiNfofi,  and  the  parts  advent. 


ACTL 


flCSNE  L— Xofuftm.   A  Room  in  Flowrrdalb 
Juniot's  House. 

Muter  Flowsrdalb  Senior,  and  Flowbrdale 
Junior. 

Fhm.  Sen.  Brotber,  from  Veino^  being  thus 
dlsgoiwd, 
1  ooDie  to  proYO  the  faninolin  of  aiy  soiu 


How  hath  he  borne  himself  since  my  departure^ 
I  leaving  Toa  his  jiatron  and  his  guide  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Ffaithi  brother^  so  as  you  will  grieve 
CO  hear, 
And  I  almost  ashamed  to  report  it. 

Flow.  Sen.  Why,  how  is't,  brother?  What,  doth 
he  spend  beyond  tb^  dlowance  I  left  him  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  How  !  beyond  tbatf  onfd  far  more. 


*Coiiccrtiii^gilieeti|gteofthbpfay1«vtegtfene?efiw!ribedto8hatop^ 
aay  ptibaUe  iy polhetk.    It  was  not  entered  on  the  Stationers*  Books,  bat  was  pablUbed  hi  ^eod,  a*  it 
ft^ftatds  by  the  Kmg*a  mtdtt^'*  servants,  and  is  said  hi  the  title*page  to  be  written  by  WUlian  hbakes- 
peaie.    It  was  prteied  by  T.  C.  (Tbomas  Creede)  for  Nathaniel  fiatter,  who  three  years  afterwards' 
pablisbed  King  Lear. 

One  knows  not  which  most  to  admire,  the  impudence  of  the  printer,  in  affixing  oar  great  poet's  name 
to  a  comedy  publicly  acted  at  his  own  theatre,  of  which  it  is  very  improbable  that  he  ibould  have  writ- 
ten a  single  line,  or  Sbalteipeare's  negligence  of  fame  in  luifering  such  a  piece  to  be  imputed  to  him  with- 
•nt  taking  the  least  notice  of  it. 

It  appeals  from  a  paswge  in  the  first  acty  that  this  play  was  written  either  in  the  year  \(M,  or  iOOK 
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Why,  your  exhibition  is  nothing;  He  hath  spent 
th«r,  and  since  hath  borrowed :  protested  with 
oarhs,  alleged  kindred,  to  wring  money  from 
mc,— "  by  tlie  love  I  bore  his  father,— by  the 
fortunes  might  fall  upon  himselfy'^^to  furnish  his 
wants :  that  done,  I  have  had  since  his  bond,  his 
friend  and  friend's  bond.  Although  I  know  that 
he  spends  is  yours,  yet  it  grieves  me  to  see  the 
unbridled  wildness  that  reigns  over  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his 
life  ?  how  is  the  name  of  his  offences  ?  If  they  do 
not  relish  altogether  of  damnation,  his  youth  may 
privilege  liis  wantonness.  I  myself  ran  an  un- 
bridled course  till  thirty,  nay  almost  till  forty : — 
well,  you  see  how  I  am.  For  vice  once  looked 
into  with  the  eyes  of  discretion,  and  well  balan- 
ced with  the  weights  of  reason,  the  course  past 
seems  so  abominable,  that  the  landlord  of  him* 
self,  which  is  the  heart  of  his  body,  will  rather  en- 
tomb himself  in  the  earth,  or  seek  a  new  tenant 
to  remain  in  him ;  which  once  settled,  how  much 
better  are  they  that  in  their  youth  have  known 
all  these  vices,  and  left  them,  than  those  that 
knew  little,  and  in  their  age  run  into  them  ?  Be- 
lieve me,  brother,  they  that  die  most  virtuous, 
have  in  their  youth  lived  most  vicious ;  and  none 
knows  the  danger  of  the  iire  more  than  be  that 
falU  into  it—  But  say,  how  is  the  course  of  his 
life  ?  let's  hear  his  particulars. 

Flow,  Jun.  Why,  I'll  tell  you,  brother;  he  is  a 
continual  swearer,  and  a  breaker  of  his  oaths ; 
which  is  bad. 

Flow.  Sen,  I  grant  indeed  to  swear  is  bad,  but 
not  in  keeping  those  oaths  is  better;  for  who  will 
set  by  a  bad  thing?  Nay,  by  my  faith,  I  hold  this 
rather  a  virtue  than  a  vice.  VVell,  I  pray,  pro- 
ceed. 

Flow.  Jun.  lie  is  a  mighty  brawler,  and  comes 
commonly  by  the  worst. 

F/ow,  Sen,  By  thy  faith  this  is  none  of  the  worst 
neither;  for  if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it 
wili  in  time  make  him  shun  it ;  for  what  briuf^s 
man  or  child  more  to  virtue  than  correction } — 
What  reigns  over  him  else? 

Flow.  Jttn.  He  is  a  great  drinker,  and  one  that 
will  forget  himself. 

,  flow.  S^,  O  best  of  all !  vice  should  be  for- 
gotten :  Id  him  drink  on,  so  he  drink  noc  churches. 
Kay,  an  this  be  the  worst,  I  hold  it  rather  a  hap- 
piness in  him,  than  any  iniquity.  Hath  he  any 
more  attendants? 

Flow.  Jun.  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow 
of  any  man. 

Flow.  Sen  Why  you  see,  so  doth  the  sea ;  it 
borrows  of  all  the  small  currents  in  the  world>  to 
increase  himself. 

Fhw.  Jun.  Ay,  but  the  sea  pays  it  again,  and 
so  will  never  your  son. 

Flow.  Sen.  No  more  would  i^ie  sea  neither,  if 
it  w^ere  «s  dry  as  my  son, 

Wlc».  Jun  Then,  brother,  I  «ee  you  rather  like 


these  vices  in  yosr  sob,  thao  aaj  way  condenM 
them. 

Flow,  Sen.  Nay,  mistake  me  aot,  l^other;  for 
though  I  slur  them  over  now,  as  thin^  slight  and 
nothing,  his  crimes  being  in  the  bud,  it  would  gall 
my  heart,  they  should  ever  reign  in  him. 

M.  Flow.,[tnfhin.]Ho !  who's  within,  bo? 

[M.  Flowzbdale  knocki  witkuL 

Flaw.  Jun.  That's  your  soo;  be  is  come  to  bot- 
row  more  money. 

Flaw.  Sen.  For  God's  sake,  gifve  it  oat  I  an 
dead ;  see  how  he'll  take  it  Say  I  have  brought 
you  news  from  his  father.  I  hate  here  drawn  a 
formal  will,  as  it  were  from  myself,  which  Fll 
deliver  him. 

Flaw.  Jun.  Go  to,  brother,  no  more :  f  will 

M.  Flaw.  Uncle,  where  are  you,  uncle  ?  [Withm, 

Flow.  Jun.  Let  my  cousin  m  there. 

Fhw.  Sen.  1  am  a  sailor  come  from  Venice^ 
and  my  name  is  Christopher. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 


M.  Flaw.'  ^y  the  Lord,  in  truth,  uncle 

Flow.  Jun.  In  truth  would  have  served,  cousin, 
without  the  Lord. 

M,  Flaw.  By  your  leave,  uncle,  the  Lord  is  die 
Lord  of  truth.  A  couple  of  rascals  at  the  gate 
set  upon  me  for  my  purse. 

Flow.  Jun.  You' never  come,  but  you  bring  a 
brawl  in  your  mouth. 

M.  Flow,  By  my  truth,  uncle,  you  must  needs 
lend  me  ten  pound. 

Flaw,  Jun,  Give  my  cousin  some  small  beir 
here 

M,  Flaw.  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  jest 
now.  By  this  light,  I  should  ride  to  Croydon 
Fair,  to  meet  sir  Dmcelot  Spurcock ;  I  should  have 
his  daughter  Luce :  and  tor  scurvy  ten  pound, 
a  man  shall  lose  nine  hundred  three  score  and 
odd  pounds,  and  a  daily  friend  beside !  By  this 
hand,  uncle,  'tis  true. 

Flow.  Jun,  Why,  any  thing  is  true  for  aug^t  I 
know. 

M.  Flaw,  To  see  now !— why  you  shall  have 
my  bond,  uncle,  or  Tom  White's,  James  Brock% 
or  Nick  Hall's ;  as  good  rapier-and-daj^er-nien, 
as  any  be  in  England ;  let's  be  damned  if  we  do 
not  pay  you  :  the  worst  of  us  all  will  not  damn 
ourselves  for  ten  pound.    A  pox  of  ten  pound. 

Flaw.  Jun.  Cousin,  this  is  not  the  first  time  I 
have  believed  you.   ' 

M.  Flaw.  Why,  trust  me  now,  you  know  not 
what  may  fall.  If  one  thing  were  but  tme^  I 
would  not  greatly  care ;  I  should  not  need  ten 
pound  ;-^but  whlen  a  man  cannot  be  belien^ 
there's  it 

Flow.  Jun,  Wliy,  what  is  it,  cousin  ? 

Af .  Flow.  Marry,  this,  uncle.  Can  you  tdl  tot 
if  the  Catharine  anid  Hugh  be  come  home  or  not 

Flow.  Jun.  Ay,  marry,  is't 

M.  Flow.  By  God,  I  thank  you  for  that  new$. 
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What,  Wt  in  the  Pool,  can  yon  tcU  t 
¥km,  Jun,  U  is ;  what  Of  thatf 

M,  Flow.  What  ?  why  then  I  have  sik  pieces 
of  velvet  sent  me;  111  give  you  a  piece,  uncle: 
for  thus  said  the  letter; — A  piece  of  ash-colour, 
t  three-piled  black,  a  colour  de  roy,  a  crimson, 
a  sad  green,  and  a  purple :  yes,  i'faith. 

Fbw,  Jun.  From  whom  should  you  receive  this  ? 

H.  Fiow.  From  whom  ?  why  from  my  father; 
with  commendations  to  you,  uncle ;  and  thus  he 
writes.  I  know,(saith  he,)  thou  hast  much  troub- 
led thy  kind  uncle,  whom,  Ood  willing,  at  my  re« 
torn  I  will  see  amply  satisfied ;  amply,  I  remem- 
ber was  the  very  word :  so  Qod  help  me. 

Fiow.  Jun,  Have  you  the  letter  here  ? 

M.  Flaw,  Yes,  I  have  the  letter  here,  here  is 
die  letter :  no, — yes— no ; — let  me  see ;  what 
breeches  wore  I  o'  Saturday?  Let  me  see:  o' 
Taeiday,  my  calamanco;  o'  Wednesday,  my 
peach-colour  sattin;  o*  Thursday,  my  velufe;  o' 
Fridav,  my  calamanco  again ;  o*  Saturday. — let 
me  sec, — o'  Saturday, — for  in  those  breeches  I 
wore  o*  Saturday  is  the  letter — O,  my  riding 
breeches,  uncle,  those  that  you  thought  had  been 
-velvet ;  in  those  very  breeches  is  the  letter. 

Jiow,  Jun.  When  should  it  be  dated  ? 

M,  Flaw,  Marry,  decimo  tertio  Septembris — 
no,  no ;  decimo  tertio  Octobris ;  ay,  Octobris,  so 
it  is. 

Flaw,  Jun.  Decimo  tertio  Octobris !  and  here 
receive  I  a  letter  that  your  father  died  in  June. 
How  say  you,  Keatert 

Flow.  Sen.  Yes  truly,  sir,  your  father  is  dead; 
these  bands  of  mine  holp  to  wind  him. 

Jir.  JYoa^.  Dead? 

Flaw.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  dead. 

M.  Flaw.  ^SbIood,  how  should  my  father  come 
dead? 

Flow.  Sen.  I'faith,  sir,  according  to  the  old  pro- 
rerb: 
The  child  was  bom,  and  cried, 
Became  a  man,  after  fell  sick,  and  died. 

1^007.  Jun.  Nay,  cousin,  do  not  take  it  so 
heavily. 

M,  jFZon^.  Nay,  I  cannot  weep  you  extempore : 
many,  90cne  two  or  three  days  hence  I  shall  weep 
without  any  stintance. — But  I  hope  he  died  in 
,good  memory. 

Flow.  Sen.  Very  well,  sir,  and  set  down  every 


thing  In  good  ordef  \  aild  dte  Caiharkie  and  Hush 
vou  talk'd  of,  I  came  over  in;  and  I  saw  all  the 
bills  of  lading;  and  the  velvet  that  you  talkM  of, 
here  is  no  such  aboard. 

M.  Flow.  By  Ood,  I  assure  you^  then  there  is 
knavery  abroad. 

Flow.  Sen,  I'll  be  sworn  of  that;  there's  kna- 
very abroad,  although  there  were  never  a  pie^ 
of  velvet  in  Venice. 

M.  Flow.  I  hope  he  died  in  good  estate. 

Flow.  Sen.  To  the  report  of  the  world  he  drd; 
and  made  his  will,  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy 
bearer. 

M.  Flow.  His  will !  have  you  his  will  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Yes,  sir,  and  in  the  presence  of  your 
uncle  I  was  will'd  to  deliver  it.  [Delivert  the  Will, 

Flow.  Jun.  I  hope,  cousin,  now  God  hath  hies* 
sed  you  with  wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful 
of  me. 

M.  Flow,  ni  do  reason,  uncle :  yet,  i*faith,  I 
take  the  denial  of  this  ten  pound  ^rery  hardly. 

Flow.  Jun  Nay,  I  denied  you  not. 

M.  FUm.  By  Gkid,  you  denied  me  directly. 

Flow.  Jun.  rU  be  judged  by  this  good  fellow. 

Flow.  Sen.  Not  directly,  sir. 

M.  Flaw.  Why,  he  said  he  would  lend  me 
none,  and  that  had  wont  to  be  a  direct  denial,  if 
the  old  phrase  hold.  Well,  unde,  come,  we'll 
fall  to  the  legacies,  [readt]  **  In  the  name  of  God, 
Amea — Item,  I  bequeath  to  my  brother  Flower- 
dale,  three  hundred  pounds,  to  pay  such  trivial 
debts  as  I  owe  in  London. 

**  Item,  to  my  son  Mat.  Flowerdale,  I  bequeath 
two  bale  of  false  dice,  videlicet,  high  men  and 
low  men,  fulloms,  stop-cater-traies,  and  other 
bones  of  function.''  ^  'Solood,  what  doth  he  mean 
by  this  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Proceed,  cousin. 

M.  Flow.  **  These  precepts  I  leave  him :  Let 
him  borrow  of  his  oath ;  for  of  his  word  nobody 
will  trust  him.  Let  him  by  no  means  marry  an 
honest  woman ;  for  the  other  will  keep  herself. 
Let  bias  steal  as  much  as  be  can,  that  a  guilty  con- 
science may  forin^  him  to  his  destinate  repen- 
tance :" — I  think  ne  means  hanging.  An  this 
were  (lis  last  will  and  testament,  the  devil  stood 
laughing  at  his  bed's  feet  while  he  made  it.— 
'Sblood,  what  doth  he  think,  to  fob  ofT  his  postc- 
rity  with  paradoxes  ? 


*  Two  haJe  of  fain  dicey  viz.  high  men  and  low  men,  fiilloros,  stop-ca^-traies,  &c.— Tn  the  English 
HogMByP.  1.  p.  5S8  edit.  16hO,  we  are  told,  that  **  high  fuUums,  are  those  dice  which  are  loaded  in  snch 
a  manner  as  seldom  to  ran  any  other  chance  than  four,  five,  or  t^x  ;  low  fullams,  or  low  mrn,  are  those 
which  osoally  ran  one,'  two,  or  three."  Stop-cater-traies  were  probably  dice  prepared  io  such  a  man- 
ner at  frequently  to  exhibit  a  four  and  a  three.  Pistol  in  one  of  his  rants,  in  the  Merrjf  Wives  of  fFtudsotf 
oeations  some  of  these  bones  of  function : 

**  Let  valtures  gripe  thy  guts  !  for  gourd  and /uffum  holds, 
**  And  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor.** — Malo^ne. 
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M.'Fhm.  Ajy  w^;  tmyxinoey  gMd  mde^  let 
me  have  this  ten  poand  :  ^aigide  joa  Kbve  lost 
•it,  or  wort  robb*d'of  kyOr  MiBf«<koiied  yoorself 
so  much ;  aojr  waj  to  niake  it  oooie  «0Miy  Ofl^ 
•food' wide. 

^km,  Jun*  Not »  penny. 

Fiow.  Sen.  Tfaith  lend  it  bins  sir.  I  myself 
bsve  an  estilte  in  the  cily  worth  twenty  pound ; 
aU  that  111  engsge  for  him :  be  saiih  it  concerns 
him  in  a  marriage. 

M.  Flow.  A;^  marry  doth  it  This  is  a  fellow  of 
some <8ense|  this:  cotoe,  good  ande. 

Ficm.  Jun,  Will  yoa  give  yoor  word  A>r  it, 
Kester? 

FUm.  Sen.  I  will,  sir,  willingly. 

Flow.  Jun.  Well,  cousin,  come  to  me  an  hour 
hence,  you  &hall  hare  it  ready. 

Jf.  FAw.  Shall  1  not  faUf 
.  Flow.  Jan.  You  shall  not :  come  or  send. 

M.  Flow.  Nnj  V[\  come  myself. 

Flow.  Sen,  By  my  troth,  would  I  were  your 
worship's  man. 

M.  Flow.  What?  would'st  thou  serve? 

Flow.  Sen.  Very  willingly,  sir. 

M.  Flow.  Why  111  tell  thee  what  thou  shalt  da 
Thou  say'st  thou  hast  twenty  pound :  go  into 
Bircbin-Lane,  put  thyself  into  clothes:  thou  shalt 
ride  with  me  to  Crovdon  fair. 

Fhw.  Sen.  I  thank  you,  sir,  i  will  attend  you. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  uncle,  you  will  not  foil  me  an 
lM>ur  hence  ?  • 

Fhw.  Jun  I  will  not,  cousin. 

M.  Flow.  What's  thy  name?  Kester? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir. 

M.  Flow,  Well,  provide  thyself:  uncle^  faro- 
well  till  anon.  [Exit  M.  FtowERDALE. 

Flow.  Jun.  Dk*otber,  bow  do  you  like  your  son  ? 

Fkfw.  Sen.  Tfaith  brother,  like  a  mad  unbrid- 
led colt. 
Or  as  a  hawk,  that  never  stoop'd  to  lure : 
The  one  must  be  tamed  with  an  iron  bit, 
The  other  most  be  watched,  or  btill  she's  wild.  ^ 
Such  is  my  son ;  a  while  let  him  be  so; 
For  counsel  still  is  folly's  deadly  foe. 
I'Jl  serve  his  youth,  for  youth  most  have  his 

course ; 
Por  being  restrained,  it  makes  kim  ten  times 

worse : 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  be  named. 
Time  may  recale,  and  oil  bis  madness  tamed. 

[Eteunt. 


SCENE  n.^Tke  l^k  Mtroet  m  Crcfion.  Jm 
Inn  oppom>ingy  mUk  on  open  drimkin^^oilik 
Ufitreii. 

fiiifrr  Sir  Lancelot  S^rocoox^  WftaTttvwocs, 
Daffodil,  AmticffoviyLocc,  rnnd  Fa 


5^  Lane  Sirraby  Artichoke,  get  you  home  be- 
fore; 
And  as  you  proved  yourself  a  calf  in  Iniyiiift 
Drive  borne  yoar  mUow  calves  that  yon  mts 
bought. 

Art.  Yes,  forsooth:  Shall  not  my  fellow  Di^ 
fodil  go  along  with  me  ? 

Sir  lane.  No,  aii^  no;I  must  have  one  to  w«t 
on  mew 

Art.  DafiEbdil,  farewell,  good  fellow  DafeA. 

You  may  sea,  mistress,!  am  set  up  by  the  halvo; 

Instead  of  waitif«  on  you,  I  am  sent  to  drife 

home  calves.  {Eait. 

5ir  jLoiic.  riaitb,  Franke,  I  must  turn  away  this 
Oafibdil; 
He*s  grown  a  very  foolish  sawcy  felhnv. 

F^an.  Indeed  ia,  father,  he  was  so  since  I  bad 
him; 
Before,  be  was  wise  eooo^  for  a  foolish  servia( 
man. 

Weath.  But  what  say  you  to  me,  »r  Lancdot? 

Sir  Lane  O,  about  my  daughters  ?— well,  I  will 
go  forward. 
Here's  two  of  thefl[i,Ood  save  them ;  bat  tbe  tbini, 
O  she's  a  stranger  in  her  oour^  of  life : 
She  hath  refus^  you,  master  Weatherco^. 

Weath.  Ay  by  the  rood,  sir  Lancelot,  that  she 
hath ;  but  had  she  tried  me,  she  should  have  foaad 
a  man  of  me  indeed. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay  be  not  «ngry,  sir,  at  her  denial ; 
She  hath  refused  seven  of  die  worsbipfalPst 
And  worthiest  house-keepers  this  day  in  Kent; 
Indeed  she  will  not  marry,  I  suppose. 

Weath.  The  more  fool  she. 

Sir  Lane.  What,  is  it  folly  to  love  chastity! 

Weath.  No,  no,  mistake  me  not,  sir  Lancekt; 
But  'tis  an  old  proverb,  and  you  know  it  w«U» 
That  women,  dying  maids,  lead  apes  in  hdL 

Sir  lane.  That  is  a  foolish  proverb  and  a  fabe. 

Weath.  By  the  mass,  I  think  it  be,  and  there- 
fore let  it  go :  but  who  shall  marry  with  mistresi 
Frances? 

I^an.  By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  nany- 
ing  me,  sister. 

Luce.  Peace,  let  them  talk 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  diey  walk. 

Dqf.  ^tences  still,  sweet  nustress  I 


'  Omtahmtkf 

tfuut  be  watch'd,  or  still  she's  wild.^See  tbe  Taming  of  a  Shrew,  last  edit  vol  IIL  p.  411. 

fiTF.CVE^S. 

^'o  allusions  are  more  freqaeat  in  the  old  comedirs  than  those  referring  to  tbe  sport  of  hawking.  WiU 
hawks  ar«  tamed  by  keeping  them  from  sleeping.  The  fakoaen  sit  an  l^  taiHi  to  watch  tliem,  or  they 
will  still  continue  wild.— PsacT.  4 
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Too  have  a  wit,  an  it  were  yoar  alabaster. 
Xaca.  Ffaitfay  and  tby  tongoe  trips  trendunore. 
Sir  Lane  No  of  my  knigbtlMK)^  not  a  suitor 

Alai,  Opd  help  ber,  silly  8:irl,  a  foo!,  a  Tcry  fool ; 
Bat  there's  the  otbet  Uack-browa,  a  sbrewd*girl^ 
^  hath  wit  at  will,  and  suitors  two  or  three; 
Sir  Arthur  Greeeshield  one,  a  gallanl  knight, 
/i  faliant  soldier,  but  his  power  but  poor : 
Thai  diere^s  young  Oliver,  tbe  De'nstiire  lad, 
A  wary  leUow,  marrv  fall  of  wit. 
And  rich  by  the  rood :  But  there'ii.a  third,  all  air, 
L'gk  as  a  'featlter,  changing  as  the  wind ; 
Young  Flowerdale, 

Ifiea/A.  O  he,  iir^  he's  a  desperate  Dick  indeed ; 
Bar  hioi  your  hooae. 

Sir  Lane.  Fie,  sir,  not  so ;  be^  of  good  pa- 
rentage. 

Weatk,  By  my  fay  and  so  be  is,  and  a  proper 


Sir  Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,  bad  be  good  qua- 
lities. 
Weatk,  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point,  sir  Lanoe- 
ioi:  for  there's  an  old  saving. 

Be  be  rich,  or  be  he  poor. 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low ; 
Be  be  bom  in  bam  or  hall, 
Tis  manners  makes  the  man  and  all. 
Sir  Lane.  You  are  in  the  right,  nutter  Weather- 
cock. 

JSn^er  Civet. 

Civ.  ^Soul,  I  think  I  am  sure  crossed  or  witch'd 
with  an  owl :  I  have  haunted  them,  inn  after  inn, 
booth  after  booth,  yet  cannot  find  them.  Ha, 
Tender  they  are ;  that's  she.  I  hope  to  God  'tis 
the;  nay,  i  know  'tis  she  now,  for  she  treads  her 
shoe  a  httle  awrr. 

Sir  Lane.  Where  is  this  inn  ?  we  are  past  it, 
Daflbdil. 

Daf.  Tbe  good  sign  is  here,  sir,  but  tbe  back 
gSte  is  before. 

Civ.  Save  you,  sir.  I  pray,  may  I  borrow  a 
piece  of  a  word  with  you  ? 

Dafi  No  pieces,  sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  the  whole.  I  pray,  sir,  what 
may  yonder  gentlewoman  be  ? 

Dqf.  They  may  be  ladies,  sir,  if  the  destinies 
-and  mortality  work. 

Civ.  What's  her  name,  m  ? 

Dqf.  Mistress  Frances  Spurcock,  sir  Lancelot 
fipnrcock's  daoghter. 

Civ.  Is  sbe  a  maid,  sir  ? 

Bfl^  Yon  may  ask  Pluto  and  dame  Proserpine 
Ihat ;  I  would  he  lotk  to  be  riddM,  sir. 


Ci9k  is  she  married,  I  mean,  sir  ^ 

Drf.  The  Fates  know  not  yet  what  i 
shall  make  her  weddittg  shoes. 

Civ.  I  pray  where  inn  you,  sir  ?  I  would  be  very 
glad  to  bestow  the  wine  of  thH  giBfitlewoman. 

Daf.  At  the  George,  sir. 

dv.  God  save  yon,  sir. 

Daf.  I  pray  your  name,  sir? 

Civ.  My  name  is  roaster  Civet,  sir. 

Dtff.  A  sweet  name  !  God  he  wil^  jrom  good 
master  Civet.  {Eni  Cxtbs'^ 

Sir  Lane.  Ha,  have  lae  spy'd  you,  stout  -St 
George?  For  all 
Your  dragon,  you  h^i  best  sell  ua  aood  wina 
That  needs  no  ivy-busli.   Well,  wMril  not  sit  by  it^ 
As  you  do  on  your  horse :  This  room  shall  seme  :— 
Drawer. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Let  me  have  sack  for  us  old  men ; 

For  these  girls  and  knaves,  small  wines  are  the 

best. 
A  pint  of  sack,*-no  more. 
Draw.  A  quart  of  sack  in  the  Three  Tuns. 

[Exit. 
Sir  Lane.  A  pint,  draw  but  a  pint.    Daffodil, 
call  for  wine  to  make  yourselves  drink. 

Fran.  And  a  cup  of  small  beer,  and  a  cake, 
good  Daffodil. 

[Daffodil  goes  into  the  Houie^  and  re- 
tumt  with  Wine,  Hcc. 

Ruler  M^Tiowmn^kLT^and  Flows&dale  Senior 
oi  hiiSersDoni^ 

M.  Flow.  How  now !  fitb^  sit  in  the  open  room  ? 
Now  good  sir  Lancelot,  and  my  kind  friend,  wor- 
shipful master  Weathercock  I  What,  at  your  pint } 
A  quart,  for  shame. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  roystor,  by  your  leave  we  will 
away. 

M.  Fkhv,  Come,  give  us  some  muuc,  we'll 

f)  dance.    Be  gone,  sir  Lancelot !  wha^  and 
air  day  too? 
Sir  Lane.  Tweie  fouUy  done,  to  danoa  within' 

the  Fair. 
M.  Flow.  Nay  if  you  say  so,  fairest  of  aH  Fair% 
then  I'll  not  dance.  A  pox  upon  my  tailor,  he 
hath  spoird  me  a  peach-colour  sattin  suit,  cut 
upon  cloth  of  silver ;  ^  but  if  erer  the  rascal  serve 
me  such  another  trick,  1*11  give  him  leave,  i'faitbt 
to  put  me  in  the  calendar  of  fools,  and  you,  and 
you  sir  Lancelot,  and  roaster  Weathercock.  My 
goldsmith  too  on  t'other  side — I  bespoke  tliee, 
Looe,  a  earoanet  of  gold, '  and  thought  thou 


*  Oat  %poin  eMk  ofHher, — i.  e.  with  cloth  of  silver  placed  under  all  tbe  cuff,  openion,  or  ilashet  in  it* 
f*  Cloth  of  geld  and  cuW*  is  mentioned  in  Much  Jdaaiout  Nothtaj^,  last  edit.  vol.  il.  p.  82!^.— Stcevex«. 
'  A  carcaoet  of  gold  —A  carcaoet  was  an  ornament  for  the  neck  formerly  worn. — Malosts. 
Ut  note  OA  the  Pema/y  o/Errort^  last  edit  vol.  ii.  p.  19^«— Stesvin s. 
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sbould'st  have  had  it  for  a  fairihg ;  and  the  roeoe 
'puts  roe  in  reraees  for  orient  pearl;  ^  but  thou 
abalt  have  it  by  Sunday  night,  wench. 

lU'enter  Drawer, 

Draw,  Sir,  here  is  one  hath  sent  you  a  pottle 
of  Rhenish  wine,  brewed  with  rose-water.  ^ 

M.  Flow.  To  me  ? 

Draw.  No,  sir ;  to  the  knight;  and  desires  his 
Bore  acquaintance. 

Sir  Lane.  To  me  ?  what's  he  that  proves  so 
kind? 

Daf,  I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  name,  ur. 
He  hath  a  month's  mind  ^  here  to  mistress  Fran- 
ces ;  his  name  is  master  Civet. 

Sir  Lane.  Call  him  in,  Daflfodil. 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

JIf.  Flow.  Of  I  know  him,  sir ;  he  is  a  fool,  but 
reasonable  rich ;  his  father  was  one  of  these  lease 
mongers,  these  corn-mongers,'  these  money  mon- 
gers ;  hot  he  never  had  the  wit  to  be  a  whore- 
Bonger. 


Enter  Civet. 

Sir  Lane.  I  promise  you,  sir,  you  are  at  too 
much  charjge. 

Civ.  The  charge  is  small  charge,  sir ;  I  thank 
God,  my  father  left  me  wherewithal.  If  it  please 
you,  sir,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  this  genttewofoaa 
here,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Sir  Lane.  I  thank  you,  sir.  Please  you  to  come- 
to  Lewsharo, 
To  my  poor  house  you  shall  be  kindly  welcome. 
I  knew  your  father;  he  was  a  wary  husband.'^— 
To  pay  here,  drawer. 

Draw.  All  is  paid,  sir;  this  genUeman  btfik 
paid  all. 

Sir  Lone.  Ffaidi,  you  do  us  wrong ; 
But  we  shall  live  to  make  amends  ere  long. 
Master  Flowerdale,  is  that  your  man  ? 

M.  Flow,  Yes  Yaith,  a  good  old  knave. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay  then  I  think 
You  wiU  turn  wise,  now  you  take  such  a  serrant: 
Come,you*ll  ride  with  us  to  Lew^ham;  let*sawaj; 
Tis  scarce  two  hours  to  the  end  of  day. 

\Ext»U 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  l.^A  Road  near  Sir  Lahcelot  Spur- 
cock's  House,  in  Kent. 

Enter  Sir  AtLinvtL  Grcemshi  eld,  Oliver,  Lieu' 
tenanty  and  Soldiers. 

Sir  Arth.  lieuteuant,  lead  your  soldiers  to  the 
ships, 
There  let  them  have  their  coats ;  at  their  arrival 


They  shall  liave  pay.  Farewell;  look  to  yoor 
charge. 

Sol.  Ay,  we  are  now  sent  away,  and  cannot  so 
much  as  speak  with  our  friends. 

Oli,  No  man  v,  hat  e'er  you  used  a  zuch  a  fasbioo, 
thick  you  cannot  take  your  leave  of  your  vreeos. 

Sir  Arth.  Fellow,  no  more :  lieutenant,  lead 
them  off. 

SoL  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  pay  and  my  dotho, 
ril  venture  a  running  away,  tnough  I  hang  for*t. 


&: 


^  And  the  rogue  puts  me  in  rerages /or  orient  pearl. — RerageSf  I  suppose,  is  for  arrearages,  which  pro* 
lerly  signifies  tlie  remainder  of  an  accompt  or  sum  of  money  in  the  hands  of  an  accomptant,  [arrieni^ 
>.]  and  might  thence  be  applied  to  signify  old  goods  left  behind  or  on  band  as  unsaleable. — Malohb. 

Perhaps  rerages  has  here  the  same  meaning  as  refuse.  The  rear  of  an  army  is  the  hindmost  divisioo  of 
it.  Mtearages  therefore  may  signify  such  pearls  as  have  been  left  behind,  after  all  the  belter  sort  had 
bees  selected  from  them — Stbevbns. 

^  Sir,  here  is  one  that  hath  sent  you  a  pottle  of  Rhenish  wine,  brewed  soith  rose-water. — It  seems  to  have 
been  formerly  a  very  common  custom  at  taverns,  to  send  presents  of  wine  from  one  room  to  another,  either 
as  a  memorial  of  friendship,  or  (as  in  the  present  instance)  by  way  of  introduction  to  acquaintance.  Of 
the  existence  of  this  practice  the  following  anecdote  of  Ben  Jonson  and  the  iugenioos  bishop  Corbet 
(which  has  not,  1  believe,  been  printed)  furnish^  a  proof :  *'  Ben  Jonson  was  at  a  tavern,  and  in  coa« 
biihop  Corbet  (but  not  so  then)  into  the  next  room.  Ben  Jonson  calls  for  a  quart  of  raw  wine,  and  give* 
it  the  tapster.  Sirrah,  (says  he)  carry  this  to  the  genileroan  in  the  next  chamber,  and  tell  him  1  sacri- 
flce  my  service  to  him.  The  fellow  did ;  and  In  those  words.  Friend,  says  Dr  Corbet,  1  thaniL  him  for 
his  love;  but  pr'ythee  tell  him  from  me,  he  is  mistaken i  for  sacrifices  are  always  humL"  Jfcrrj  Fet- 
sages  andJeasts,  MSS.  liarL  e39d.^MALOifE. 

^  A  month's  mmri— See  note  on  the  Two  Qent.  of  Verona,  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  135.— -StBpvBWS. 

^  His  father  was  one  of  these  lease-mongers,  thaso  corn-mongers.— 'i  his  should  leem  to  allude  losoae 
particular  transactions ;  but  to  what  it  refers,  I  have  not  been  able  to  leam.«-M  alohb. 

I  believe  he  alludes  to  i\^t  monopolies  9%  much  complained  of  about  the  time  when  this  play  may  besBK* 
posed  to  have  been  written. — Steevens. 

*^  He  was  a  wary  husband  — A  prudent  manager.— Ma  lore* 

The  person  who  manages  the  repairs  and  fitting  out  of  an  East  India  ship  is  still  called  her  has- 

^ARd.— STBBTE!«S. 
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Sir  Arth,  Aw^,  sirrah ;  cfwrm  joor  tongae. " 
[Exeunt  lACutenant  and  SMUn, 

OU,  Bid  yoa  m  presaer,  sir  ? 

Sir  Arth.  I  am  a  commander,  sir,  under  the  king. 

OU.  'Sfoot  roan,  an  yon  be  ne*er  zuch  a  com- 
mander, shud  ^a  spoke  with  my  vreens  before  I 
chid  'a  gone ;  so  shud. 

Sir  Arth,  Content  yourself,  man ;  my  authority 
will  stretch  to  press  so  good  a  man  as  you. 

OIL  Press  me?  I  devv;  press  scoundrels,  and 
thy  messels.  Press  me  f  che  scorns  thee  i'faith ; 
for  seest  thee,  here's  a  worshipful  knight  knows, 
cham  not  to  be  pressed  by  tbee. 

£fiter  Sir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  Af.  Flow- 
CRDALE,  Flowerdale  Senior^  Lxjce,  and 
Frances. 

Sir  Lane  Sir  Arthur,  welcome  to  Lewsham; 
welcome  by  my  troth.  What's  the  matter,  man? 
why  are  you  vext? 

06.  Why,  roan,  he  would  press  me. 

Sir  Line,  O  fie,  sir  Arthur,  press  him  ?  he  is  a 
inao  of  reckoning. 

Weath.  Ay,  that  he  is,  sir  Arthur ;  he  hath  the 
nobles,  the  golden  ruddocks,  he.  '^ 

Sir  Arth,  The  fitter  for  the  wars ;  and  were  he 
not 
Id  fa?our  with  your  worships,  he  should  see 
That  I  have  power  to  press  so  good  as  he. 

OU,  Chill  stand  to  the  trial,  so  cliiU. 

M,  Flow,  Ay  marrv  shall  he.  Press  cloth  and 
kersey, ''  white-pot  *♦  and  drowsen  broth  !  "  tut, 
tut,  oe  cannot. 

OU,  Well,  sir,  though  you  see  vlouten  cloth  and 
MTscy,  che  *a  zeen  zutch  a  karsey-coat  wear  out 
^  town  sick  a  zilken  jacket  as  thick  as  one  you 
wear. 

Af,  Flow,  Well  said,  vlittan  vlatun.  '* 

OU,  Ay,  and  well  sed  cocknell,  and  Bow>bell 


too. ''    What   do'st  think  cham  aveard  of  thy 
zilken-coat  ?  no  vear  vor  thee. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay  come,  no  more ;  be  all  lovers 
and  friends. 

Weath,  Ay,  'tis  best  so,  good  master  Oliver. 

M,  Flow,  Is  your  name  master  Oliver,  I  pray  you  ? 

OU,  What  dt  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  you. 

M  Flow,  No,  but  Fd  gladly  know  if  a  man 
might  not  have  a  foolish  plot  out  of  master  Oliver 
to  work  upon. 

OIL  Work  thy  plots  upon  me  I  stand  aside ; 
work  thy  foolish  plots  upon  me,  chil  so  use  thee, 
thou  wert  never  so  used  since  thy  dame  bound 
tliy  head.  Work  upon  me ! 

M,  Flow,  Let  him  come,  let  him  come. 

OU.  Zyrrha,  Zyrrha,  if  it  were  not  vor  shame, 
che  would  'a  given  thee  zuch  a  whister-poop  un- 
der the  ear,  che  would  have  made  thee  a  vanged 
another  at  my  feet.  Stand  aside,  let  me  loose ; 
cham  all  of  a  vlaroing  fire-brand ;  stand  aside. 

M,  Flow,  Well,  I  forbear  you  for  your  friends' 
sake. 

OIL  A  vig  for  all  my  vreens ;  do'st  thou  tell 
me  of  my  vreens? 

Sir  Lane,  No  more,  good  master  Oliver;  no 
more. 
Sir  Arthur.    And,  maiden,  here  in  the  sight 
Of  all  your  suitors,  every  man  of  worth, 
ril  tell  you  whom  I  fainest  would  prefer 
To  the  hard  bargain  of  your  marriage-bed : 
Shall  I  be  plain  among  you,  gentlemen  ? 

Sir  Arth,  Ay,  sir,  it  is  best 

Sir  Lane.  Then,  sir,  first  to  you. 
I  do  confess  you  a  most  gallant  knight* 
A  worthy  soldier,  and  an  honest  man ; 
But  honesty  maintains  not  a  French-hood ; 
Goes  very  seldom  in  a  chain  of  i^old ; 
Keeps  a  small  train  of  servants ;  hath  few  friends 
And  for  this  wild  oats  here,  young  Flowerdale, 


''  Jw^f  tirrah ;  charm  your  tongue. — This  phrase,  which  ocean  frequently  in  our  old  dramas,  means 
■0  more  than  hold  year  peace.    So  in  King  Henry  VI.  P.  tL 
"  This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
**  And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue*" 
Asaio,  In  Othello  : 

"  With  Caasio,  mistress :  Go  to  :  charm  your  foN^ ue.**— Malonk. 
See  note  on  Otketto,  last  edit.  Vol.  X.  p.  •I«.«-Stbbtens. 

"  1%e  Molden  ruddocks  Ae.— The  ruddock  Is  the  red-breast.  This  cant  phrase  for  money  has  already 
•ccarred  in  Sir  John  Oldcattle : 

**  Beshrew  me  but  my  fingers*  ends  do  itch 

**  To  be  upon  those  golden  mddpcks."— Malonb. 

'^  Jy  marry  $haU  he.  Press  cloth  and  keney. — Allading  to  the  manufacture  of  the  Devonshire  clothier. 
PlRtY. 

*♦  rrftite-pd/.— This  is  a  fiaVoarlte  dish  in  DeVonhire.— Percy. 

'^  Drowsen-6rotfc  ;  i.  e.  grounds  of  beer  boiled  up  with  herbs.  It  is  a  common  beverage  for  servants, 
«c.  in  Devonsfiire.— StSbveiis. 

'^  ffelt  said  vliitan  vlattan. — These  seem  to  be  made  words,  merely  to  ridicule  the  clotbier^s  sounding 
ao  f.  like  a  v.-*MALOirB. 

*'  Jy^  and  well  §ed  coclmel  and  Bow-bell  too.— 'A  cocknell  is  in  old  language  what  we  now  call  a 
<*cfc»^;  a  mere  Londoner,  bom  within  the  touori  of  Bow-belL  Cockney  originally  seems  to  have  meant  a 
Cwdliag  I  one  too  tenderly  and  effeminately  brought  np.  Cotgimve  renders  the  word  by  Mignotf  Niaie* 
Maloms. 
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I  win  not  jndpe.    God  dan  work  miracles ; 
But  he  were  better  make  a  hundred  new. 
Than  thee  a  thrifty  and  an  honest  one. 

Weath,  Believe  me^  be  hath  bit  yoo  there ;  he 
\M(h  touch'd  YOU  to  the  onidc ;  ihat  he  hath. 

M.  Flow.  Woodcock  o'  mj  side !  Why,  master 
Weatheroocky  yoo  know  I  am  honest,  howsoever 
trifles— 

Weatk  Now  by  my  troth  I  know  no  otherwise. 
Oy  your  old  mother  was  a  dame  indeed; 
Heaven  hath  her  scral,  and  my  wife*8  too,  I  trust; 
And  your  good  father,  honest  gentleman. 
He  it  gone  a  journey,  as  I  bear,  fieur  hence. 

M,  FUm,  Ay,  Ood  be  praised,  he  is  far  enough ; 
He  is  gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Paradise, 
And  left  me  to  cut  a  caper  against  care. 
Luce,  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  as  air. 

Luce,  rfaith  Hike  not  shadows,  bobbles, bi;eath; 
I  bate  a  lAght  o'  /ove,  as  I  hate  death. 

Sir  Lane.  Girl,  bold  thee  there:  look  on  this 
De'nsbire  lad ; 
Fat,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  purse  and  person. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  bath  made 
me.  You  know  me  well  ivin  ;  cha  have  three- 
Score  pack  of  karsey  at  Blackem-Hall,  ^  and  chief 
credit  beside ;  and  my  fortunes  may  be  so  good 
as  another's,  zo  it  may. 

iMce,  Tis  you  I  love,  whatsoever  others  say. 

Sir  ArtK  Thanks,  fairest. 

M.  Flow.  What,  woold'st  thou  have  me  quar- 
rel with  him  f 

FUm,  Sen.  Do  but  say  be  shaH  hear  from  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Yet,  gentlemen,  howsoever  I  prefer 
This  De'ushire  suitor,  Fll  enforce  no  love ; 
Mv  daushter  shall  have  liberty  to  choose 
Whom  Mie  likes  best  In  your  love-suit  proceed : 
Not  ail  of  yoo,  but  only  one  must  speed. 

Weath*  Vou  have  said  well ;  indeed  right  well. 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Art.  Mistress,  here's  one  would  speak  with 
you.  My  fellow  Daftodil  hath  him  in  the  cellar 
already ;  he  knows  him ;  be  met  him  at  Croydon 
Iklr. 

Sir  Lane.  0 1  remember;  a  little  man. 

Art.  Ay,  a  very  little  man. 

Sir  Lane.  And  yet  a  proper  man. 

Art.  A  very  proper,  venr  little  man. 

iSir  Lane.  His  name  is  Monsieur  Civet 

Art,  The  same,  sir. 

Sir  Lane.  Come,  gentlemen,  if  other  suitors 
come, 
My  foolish  daughter  will  be  fitted  too  t 
But  Delia,  my  saint,  no  roan  dare  move. 

[Eseunt  all  butM.  Flowerdale,  Ouver, 
and  Flowebdalb  Senior, 

JIf.  Flow.  Hark  you,  sir,  a  word. 


OR,  What  ban  yon  say  to  me  now  ? 

3L  Flow,  You  shall  bear  from  me>  and  dttt 
very  shortly. 

Oli.  Is  that  all?  vare  thee  well:  che  vere  thee 
not  a  vig.  [E«/  Olivbr. 

M.  Flow.  What  if  be  should  come  more  ?  I  am 
fairly  dress'd. 

ihw.  Sen.  1  do  not  mean  that  you  shall  floeet 
with  him ; 
But  presently  we'll  jgo  and  draw  arwill. 
Where  well  set  down  land  that  we  never  saw; 
And  we  will  have  it  of  so  large  a  sum. 
Sir  Lancelot  shall  entreat  you  take  his  datagMer. 
This  being  form'd,  give  it  roaster  Weathercock, 
And  make  sir  Lancelot's  daughter  heir  of  all : 
And  roake  him  swear  never  to  show  the  will 
To  anv  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
This  done,  the  foolish  changing  Weathercock 
Will  straight  discourse  unto  sir  Lancelot 
The  form  and  tenor  of  your  testament 
Ne'er  stand  to  pause  of'^it ;  be  ruled  bv  me : 
What  will  ensue,  that  shall  you  quickly  see. 

M.  Flow.  Come,  let's  about  it ;  if  that  a  will, 
sweet  Kit, 
Can  get  the  wench,  I  shall  renown  thy  wit. 

.        [Eieunti 

SCENE  II«— J  Room  in  Sir  Lancelot's  House. 

Enter  DafI^dil  end  Lues. 
Vqf.  Mistress  !  still  froward  ?  No  kind  loda 
onto  your  Da£bdil  ?  Now  by  the  gods — 

Luce.  Away,  you  foolish  knave ;  let  my  band  go. 
Dqf.  There  »  your  band ;  but  this  shall  |p 
with  roe ; 
My  heart  is  thine ;  this  is  my  true  love's  fee. 

[Takesoffher  Bractkt. 
Luce.  Ill  have  your  coat  stripp'd  o*er  your  ean 
for  this, 
You  saucy  rascal. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane,  How  now,  maid  !  what  b  the  nevs 
with  you  ? 

Luce.  Your  man  is  something  saucy. 

[Exit  Lcct. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  to,  sirrah ;  Fll  talk  with  yoo  anoa 

Daf.  Sir,  I  am  a  man  to  be  talked  withal;  I 
am  no  horse,  1  trow.  I  know  my  strength,  thea 
no  more  than  so. 

Weath.  Ay,  by  the  roakins,  good  sir  Laooelst; 
I  saw  him  the  other  day  hold  up  the  bucklers,  '* 
like  an  Hercules.  Ffaitb  God-a-mercy,  lad,  I  like 
thee  well. 

Sir  Lane  Ay,  ay,  like  him  well.     Go  sinfib, 
fetch  mc  a  cup  of  wine, 
That,  ere  I  part  with  master  WeatbercodK, 


'*  Thvmewre  paekt  •fkatu§  ai  Blaefcras»HalU»He 
sitory  of  woollen  (^oods. — Malohb 


s  BtelbMlf-ilalf,  in  Laodoo,  the  grca*  r^^ 
'»'/  M»  Aim  lAe  oUm  iiy  hold  up  the  buclUers.— Ole  who  was  victorious  in  mock-combat  waa  mii  ^ 
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We  may  diink  down  our  farewell  in  French  wine. 
[Exit  Daffodil.  ' 
Weath,  I  thank  you^  ur;.I  thank  yoo,  friendly 
knight 
m  come  and  visit  you ;  by  the  mouse- footi  will  :^ 
Id  the  mean  time,  take  heed  of  cutting  Flower- 
dale:" 
He  b  a  desperate  Dick,  I  warrant  you. 

Jie-mter  Daffodil. 

Sir  Lmc.  He  is,  he  is.  Fill,  Daffodil,  fill  me 
some  wine.  Ha !  what  wears  he  on  his  arm  ? — 
My  daughter  Luce's  bracelet  ?  ay,  'tis  the  same. 
Ha*  to  you,  master  Weathercoclu 

WeatL  I  thank  you,  sir.  Here,  Daffodil ;  an 
honest  fellow,  and  a  tall  thou  art.^  Well ;  Fll 
take  my  leave,  good  knight;  and  I  hope  to  have 
you  and  all  your  daughters  at  my  poor  house ;  in 
good  sooth  I  must. 

Sir  Lane.  Thanks,  master  Weathercock;  I 
ehall  be  bold  to  trouble  you,  be  sure. 

Weath,  And  welcome.    Heartily  farewell. 

[Exit  Weath EBCocK. 

Sir  Lane  Sirrah,  I  saw  my  daqghter's  wronc, 
and  withal  her  bracelet  on  your  arm.  Off*  with 
it,  and  with  it  ray  Kvery  too.  Have  i  care  to  see 
my  daughter  naatch'd  with  men  of  worship  ?  and 
ve  you  grown  so  bold  ?  Go^  nrrah,  from  my 
house,  or  111  whip  you  hence. 

Btf  ni  not  be  whipp'd,  sir ;  tbeve's  your  livery : 
This  IS  a  servingman's  reward :  what  care  I? 
I  have  means  to  trust  to ;  I  scorn  service,  I. 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

Sir  Lane,  Ay,  a  lusty  knave;  but  £  must  let 
him  go : 
Our  servants  must  be  taught  what  they  should 
know.  [Exit. 

SCENE  UL^Anoiher  Room  in  tke  same. 
Enter  Sir  Authur,  and  Luce. 

lAue,  Sir,  as  I  am  a  maid,  I  do  a£^t 
Too  above  any  suitor  that  I  have ; 
AkhoQgh  that  soldiers  scarce  know  how  to  love. 

Sir  Arth,  I  am  a  .soldier,  and  a  gentleman 
^aows  what  belongs  to  war,  what  to  a  lady. 
What  man  offends  me,  that  my  sword  shall  right ; 
What  woman  loves  me,  Tm  her  faithful  kni^it. 

Luce,  I  neither  doubt  your  valour,  nor  your  love. 
But  there  be  some  that  bear  a  soldier^s  fprm. 
That  swear  by  him  th^  never  think  iupon ; 


Go  swoffiering  up  and  down  from  boose  to  boose, 
Crying,^M/;>atfi  a(^ 

Sir  Arth.  Tftiith,  lady,  111  dMory  yoo  such  a 
man. 
Of  them  there  be  many  whidi  yon  have  spoke  of, 
That  bear  the  name  and  shape  of  soldien, 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  seldom  saw  the  war : 
That  haunt  your  Uvems  and  vour  ordinaries^ 
Your  aIe*houses,  sometimes,  for  all  alike. 
To  uphold  the  brutish  humour  of  their  minds. 
Being  mark'd  down  for  tbe  bondmen  of  despair : 
Their  mirth  begins  in  wine,  but  ends  in  blood ; 
Their  drink  is  clear,  but  their  conceits  are  inud. 

Luce.  Yet  these  are  great  gentlemen  soldiers. 

Sir  Arth,  No,  they  are  wretched  slaves, 
Whose  desperate  lives  doth  bring  them  timeless 
graves. 

Luce,  Both  foryourself,  and  for  your  form  of  life, 
If  {  may  choose,  TU  be  a  soldier's  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TV.-^Anothcr  Room  in  the  $am. 
Enter  Sir  Lancelot  aadOLivEB. 

Oli.  And  tyt  trust  to  it,  so  then. 

Sir  Lane.  Assure  yourself 
You  shall  be  married  with  all  speed  we  may ; 
One  day  shall  serve  for  Frances  and  for  Luce. 

OH,  Why  che  wou'd  vain  know  the  time,  for 
providing  wedding  raiments. 

Sir  Lane  Why  no  more  but  this.  First  get 
your  assurance  made  touching  my  daughter's 
jointure;  that  dispatcb'd,  we  will  m  two  days 
make  provi^on. 

OIL  Why  man,  chill  have  the  writings  made  by 
to-morrow. 

Sir  Lane,  To-morrow  be  it  then :  let's  meet  at 
the  King's  Head  in  Fish-street. 

Oli,  No,  fie  roan,  no :  let's  meet  at  the  Rose  at 
Temple-Bar;  that  will  be  nearer  your  counsellor 
and  mine. 

Sir  Lane,  At  the  Rose.be  it  then,  the  hour  nme: 
He  that  comes  last  forfeits  a  pint  of  wine. 

Oli,  A  pint  is  no  payment;  let  it  be  a  whole 
quart,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Art,  Master,  here  is  a  man  would  speak  with 
Master  Oliver;  l^e  comes  from  young  Master 
Flowerdale. 

OIL  Why,  chil  speak  with  him,chil  speak  with 
hiin. 


gfin  the  hieklert.    So  in  Chapman's  May^dmy^  %\  I  : 

<<  Bat  now  1*11  lay  the  bmkUrM  at  yoar  fset*' 
Again,  in  Eo«ry  Wwnm  in  her  Hwmtmr,  i€09 : 

"-«If  yoa>lay.doim  thehtckiert,  you;lo^  the  viptpry.'^— 'HALOHiB. 

^  note  on  Much  Ado,  &c.  vol.  ii.  p.  364.— Stbevbns. 
^     By  the  mouse-foot  J  will  .-—So  in  SoUman,  and  Peneda,  1699  :  «  By  cock  and  pie  and  tnouu-foot:'-^ 
Steevbhs. 

^*'  In  the  mem  time  take  heed  of  catting  FUwerdaU.-^A.  cutter  in  old  language  meant  a  moaggerer. 
Wjcetbetltle  mi  Cowley's iplay^-^-jTA*  Cutter  ^CQlemm  Street. —yiAdAOSK. 

"  AmkvmtifiUemjmidattdl  tkou^mU^A  tall/«<(«to,  in  old !iangaage>  is  a^itout  fmm.— Malone. 
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Sir  Lane,  Nay,  son  OHf  cr,  I  will  surely  see 
What  young  Flowerdale  hath  sent  unto  you, 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  quarrel. 

Oli.  Why  roan,  if  he  quarrel  with  me^  chil  give 
him  his  hands  full. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Senior, 

Flow.  Sen.  God  save  you,  good  sir  Lancelot 

Sir  Lane.  Welcome,  honest  friend. 

Flow.  Sen  To  you  and  yours  my  master  wish- 
eth  health; 
But  unto  you,  sir,  this,  and  this  he  sends : 
There  is  the  length,  sir,  of  his  rapier ; 
And  in  that  paper  shall  you  know  his  mind. 

[DeUvert  a  Letter. 

Oli.  Here  ?  chil  meet  him,  my  vriend,  chil  meet 
him. 

Sir  Lane.  Meet  him !  you  shall  not  meet  the 
ruffian,  fie. 

OIL  An  I  do  not  meet  him,  chil  give  you  leave 
to  call  me  cut.  Where  is't,  sirrah?  where  is't  ? 
where  is't  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  The  letter  showeth  both  the  time  and 
place; 
And  if  you  be  a  man,  then  keep  your  word. 

Sir  Lane.  Sir,  he  shall  not  keep  his  word ;  he 
shall  not  meet 

Flow,  Sen.  Why.  let  him  choose ;  ho'll  be  the 
better  known 
For  a  base  rascal,  and  reputed  so. 

Oli.  Zirrah,  zirrah,  an  'twere  not  an  old  fellow, 
and  heiit  after  an  errant,  chid  give  thee  some- 
thing, but  chud  be  no  money :  but  hold  thee,  for 
I  see  thou  art  somewhat  testem ;  hold  thee ; 
there's  vorty  shillings  :  bring  thy  master  a-veeld, 
chil  give  thee  vorty  more.  Look  thou  bring  hira : 
chil  maul  him,  tell  him ;  chil  mar  his  dancing 
tressels ;  chil  use  him,  he  was  ne'er  so  used  since 
his  dame  bound  his  head;  chil  mar  him  for  caper- 
ing any  more,  che  vore  thee. 

Flow.  Sen,  You  seem  a  man,  sir,  stout,  and 
resolute ; 
And  I  will  so  report,  whatever  befall. 

Sir  Lane.  Aud  fall  out  ill,  assure  thy  master 
this, 
ril  make  him  fly  the  land,  or  use  him  worse. 

Flow.  Sen.  My  master,  sir,  deserves  not  this  of 
you; 
And  that  you'll  shortly  find. 

Sir  lane.  Thy  master  is  an  unthrifty  you  a 
knave. 
And  I'll  attach  you  first,  next  clap  him  up ; 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  behaviour. 

Oli,  I  would  you  were  a  sprite,  if  you  do  him 
any  harm  for  this.  An  you  do,  chil  nere  see  you, 
nor  any  of  yours,  while  chil  have  eyes  open.  What 
do  you  think,  chil  be  abaffeled  up  and  down  the 


town  for  a  messel,  and  a  scoundrel  ?  no  che  vore 
you.  Zimhy  chil  come ;  zay  no  more :  chil  come, 
telt  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  Well,  sir,  my  master  deserves  not 
this  of  you, 
And  that  youll  shortly  find, 
-f  Oil.  No  matter,  he^s  an  unArift ;  I  defy  him. 
[Exit  Flowerdale  Senior. 

Sir  Lane  Now,  gentle  son,  kt  me  know  the 
place. 

OIL  No,  che  vore  you. 

iSiV  Lane.  Let  me  see  the  note. 

OIL  Nay,  chil  watch  you  for  zuch  a  tridt.  Bat 
if  che  meet  him,  ao ;  if  not,  zo :  chil  make  him 
know  me,  or  chU  know  why  I  shall  not ;  chil  rare 
the  worse. 

Sir  Lane.   What !  will  you  then  neglect  my 
daughter's  love? 
Venture  your  stute  and  her's  for  a  loose  brawl  ? 

OH.  Why  man,  chil  not  kill  him  :  marry  M 
veeze  him  too  and  again;  *^and  zoGod  be  with 
you,  vatbcr.  What,  man  !  wc  aball  meet  to-mor- 
row. ,     l^' 

Sir  Lane.   Who  would  have  thoug^t  be  had 
been  so  desperate  ?   . 
Come  forth,  my  honest  servant  Artichoke^ 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Arti.  Now  what's  the  matter  ?  some  brawl  to- 
ward, I  warrant  you. 

^  Sir  Lane  Go  get  me  thy  sword  bright  scower- 
ed,  thy  buckler  mended.  O  for  that  knave!  that 
villain  Da£Ridil  would  have  done  good  service. 
But  to  thee — 

ArtL  Ay,  this  is  the  tridis  of  all  you  gentle- 
men, when  you  stand  in  need  of  a  good  fellow. 
Ofor  that  Daffodil !  O,  where  is  he  f  But  if  you 
be  angry,  an  it  be  but  for  the  wagging  of  a  straw 
then— On/  o'  doors  with  the  knave ;  turn  the  coat 
aver  his  ears.    This  is  the  humour  of  you  alL 

Sir  Lane.  O  for  that  knave,  that  lusty  Daffodil ! 

ArtL  Why  there  'tis  now  j  our  year's  wages 
and  our  vails  will  scarce  pay  for  broken  8»wd$ 
and  bucklers  that  we  use  in  your  quarrels.  But 
I'll  not  fight  if  Daflfodil  be  o'  t'other  aide,  dial's 
flat. 

Sir  Lane.  T^'is  no  such  matter,  man.     Get 
weapons  ready. 
And  be  at  London  ere  the  break  of  day  : 
Watch  near  the  lodging  of  the  De'nshire  youth, 
But  be  unseen ;  and  as  he  goeth  out. 
As  he  will  go  out,  and  that  very  early  wiUiwt 
doubt—— 

ArtL  What,  would  you  have  me  draw  upon 
him,  as  he  goes  in  the  street } 

Sir  Lane.  Not  for  a  world,  man. 
Into  the  fields;  for  to  the  field  he  goes^ 


»3  Marry  chil  vepxe  him  too  and  a^om— He  means  to  say  that  be  wWlfiese  him.  To  phene  wfim  b  *• 
separate  a  twist  into  singie  threads.  Sly  uses  the  same  cant  term  in  the  todoctioo  to  the  XlvM"!  V  ' 
Shrew :— *<  I'll  pheete  yeu  hi  faith."    See  note  there,  vol.  iv.  p.  305,  edit  IITS^Maloiib. 
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There  to  meet  the  desperate  Flowerdale. 
Take  thou  the  part  of  Oliver  my  son, 
¥i)r  be  shall  be  my  son,  and  marry  Luce : 
Dost  understand  me,  knave  ? 

ArtL  Ay,  sir,  I  do  anderstaod  you ;  but  my 
^ouog  mistress  might  be  better  provided  in  match- 
ing with  my  fellow  Duffodil. 

Sir  Lane,  No  more ;  Daffodil  is  a  knave.  That 
Daflbdil  is  a  most  notorious  knave. 

[Exit  AfiTicnoKE. 

Enter  Weathercock. 

Master  Weathercock,  you  come  in  happy  time ; 
the  desperate  Flowerdale  hath  writ  a  cnallenge ; 
and  who  think  you  must  answer  it,  but  the  De- 
Too«hire  man,  my  son  Oliver  ? 

Weath  .Marry,  I  am  sorry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lan- 
celot But  if  you  will  be  ruled  by  me,  well  stay 
iheir  fury.    . 

Sir  Lane  As  how,  I  pray  ? 

W(ath,  Marry,  1*11  tell  you ;  by  promising  young 
Flowerdale  the  red-lipped  Luce. 

Sir  Lane.  Fll  rather  follow  her  unto  her  grave. 

Wtath,  Ay,  nr  Lancelot,  I  would  have  thought 

so  too; 

Bot  jOQ  and  I  have  been  deceived  in  him. 

Come  read  this  will,  or  deed,  or  what  vou  call  it, 

I  know  not :  come,  come,  your  spectacles,  I  pray. 

[Givei  him  the  Will. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  I  thank  God,  I  see  very  well. 

Weath.  Marry,  God  bless  your  eyes :  mine  have 
been  dim  almost  these  thirt;f  years. 

Sir  Lane.  Ha !  what  is  this  ?  what  is  this  ? 

[Readi. 

Weath,  Nay,  there's  true  love  indeed : 
He  ^ve  it  to  me  but  this  very  mom. 
And  bade  me  keep  it  unseen  from  any  one. 
Good  youth !  to  see  how  men  may  be  deceived ! 

Sir  Lane.  Passion  of  me. 
What  a  wretdi  am  I  to  bate  this  loving  youth ! 
He  hath  made  me,  together  with  my  Luce 


He  loves  so  dear,  executors  of  all 
His  wealth. 

Weath.  All,  all,  good  man,  he  hath  given  yon  all. 
Sir  Lane.  Three  ships  now  in  the  Straits  and 

homeward-bound ; 
Two  lordships  of  two  huudred  pound  a  year. 
The  one  in  Wales,  the  other  Gloucestershire : 
Debts  and  accounts  are  thirty  thousand  pound; 
Plate,  money,  jewels,  sixteen  thousand  more ; 
Two  housen  fumisheid  well  in  Coleman-street; 
Bende  whatsoe'er  his  uncle  leaves  to  him. 
Being  of  great  domains  and  wealth  at  Peckham. 
*  Weath,  How  like  you  this^  good  knight?  How 
like  you  this } 

Sir  Lane.  I  have  done  him  wrong,  but  now  Fll 

make  amends ; 
The  De'nshire  man  shall  whistle  for  a  wife. 
He  marry  Luce  !  Luce  shall  be  Flowerdale's. 
Weath,  Why  that  is  friendly  said.    Let's  ride 

to  London, 
And  straight  prevent  their  match,  by  promising 
Your  daughter  to  that  lovely  lad. 
Sir  Lane   We'll  ride  to  London :— or  it  shall 

not  need ; 
We'll  cross  to  Deptford-strand,  and  take  a  boat. 
Where  be  these  knaves  ?  what,  Artichoke  !  what, 

fop! 

Enter  Artichoke. 

ilff.'Here  be  the  very  knaves,  but  not  the 
merry  knaves. 

Sir  Lanc^  Here,  take  my  cloak :  Fll  have  a  walk 
to  Deptford. 

Art.  Sir,  we  have  been  sooaring  of  oar  swords 
and  bucklers  for  vour  defence. 

Sir  Lane.  Defence  me  no  defence ;  let  your 
swords  rust,  Fll  have  no  fighting :  ay,  let  blows 
alone.  Bid  Delia  see  all  thii^  be  m  readiness 
against  the  wedding :  we'll  have  two  at  once,  and 
that  will  save  charges,  master  Weathercock. 

Art.  Well,  we  will  do  it,  sir.  [Exeunt, 


ACTIH. 


SCENE  I— -4  WalkbeforeSirLkvczLOT'9  House. 

Enter  Civet,  Frances,  and  Delia. 

Civ,  By  my  truth  this  is  good  luck  ;  I  thank 
God  fpr  this.  In  good  sooUi  I  have  even  my 
heart's  desire.  Sister  Delia — now  I  may  boldly 
call  you  so,  for  your  father  hath  frank  and  freely 
given  me  his  daughter  Franke.  ^ 

Fran,  Ay,  bv  mv  troth,  Tom,  thoo  hast  my 
good  will  too;  for  I  thank  God  I  longed  for  a 


husband ;  and,  would  I  might  never  stir,  for  one 
whose  name  was  Tom. 

Del,  Why,  sister,  now  you  have  your  wish. 

Civ.  You  say  very  true,  sister  Delia;  and  I 
pr'ythee  call  me  notfcin^  but  Tom,  and  Fll  call 
thee  sweetheart,  and  Franke.  Will  it  not  do 
well,  sister  Delia  ? 

Del.  It  will  do  very  well  with  both  of  you. 

Fran.  But  Tom,  must  I  go  as  I  do  now,  whei^ 
I  am  married  ? 


*♦  Hi$  daughter  Franktj^The  diminutive  of  Fraocei. 
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Civ.  No,  Fraiike;rU  have  thee  ^iike»iei^ 
ten,  ID  a  guarded  gown  and  a  French  hood.  ^' 

iVan.  By  m^  trodi,  that  will  be  eacelieDt  indeed^ 

J}el  Brother,  nakitain  yoorwifeto  youretlate. 
Apparel  you  yourself  like  to  yoar  father, 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  andeat  Biother : 
He,  tparing,  got  hb  wealth,  left  it  to  you. 
Brother,  take  heed  of  pride;  it  loon  bids  thrift 
adiea. 

Ch.  So  as  my  father  and  my  mother  went  ? 
that^s  a  jest  indeed.  Why  she  went  ia  a  fringed 
gown,  a  single  rufl^  and 


got 


a  while  cap;  and  my 
tther  in  a  mocado'  coat,  ^  a  pair  of  red  sattip 
sleeves,  and  a  canvas  bade. 

Dei  And  yet  his  wealth  was  all  as  mudi  as 
yours. 

Civ,  My  estate,  my  estate,  I  thank  Ood,  is 
forty  poond  a  year  in  good  leases  and  tenements; 
iendes  twenty  mark  a  3Fear  ait  Caokoldateven; 
and  that  comes  to  u»  all  by  inherkaDoe. 

DeL  That  aoay  indeed;  'tis  very  fitly  plied. 
I  know  not  how  4t  oomes,  but  so  it  Mi  oat. 
That  those  whose  iatheialunre  died  wood'rous  rich, 
And  took  no  pleasure  but  to  gather  wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind 
For  them  they  hope  wiH  be  of  their  like  miad^ 
But  it  f^ls  out  contrary :  forty  yean^  sparing 
Is  scarce  three  seven  years  spending^;  never  caring 
What  will  ensue,  when  aH  their  "eom  is  gone. 
And,  aM  fete  lale,  when  thrift  H  thought  upon. 
Oft  have  I  heard  that  Pride  and  Riot  kissed,  ^^ 
And  Iheo  B^peataaoe  criee-^/br  kadlmkL 

Civ.  You  say  well,  sister  Delia,  yau  say  well; 
hat  I  mean  to  litae  within  my  bounds :  for  Ipok 
you,  I  have  set  down  my  rest  thas  te,  but  to  maio- 
tam  my  wife  io  her  French  heed  end  her  coach, 
keep  a  oouple  of  geldingii  and  a%raoe  of  grey- 
hounds ;  aad  this  is  all  I'll  do. 

DeL  And  you'll  ilothis  withlbrtypoonds  a-year  ? 

Civ.  Ay,  and  a  better  penny,  sisier., 

Fran.  Sister,  you  forget  that  at  'Cuckolds- 
haven. 

Civ.  By  my  troth,  well  remembered,  Franke ; 
I'll  give  thee  that  to  buy  thee  pins. 

peL  Keep  you  the  rest  for  points.  Alas  the  day ! 
Fools  shall  have  wealth  though  all  the  worldsay  nay. 


Come,  brother,  will  yoa  in  ?  dinner  stays  fbr  ai. 

Civ.  Ay,  good  sister,  with  all  my  heart 

JVofi.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  Tom,  for  I  hare  s 
good  stomach. 

Civ,  And  I  the  like,  sweet  Franke.  No,  sister, 
do  not  think  I'll  go  byroad  my  baands. 

DeL  God  grant  you  may  not.  [EtmM. 

SCENE  TL^Lomdmu    The  Street  brfore  ymi 
Flowerdale's  Houte. 

Enter  lA.  Fum^KDALz^  emd  Fixiwerdali 
Senior. 

Flow.  Sirrah,  Kit,  tarry  thoo  there ;  I  hi»e 
spied  sir  Lancelot  and  old  Weathercodi  comios 
tnts  way :  they  are  hard  at  hand ;  I  will  by  do 
means  be  spoken  withal. 

Viow.  Sen.  V\i  warrant  ypu :  go,  get  you  in. 
{Exit  M.  Flowerdaii. 

Enter  Sir  Lancrlot  and  Weathrrcoci. 

Sir  Lane.  Now,  my  honest  friend,  thoo  doH 
bdong  to  Mr  Flowerdale  F 

Flmp.  Sen.  I  do,  sir. 

Sir  Lane.  Is  he  within,  my  good  fellow }, 

Flom.  Sen.  No,  sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Sir  Lane.  I  pr^y  thee,  if  he  be  within,  let  me 
speak  with  him. 

Fiow.  Sen.  Sir,  to  tell  vou  true,  my  master  ii 
within,  but  indeed  would  not  be  spoke  witbaL 
There  be  some  terms  that  stand  opoa  bis  repots- 
tion ;  therefore  he  will  aot  a4iQit  any  confereooe 
till  be  hath  shook  them  o£ 

Sir  Lane.  I  pr^ythee  tell  him,  his  very  good 
6iend,  sir  Lancelot  Spuroock,  entreats -to  sjlesk 
witli  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  By  xay  troth,  sir^  if  yon  come  to  take 
up  the  matter  between  -my  master  and  the  De- 
vonshire man,  you  do  but -beguile  jaur  hopei^and 
lose  your  Uibour;-'-^- 

Sir  Lane.  Honest  iriend,  I  have  not  any  sock 
thing  to  him.  I  come  to  speak  with  him  aboat 
other  matters. 

Flow,  Sen.  For  my  master,  sir,  hath  set  down  his 
resolution,  either  to  redeem  his  honour,  or  leave 
his  life  behind  him. 


^'  rU  hone  tku  goUkea  cUizm^  in  a  guarded  gown  and  a  French  A#oiL— A  gown  with  gnarAs  or  facisfi 
to  It  seeait  to  have  been  the  best  dress  of  a  city-lafly  in  the  early  part  of  the  last  century.  So  In  JC  Oa^ 
JV.  P.  I.  Hotspur  requests  that  lady  Percy  will 


'  leave  in  sooth 


*'  And  such  protests  of  pepper  ginger-bread, 

*<  To  velvet  guardi,  and  Sunday  cillzeiu.— MaJiOITK. 

^  J  mocado  cooL-^Thls  stnffis  mentioned  in  several  of  the  old  plays.  So  in  the  JDeviCe  Ckarteff  1^' 
**  Yarlet  of  velvet,  old  heart  of  durance,  moecado  villain,  &c, — Stssveiis. 

"  Bat  haa  i  wist  before  i.  'kissed. 

That  love  bad  been  sae  ill  to  win, 
I  had  locked  my  heart  In  a  kist  of  gold, 

Aad  phi*d  U  with  a  sUver  pin. 

3ee  the  old  Scottish  song  entitled  *'Waly  To^"  t 
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Sr  Lsmc  My  fiiead,  I  do  not  luow  any  quar* 
rd  touching  thy  master  or  any  other  person.  My 
business  is  of  a  different  nature  to  nim ;  and  I 
pi'ftbeesoteilhiin. 

ihw*  Sen,  For  howsoever  the  Devonshire  man 
is,  my  maiter^s  mind  is  bloody.  That's  a  round 
0 ;  >  and  therefore,  sir,  entreaty  is  but  vain. 

Sir  Lane,  Ihave  no  such  thing  to  him,  IteU  thee 
once  again. 

Fhm.  Sen,  I  will  then  so  signify  to  him. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Senior. 

Sir  Lane,  A  sarrah  !  I  see  thb  matter  is  hotly 
carried ;  but  FU  labour  to  dissuade  him  from  it. 

£nf€rM.  Floweedale,  ani  Flowerdale 
Senior, 


Good  mormw,  Mr  Flowerdale. 

M.  Fiow.  G(K)d  morrow,  {j^ood  air  Lancelot ; 
good  morrow,  roaster  Weathercock.  B;^  my  troth, 
genUemen,  I  hare  been  reading  over  Nick  Maehi- 
avel ;  1  find  bam  good  to  be  known,  not  to  be  fol* 
lowed.  A  peatitent  human  fellow  !  I  have  made 
certain  annotations  on  him,  snch  as  they  be.  And 
howis't,air  Laooekic  ?  ba  I  how  is't?  A  mad  world! 
mea  cannot  live  quiet  iu  it. 

Sir  Lane  Master  Flowerdale,  I  do  understand 
tkere  is  soow  jar  between  the  Devonshire  man 
snd  vou. 

Flow,  Sen,  They,  sir?  ^y  are  as  good  friends 
as  can  be. 

M  Fkm,  Who^  master  Oliver  and  I?  as  good 
fnendsascan  be. 

Sir  Lane,  It  is  a  kind  of  safety  in  yon  to  deny 
it^  and  a  generous  silence,  which  too  few  are  en- 
dued withal :  but  sir,  sudi  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise. 

M,  Flow,  No  such  thing,  sir  Lancelot,  on  my 
i^utation ;  as  I  am  an  honest  man. 

Sir  Lane  Now  1  do  believe  you  then,  if  you 
^  ®"g*ge  your  re^utatioB  there  is  none. 

M.  Fhw,  Nay  I  do  not  engace  my  refnitation 
^ere  is  not.  Yon  sh^  not  band  me  to  any  con- 
(&ion  of  hardness;  bat  if  there  be  any  thing  be- 
tween as,  then  there  is;  if  there  be  not,  then 
there  is  not.    Be  or  be  not,  aU  is  one. 

Sir  Lane,  I  do  perceive  by  this,  that  there  is 
fWBfthing  between  yoa ;  and  I  am  very  sorry  for 
it 

M.  Flaw,  You  may  be  deceived,  sir  Lancelot 
The  Italian  hath  a  pretty  saying.  Quesio^l  have 
IWgoc  it  too ;  'sis  oat  of  my  head :  but  in  my 
translation,  if  it  hold,  thus :  If  thou  hast  a  friend, 
keep  him ;  if  a  foe,  trip  biro. 

Sir  Lane.  Come,  I  do  see  by  this  there  is 
somewhat  between  you;  and,  before  God,  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise. 


M.  ¥lm.  WeU,  what  it  between  «8>  can  faai#tj 
be  altered.  Sir  Lancelot,  I  am  to  ride  forth  o»* 
morrow.  That  way  whidi  I  must  ride,  no  man 
must  deny  me  the  sun :  I  would  not,  by  any  par* 
ticular  man,  be  denied  common  and  general  paa^ 
sage.  If  any  one  saith,  Flowerdale,  them  paseest 
not  this  way ;  my  answer  is,  I  must  mther  on,  or 
return ;  but  return  is  not  my  word ;  I  mast  on : 
if  I  cannot  then  make  my  vHiy,  natare  hath  done 
the  last  ioT  me ;  and  there's  the  fine. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  every  man  hath 
one  tongue,  and  two  ears.  Nature  in  her  building 
is  a  most  curious  work-master. 

M.  Fiom,  That  is  as  much  as  to  say,  a  man 
should  hear  more  than  he  should  speak. 

Sir  Lane.  You  say  true;  and  indeed  I  have 
heard  more  than  at  this  time  I  will  speak. 

M.  Fiow,  You  say  well. 

Sir  Lemc  Slanders  are  more  common  than 
truths.  Blaster  Flowerdale ;  but  proof  is  the  rule 
for  both. 

M,  Ftoa,  Yon  say  true.  What-do-you*caIl-him 
hath  it  there  in  his  third  canton.  ^ 

iSir  Lane,  I  have  heard  yoa  have  been  wild; 
I  have  believed  it 

M.  Flow,  Twas  fit,  'twas  necessary. 

Sir  Lane.  But  I  have  seen  somewhat  of  late 
in  you,  that  hath  confirmed  in  me  an  opinion  of 
goodness  toward  yoa. 

M,  Fhw.  Tfaith,  sir,  I'm  sure  I  never  did  you 
harm: 
Some  good  I  have  done,  either  tn  you  or  your^s, 
I  am  sure  you  know  not;  neither  is  it  my  will 
You  should. 

Sir  Lane,  Ay,  your  will,  sir. 

M,  Flow.  Ay,  mj  will,  sir  .'-^^foot,  do  you 
know  anght  of  my  will  ^  By  God,  an  you  do,  sir, 
I  am  abused. 

Sir  Lam.  Go^  master  Flowerdale;  what  I 
know,  I  know  :  and  know  you  thus  much  out  of 
my  knowledge,  that  I  truly  love  ^ou»  For  mj 
daughter,  she's  yours.  And  if  yon  hke  a  marriage 
better  tlian  a  brawl,  all  quirks  of  reputation  set 
aside,  go  with  me  presently;  and  where  you 
should  iight  a  bloody  battle,  yoe  shall  be  nmrried 
to  a  lovely  lady, 

M,  Flow.  Nay  bat,  sir*  Lancelot-*—* 

Sir  Lane.  If  you  will  not  embrace  my  offer, 
yet  assure  yourself  thus  much ;  1  wiH  have  order 
to  hindier  your  encounter. 

M.  Flow.  Nay,  but  hear  me,  sir  Lancelot. 

Sir  Xaiux  Nay,  staad  not  you  upon  imputative 
honour.  Tis  merely  unsound,  uuprofilable,  and 
idle  inference.  Your  business  is  to  wed  my 
daughter;  therefore  give  me  your  present  word 
to  do  it.  I'll  go  and  provide  the  maid;  therefore 


'•Ai 

**  HkUtkini  cant  AD. — In  his  thkd  cimf9.~MALOTf  v. 

I  ^appose  hf  mr^a  i   >  tuird  oanto  of  the  fcrst  Book  »f  Spenser't  Fatrif  ^teeeir,  in  mhldkjbtssa  sranden 
tie  lady  Una, — S^Bavjuis, 
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g»ve.me  your  present  retdation;  either  now  or 
never. 

M,  Flow,  Will  you  so  put  me  to  it  ? 
iSftT  Lane,  Ay,  afore  God,  either  take  me  now, 
or  take  me  never.    Else  what  I  thought  should 
be  our  match,  shall  be  our  parting :  so  fare  you 
well  for  ever. 

M.  Flow.  Stay;  fall  out  what  may  fall,  my 
love  is  above  all :  I  will  oome. 
<Sir  Lane.  I  expect  you ;  and  so  fare  you  well. 
[Exeunt  Sir  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 
Flow:  Sen.  Now,  sir,  how  shall  we  do  for  wed- 
ding apparel  ? 

M,  Flow,  By  the  mass,  that's  true.  Now  help, 
Kit :  the  marriage  ended,  we'll  make  amends  for 
all. 

Flow,  Sen,  Well,  well,  no  more;  prepare  you 
for  your  bride : 
We  will  not  want  for  clothes,  whate'er  betide. 
M.  Flow.  And  thou  shalt  see,  when  once  I 
have  my  dower. 
In  mirth  we*ll  spend  full  many  a  merry  hour : 
As  for  this  wench,  I  not  regard  a  pin ; 
It  is  her  gold  must  brin^  my  pleasures  in.  [Esit. 
Flow,  Sen.  Is't  possible  he  hath  his  second 
living?  5° 
Forsaking  God,  himself  to  the  devil  giving? 
But  that  I  knew  his  mother  firm  and  chaste, 
My  heart  would  say,  my  head  she  had  disgraced ; 
Else  would  I  swear,  he  never  was  my  son : 
But  her  fair  mind  so  foul  a  deed  did  shun. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Junior, 

Flow,  Jun,  How  now,  brother !  how  do  you 
find  your  son  ? 

Flow:  Sen,  O,  brother,  heedless  as  a  libertine ; 
Even  grown  a  master  in  the  school  of  vice : 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  deceit; 
For  all  the  day  he  humours  up  and  down, 
How  be  the  next  day  might  deceive  his  friend. 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  present  time. 
For  one  groat  ready  down,  he'll  pay  a  shilling; 
But  then  the  lender  must  needs  stay  for  it. 
When  I  was  young,  I  had  the  scope  of  youth. 
Both  wild  and  wanton,  careless  and  desperate ; 
But  such  mad  strains  as  he's  possessed  withal 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Flow,  Jun,  I  told  you  so^  but  you  would  not 
believe  it 

Flow.  Sen,  Well,  I  have  found  it:  but  one 
thing  comforts  me. 
Brother,  to-morrow  he  is  to  be  married 


To   beauteous  Luce,  sir   Lancelot  Spdrood's 
daughter. 

Flow.  Jun,  Is't  possible? 

Flow.  Sen,  Tis  true,  and  thus  I  meea  to  curb 
him. 
This  day,  brother,  I  will  you  shall  arrest  him: 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  must  be  that; 
For  he  is  rank  in  mischief,  chained  to  a  life 
That  will  increase  his'shame,  and  kill  his  wife. 

Flow.  Jun.  What,  arrest  him  on  bis  wedding 
day?  That 
Were  an  unchristian,  and  inhuman  part 
How  many  couple,  even  for  that  very  day, 
Have  purchased  seven  years'  sorrow  afterward ! 
Forbear  it  then  to-day ;  do  it  to-morrow ; 
And  this  day  mingle  not  his  joy  with  sorrow. 

Flow.  Sen.  Brother,  Fli  have  it  done  this  very 
day. 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  comes  from  church. 
Do  but  observe  the  course  that  he  will  take; 
Upon  my  life  he  will  forswear  the  debt. 
And,  for  we'll  have  the  sum  shall  not  be  slight, 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thousand  ponnd: 
Good  brother,  let  it  be  done  immediately. 

Flow.  Jun.  Well,  seeing  you  will  have  it  so, 
Brother,  I'll  do*t,  and  straisht  provide  the  shriere. 

Flow.  Sen.  So,  brother,  by  this  means  shall  we 
perceive 
What  sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do, 
And  how  his  wife  doih  stand  afiGected  to  him, 
(Her  love  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermost) 
And  all  the  rest  of  them.  Brother,  what  I  will  do, 
Shall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  him  too. 

[ExeHnt^ 

SCENE  III.— J  Highroad  near  Lmdon. 

Enter  Oliver  ;  afterwards  Sir  Arthur  Greek- 
shield. 

OU.  Cham  assured  thick  be  the  place  that  die 
scoundrel  appoioted  to  meet  me.  If  'a  come, so: 
if  'a  come  not,  zo.  And  che  were  avise  he  would 
make  a  coystrel  on  us,  ^  ched  veese  him,  and  ched 
vang  him  m  hand ;  che  would  hoyst  him,  and  give 
it  him  to  and  again,  zo  chud.  Who  been 'a  there? 
sir  Arthur  ?  chil  stay  aside*  [Goet  asHc* 

SirArth.  I  have  dog'd  the  De'nshire  man  into 

the  field, 
For  fear  of  any  harm  that  should  befal  him. 
I  had  an  inkling  of  that  yesternight. 
That  Flowerdale  and  he  should  meet  tins  monn 

ing. 


^^  hU  possible  he  hath  his  second  HvUig  ?— Is  It  possible  that  his  fellow,  one  equally  abandoned,  is  to  be 
foand  OD  earth  ? — Malohb. 

^*Jnd  che  were  avise  he  would  make  a  coyitrel  on  us, — If  I  were  aware,  if  I  thooght,  that  he  iDtfnded  to 
treat  me  like  a  mean  person. — On  for  of,  A  coysirel  or  custrtl^  (CoustiUier^  Fr.)  is  properly  the  sertadi 
of  a  man  at  arms,  or  Ufe-gnard  of  a  prince.  Each  of  the  life-goards  of  King  Henry  VIII.  bad  a  cuttrd 
that  attended  upon  hUn.    Hence  it  came  to  signify  a  low  mean  man. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


iNOMYMOrs.] 


LONDON  PRODIGAL. 


385 


Tboogb,  of  my  sool,  OlWer  fears  him  not, 
Yef  for  Td  see  fair  play  on  either  side, 
Made  me  to  come,  to  &ee  their  valours  tried.-^ 
Good  morrow  to  roadster  Oliver. 

on  God  and  good  morrow. 

Sir  Arih.  What,  master  Oliver,  are  yoa  angry  ? 

Oli  What  an  it  be,  tyt  and  grieven  you  ? 

Sir  Arth.  Not  me  at  all,  sir;  but  I  imagine  by 
Yoor  being  here  thus  armed,  you  stay  for  tome 
That  you  should  hght  withal. 

OIL  Why  an  he  do  ?  che  would  not  desre  you 
to  take  his  part. 
•Sir  Jrtk  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need 

it  not; 
For  he  you  look  for,  I  think,  means  not  to  come. 

0£  No !  an  che  were  assure  of  tbftt,  ched 
Tceze  him  in  another  place. 

Enter  Daffodil. 

Dafffl  0,  sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  ah  me ! 
Your  love,  and  your*8,  and  mine,  sweet  mistress 

Luce, 
This  morn  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale, 

Sir  Arih,  Married  to  Flowerdale !  'tis  impos- 
sible. 

OiL  Married,  man  ^  che  hope  thou  dost  but 
jestf  to  make  a  vlowten  merriment  of  it. 

Duffi  O  'tis  too  true  !  here  comes  his  uncle. 

Enter  Flowerdale  JnnioTy  with  Sheriff  and 
Officers, 

Flow.  Jun,  Good  morrow,  sir  Arthur;  good 
wrrow,  master  Oliver. 

Oli,  God  and  good  morn,  master  Flowerdale. 

pray  you  tellen  us,  is  your  scoundrel  kinsman 
aarried  ?  • 

Fiow.  Jun.  Master  Oliver,  call  him  what  yon 
ril],  bat  he  is  married  to  sir  Lancelot's  daughter 
ere. 

Sir  Arth.  Unto  her  ? 

OfL  Ay,  ha*  the  old  vellow  zenxd  me  thick  a 
rick  ?  why  man,  he  was  a  promise,  chil  chud  'a 
ad  her :  is  'a  zutch  a  vox  ?  oliil  look  to  his  water, 
fie  vore  him. 

Flow.  Jun,  The  music  plays ;  they  are  coming 

from  the  churrh. 
berifl^  do  your  ofiice :  fellows,  stand  stoutly  to  it. 

2»<grS/r  Lancelot  Spurcock,M.Flowerdai«e, 
VVeathercock,  Civet,  Luce,  FRANqES,FLow- 
EaoALE  Senior^  and  Attendants, 

Oli,  God  give  you  joy,  as  the  old  zaid  proverb 
I  and  some  zorrow  among.  You  met  us  well, 
id  you  not  ? 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir ;  the  fault  is 
*  me.  ]  have  done  all  the  wrong;  kept  him  irom 
iming  to  the  field  to  you,  as  I  might,  sir ;  for  1 
m  a  justice,  and  sworn  to  keep  the  peace. 

Weath,  Ay,  marry,  is  he,  sir,  a  very  justice,  and 
"'om  to  keep  the  peace :  you  must  not  disturb 
Mi  weddings. 

&r  Lane,  Nay,  never  frown  nor  storm,  sir ;  if 
ou  do,  rU  have  an  order  taken  for  you, 

VOL.  J- 


Oll,  Well,  well,  chil  be  quiet. 
Weath.  Master  Flowerdale,  sir  Lancelot ;  look 
you  who  here  is  ?  master  Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  witli 
all  my  heart. 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  she,  i'faith.— Master 
Uncief-sheriff,  arrest  me  t  At  whose  suit  ?^Draw, 
Kit. 

Flow.  Jun,  At  my  suit,  sir. 
Sir  Lane.  Why,^what*s  the  matter,  master 
Flowerdale? 

Flow.  Jun,  This  is  the  matter,  sir.  This  un- 
thrift  here  hath  cozened  you,  and  hath  had  of 
me^  in  several  sums,  three  thousand  pound. 
M.  Flow,  Why,  uncle,  uncle. 
Flow.  Jun,  Cousin,  cousin,  you  have  uncled 
me ;  and  if  you  be  not  staid,  you'll  prove  a  co- 
zener unto  all  that  know  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Why,  sir,  suppose  he  be  to  you  in 
debt 
Ten  thousand  pound,  his  state  to  me  appears 
To  be  at  least  three  thousand  by  the  year. 
Flow,  Jun,  O,  sir,  I  was  too  late  mformed  of 
that  plot ; 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you, 
And  formed  a  will,  and  sent  it 
To  your  good  friend  there,  master  Weathercock, 
In  wliich  %%as  nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 
Sir  Lane,  Ha !  hath   be  not  such   lordships, 

lands,  and  ships  ? 
Flow,  Jun.  Not  worth  a  groat,  not  worth  a 

half- penny,  he. 
Sir  Lane,  I  pray  tell  us  true ;  be  plain,  young 

Flowerdale. 
M,  Flow,  My  uncle  here*s  mad,  and  disposed 
to  do  roe  wrong ;  but  here's  my  man,  an  honest 
fellow  by  the  Lord,  and  of  good  credit,  knows  all 
is  true. 

Flow.  Sen.  Not  I,  sir;  I  am  too  old  to  lie.    I 
rather  know 
You  forged  a  will,  where  every  line  you  writ, 
Vou  studied  where  to  quote  your  lands  might  lie. 
Weath,  And,  I  pr'ythee,  where  be  they,houe8t 
friend  ? 

1^007.  Sen.  rfaith  no  where,  sir,  for  he  hath 

none  at  all. 
Weath.  Benedicite!   We  are  o'cr-reached,  I 

believe. 
Sir  Lane,  I  am  cozened,  and  my  hopeful  lest 

child  undone. 
M*  Flow.  You  are  not  cozened,  nor  is  she  un- 
done. 
They  slander  me;  by  this  light,  they  slander  me. 
Look  you,  my  uncle  here's  an  usurer, 
And  viould  undo  me;  but  I'll  stand  in  law; 
Do  you  but  bail  me,  you  shall  do  no  more : 
You,  brother  Civet,  and  omster  Weathercock,  do 

but  bail  me, 
And  let  me  have  my  marriage  money  paid  me. 
And  we'll  ride  down,  and  your  own  eyes  shall  see 
How  my  poor  tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
You  shall  but  bail  me,  you  shall  do  no  more : — 
And  you,  you  greedy  giwt,  tlieic  bail  will  serve  I 
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Flow,  Jun,  Ay,  sir,  Til  atk  no  better  bail. 

Sir  Lane.  No,  sir,  you  shall  uot  take  my  bail, 
nor  bis, 
Nor  my  son  Civet's :  111  not  be  cheated,  I. 
Shrieve,  take  your  prisoner ;  1*11  not  deal  with  bim. 
Let  his  uncle  make  false  dice  %«ith  bis  false  bones ; 
1  will  not  have  to  do  with  him  :  mocked,  gulled, 

and  wron{i(ed ! 
Come,  girl,  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well ; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  with  him  in  beggar's  heil. 

Luce,  He  is  my  husband,  ftid  high  heaven  doth 
know 
With  what  unwillingness  I  went  to  church  ;  ' 
But  you  enforced  me,  you  compelled  me  to  it. 
The  holy  church-man  pronounced  these  words 

but  now, 
'*  I  must  not  leave  my  husband  in  distress i* 
Now  1  must  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 

Sir  Lane,  Comfort  a  cozener!  on  my  curse 
fuisake  him. 

Luce.  This  day  you  caused  me  ou  your  curse 
to  take  him. 
Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  soul  oppress : 
God  knows,  my  heart  doth  bleed  ai  his  distress. 

Sir  Lane,  O,  master  Weathercock, 
I  must  confess  I  forced  her  to  this  match, 
Le'l  with  opinion  his  false  will  was  true. 

Weath,  Ah,  he  hnth  o'er-reached  me  too. 

Sir  Lane,  She  mi^ht  have  lived 
Like  Delia,  in  a  happy  virt;in's  state. 

Del.  Father,  be  patient :  sorroiy  comes  too  late. 

Sir  Lane.  And  on  her  knees  she  begged  and 
did  entreat, 
If  she  must  needs  taste  a  sad  marriage  life. 
She  craved  to  be  sir  Arthur  Grfenshield\»  wife. 

Sir  Atih.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the 
greater  wrong. 

Sir  Lane,  O,  take  her  yet 

Sir  Arth.  Not  I. 

Sir  Lane.  Or,  master  Oliver,  accept  my  cbild, 
And  half  my  wealth  is  yours. 

OU,  No,  sir,  chil  break  no  laws. 

Luce.  Never  fear,  she  will  not  trouble  you. 

Del.  Yet,  sister,  in  this  pnssion 
Do  not  run  headlong  to  confusion: 
You  may  affect  him,  thouti^h  not  follow  him. 

Fran.  Do,  sister ;  hang  him,  let  him  go. 

Weath.  Do  'faith,  mistress  Luce;  leave  him. 

Luce.  You  are  three  gross  fools ;  pray  let  me 
alone : 
I  swenr,  IM  live  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 

on.  But  an  he  have  his  lep  at  liberty, 
Chnm  aveard  he  will  never  live  with  you. 

Sir  Arih.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  huckster's  hand- 
ling for  runuing  away.  ^* 


Sir  Lane.  Huswife,  yoo  bear  how  50a  sad  I 
arc  wronged, 
And  if  you  will  redress  it  yet,  you  may : 
But  if  you  stand  00  terms  to  follow  him, 
Never  come  near  my  ^gbt,  nor  look  on  me; 
Call  me  not  father,  look  not  for  a  ijroat; 
For  all  thy  portion  I  will  this  day  give 
Unto  thy  sister  Frances. 

Fran.  How  say  you  to  that,  Tom  ?  [io  Civn^ 
I  shall  have  a  good  deal :  bendes,  I'll  be  a  good 
wife ;  and  a  good  wife  is  a  good  thing,  1  can  tefl. 

Civ.  Peace,  Franke.  I  would  be  sorry  to  «« 
thy  sister  cast  away,  as  I  am  a  gentlemao. 

Sir  Lane.  What,  are  jfou  yet  resolved  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  I  am  resolved. 

Sir  Lane.  Come  then  away ;  or  now,  or  oew 
come. 

Luce.  This  way  I  turn ;  go  you  unto  yonrfcisli 
And  I  to  weep,  Uiat  am  with  grief  opprest 

Sir  Lane.  For  ever  fly  my  sight :  Come,  gentle 
men,  , 

Let's  iu;  Til  help  you  to  far  better  wives  ttea 

her. 
Delia,  upon  uiy  blessing  talk  not  to  her. 
Base  baggage,  in  such  baste  to  beggary ! 

Flow.  Jun.  Sherifl^  take  your  prisoner  to  your 
cbarue. 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  by  God,  you  have  used  ne 
very  hardly,  by  iny  troth,  upon  my  wedding^liy. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Lancelot, Civet,  Weatbeecoci, 
Frances,  Delia,  and  their  AUendanti. 

Luce.  O,  master  Flowerdale,  but  hear  me  speak. 
[To  Flowebdale  Janief' 
Stay  but  a  little  wbile^  good  master  sheriflf; 
If  not  for  him,  for  my  sake  pity  bim. 
Good  sir,  stop  not  your  ears  at  my  compltint; 
My  voice  grows  weak,  for  women's  words  are 
faint. 

M.  Flow.  Look  you,  uncle,  she  kneels  to  too. 

Flow.  Jun.  Fair  maid,  for  you,  I  love  you  wW 
my  heart, 
And  grieve,  sweet  soul,  thy  fortune  is  so  bad. 
That  thou  shoold'st  match  with  such  a  gracdc* 

youth. 
Go  to  thy  father,  think  not  upon  him, 
Whom  hell  hath  marked  to  be  the  son  of  f^^ 

Luce.  Impute  his  wildness,  sir,  unto  his  youtN 
And  think  that  now's  the  time  he  doth  repent. 
Ala«t,  wliat  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 
To  imprison  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  doth  lose  hisdoc: 
O  pity  him,  as  God  shall  pity  you. 

Flow,  Jttn.  Lady,  \  know  his  humours  sll  t» 
well ; 
And  nothing  in  th^  world  can  do  him  good, 


In  huckster's  handling!, — Hucksters  being  petty  tradesmen,  and  conseqaently  tenaciaiDS  of  iht^r  (^ 
lomcrs,  their  prices,  dod  their  gains,  in  that  point  of  view  rescmhie  bailrffs,  who  hold  fast  the  pf««^ 
^vrmni  they  have  seized.  For  running  away,  has  the  same  meaning  as  from  running  away.  In  ct^  *^ 
*«ag^,  a  person  io  confinement  is  still  said  to  be  spoiled /or  a  runner.  Some  acquaintance  with  tl^  ^^\ 
«odgut  w  necessary  towards  the  esplanatlon  of  this  play.— Stbbv^.\  s. 
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Bat  misery  itiielf  to  chain  him  with. 
Iifce.  Say  that  your  debt  were  paid,  then  is  be 

free? 
flow,  Jan.  Ay,  ▼irgin;  that  being  answered^  I 
have  done. 
But  to  him  that  is  all  a&  impossible. 
As  I  to  scale  the  high  pyramids. 
Sherifl^  take  your  prisoner:  maiden,  fare  thee 
well. 
Luee.  0,  go  not  yet,  ftood  master  Flowerdale : 
Take  mv  word  for  the  debt,  my  word,  my  bond. 
M.  Flow,  Ay,  by  God,  uncle,  and  my  bond  too. 
Luce,  Alas,  I  ne*er ought  nothing  but  I  paid  it; 
And  I  can  work :  alas,  he  can  do  nothing. 
I  bare  some  friends  perhaps  will  pity  me : 
His  chiefest  friends  do  seeic  his  misery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive, 
Shall  be  for  you.    O  do  not  turn  away : 
Methinks,  within,  a  face  so  reverend, 
So  well  experienced  in  this  torturing  world. 
Should  have  some  feeling  of  a  maiden's  grief: 
For  my  sake,  his  father's  and  your  brother's  sake, 
Aj,  for  your  soul's  sake,  that  doth  hope  for  joy. 
Pity  my  state ;  do  not  two  souls  destroy. 
Flow,  Jan.  Fair  nuid,  stand  up :  not  in  regard 
of  him, 
Bat  in  pity  of  thy  hapless  choice,  I 
Do  release  him. — Master  sheriBT,  I  thank  you;— 
And,  officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. — 
Here,  maid,  take  this  money ;  there  is  a  hundred 

angels : — 
^n^^  for  I  will  be  sure  he  shall  not  have  it. 
Here,  Kester,  take  it  you,  and  use  it  sparingly ; 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. — 
Dry  your  eves,  niece ;  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  him,  whose  life  hath  been  in  riot  spent ; 
If  well  he  useth  thee,  he  gets  him  fri<;iids, 
If  ill,  a  shameful  end  on  him  depends. 

\Exit  Flowerdale  Junior, 
^  M.  Flaw,  A  plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  for- 
fticator ! — Come,  Kit,  the  money ;  come,  honest 
Kit 
Flow,  Sen,  Nay,  by  my  faith,  sir,  you  shall  par- 
don roc. 
M.  Flow,  And  why,  sir,  pardon  you  ?  Give  me 
|fce  money,  you  old  rascal,  or  I  will  make  you. 

Luce.  Pray  hold  your  hands;— give  it  him,  ho- 
■«t  friend. 

Flow,  Sen,  If  yoo  be  so  content,  with  all  my 
^rt.  [Gives  the  Money, 

M,  Flow.  Content,  sir?  'sblood  she  shall  be 
^tent,  whether  she  will  or  no.  A  rattle-baby 
^ofae  to  follow  me !  Go,  get  you  gone  to  the 
7^^  chuff  your  father :  bring  me  your  dowry, 
»r  never  look  on  me. 

Flow,  Sen,  Sir,  she  hath  forsook  her  father,  and 
Jl  her  friends  for  you. 

M.  Flow,  Hang  thee,  her  friends,  and  father, 
"U  together! 

Flow,  Sen.  Yet  part  with  something  to  provide 
»w  lodging. 


M,  Flow,  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and 
you ;  but  if  I  part  with  one  angel,  hang  me  at  a 
post,  ril  rather  throw  them  at  a  cast  of  dice,  as 
I  have  done  a  thousand  of  their  fellows. 

Flow,  Sen,  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain :  degene- 
rate boy. 
Thou  hadst  a  father  would  havo  been  ashamed — 

M,  Flow*  My  father  was  an  ass,  an  old  ass. 

Flow,  Sen.  Thy  father  ?  thou  proud  licentious 
villain ! — 
What,  are  you  at  your  foils  ?  Fll  foil  with  you. 

Luce,  Good  sir,  forlienr  him. 

Flow,  Sen,  Did  not  this  whining  woman  hang 
on  me, 
Fd  teach  thee  what  it  was  to  abuse  thy  father. 
Go  hang,  beg,  starve,  dice,  game ;  that  when  all's 

gone, 
Thou  may'st  after  despair,  and  hang  thyself. 

Luce.  O,  do  not  curse  him  ! 

Flow,  Sen.  I  do  not  curse  him ;  and  to  prny  for 
him  were  vain : 
It  grieves  me  that  he  bears  his  father's  name.    " 

M.  Flow,  Well,  you  old  rascal,  I  shall  meet 
with  you.  Sirrah,  get  you  gone;  I  will  not  strip 
the  livery  over  your  ears,  because  you  paid  for  it: 
hut  do  not  use  my  name,  sirrah,  do  you  hear? 
Look  you,  do  nut  use  my  name,  you  were  best. 

Flow,  Sen,  Pay  ine  the  twenty  pound  then  that 
I  lent  you,  or  give  me  security  when  I  may  have 
it. 

M,  Flow.  Fll  pay  thee  not  a  penny, 
And  for  security  Fll  give  thee  none. — 
Alinckins,  look  you  do  not  follow  ine ;  look  you 

do  not : 
If  you  do,  begCAf,  I  shall  slit  vour  nose. 

Luce.  Alas T  what  shall  I  cfo  ? 

M.  Flow.  Why,  turn  whore:  that's  a  good  trade ; 
And  so  perhaps  Fll  see  thee  now  and  then. 

[Exit  M.  Floweudale, 

Luce,  Alas  the  day  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 

Flow,  Sen,  Sweer  mistress,  do  not  weep ;  Fll 
stick  to  you. 

Luce,  Alas,  my  friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do. 
My  father  and  my  friends,  they  have  despised  me; 
And  I  a  wretched  maid,  thus  cast  away. 
Know  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  say. 

Flow,  Sen.  It  grieves  me  at  the  soul,  to  see  her 
tears 
Thus  stain  the  crimson  roses  of  her  cheeks.— 
Lady,  take  comfort;  do  not  mourn  in  vain. 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  town, 
The  which,  I  thiuk,  comes  to  a  hundred  pound ; 
All  that  and  more  shall  be  at  your  dispose. 
Fll  straight  go  help  yoo  to  some  strange  disgui^. 
And  place  you  in  a  service  in  this  town. 
Where  you  shall  know  all,  yet  yourself  unknown. 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  he, 

had  ; 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  iKorse  than  bad. 

Luce.  I  thank  you,  sir.  « 

[Exeyfit. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I.— ii  Room  in  Sir  Lancelot  Spur- 
cock's  House  in  Kent. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Sir  Arthur,  Oliver, 

Weathercock,  Civet,  Frances,  anrf  Delia. 

Oli,  Well,  cha  *a  bin  zarved  many  a  sluttish 
trick,  hot  such  a  lerripoop  as  thick  ych  was  ne'er 
yzarved. 

Sir  Lane.  Son  Civet,  daughter  Frances,  bear 
with  me : 
You  see  how  Vm  pressed  down  with  inward  grief 
About  that  luckless  girl,  your  sister  Luce. 
But  'tis  fallen  out 

With  me,  as  with  many  families  beside ; 
Tb^  are  roost  unhappy,  that  are  most  beloved. 

Civ.  Father,  'tis  so,  ^is  even  fallen  out  so. 
But  what  remedy  ?  set  hand  to  your  heart. 
And  let  it  pass.    Here  is  your  daughter  Frances 
And  I;  and  we'll  not  say,  we  will  bring  forth 
As  witty  children,  but  as  pretty  children 
As  ever  she  was,  though  she  had  the  prick 
And  praise  for  a  pretty  wench  :  "  But  father, 
Dun  is  the  mouse ;  '♦  you'll  come? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  son  Civet,  rii  come. 

Civ.  And  you,  master  Oliver? 

Oli.  Ay,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veast,  chil  see  if 
a  gan  make  a  better  veast  there. 

Civ.  And  you.  Sir  Arthur  ? 
^  Sir  Artk  Ay,  sir,  although  my  heart  be  full, 
I'll  be  a  partner  at  your  wedding  feast. 

Civ.  And  welcome  all  indeed,  and  wdcome.— 
Come,  Franke,  are  you  ready  ? 

Fran.  Jesu,  how  hasty  these  husbands  aro ! 

I  pray,  father,  pray  to  God  to  bless  me. 

Sir  Lane.  God  bless  thee !   and  I  do.    God 
make  thee  wise ! 
Send  you  both  joy  !  I  wish  it  with  wet  eyes. 

Fran.  But,  father,  shall  not  my  sister  Delia  go 
along  with  us  ?  she  is  excellent  good  at  cookery 
and  such  things.  ^^ 

Sir  Lunc.  Yes,  marry  shall  she :— Deliit  make 
you  ready.  ^ 


Del.  I  am  ready,  sir.  I  will  fiiit  go  to  Greeih 
wich ;  from  thence  to  my  couski  Chesterfield\ 
and  so  to  London. 

Civ.  It  shall  suffice,  good  sister  Delia,  it  shall 
suffice;  but  fail  us  not,  good  sister :  give  order  to 
cooks  and  others;  for  I.would  nut  have  my  sweet 
Franke  to  soil  her  fingers. 

Fran.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  I.  A  ^ntlewo- 
man,  and  a  married  gentlewoman  too,  to  be  roo- 
panion  to  cooks  and  kitchen-boys !  Not  I,  i'faiih; 
I  scorn  that. 

Civ.  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  shalt,  sweet-  ■ 
heart;  thou  seest  I  do  not  go  about   it.    Well, 
farewell  to  you.— God's  pity,  master  W^iber- 
cock  !  we  shall  have  your  company  too  ? 

Weath.  With  ail  my  hearty  for  I  love  good 
cheer. 

Civ.  Well,  God  be  with  you  alL— Come,  Franke. 

Fran.  God  be  with  you,  father.;  God  be  widi 
you. — Sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  and  master  Wea- 
thercock, sister,  God  be  with  you  all:  God  be 
with  you,  father;  God  be  with  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Civet  tmd  Frances. 

WeatL  Why,  how  now.  Sir  Arthur?  all  a-mori? 
Master  Oliver,  how  now,  man  ? 
Cheerly,  Sir  Lancelot ;  and  merrily  say. 
Who  can  hold  that  will  away? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  she  is  gone  indeed,  poor  girl,  un- 
done; 
Bnt  when  theyH  be  self-willed,  children  most 
smart. 

Sir  Arth.  But,  sir, 
That  she  is  wronged,  you  are  the  chiefest  cause; 
Therefore,  'tis  reason  you  redre!»s  her  wrong. 

Weatk.   Indeed   you  must,  Sir  Lancelot,  joo 
must. 

Sir  Lane.  Must  ?  Who  can  compel  me,  master 
Weathercock?  I  hope  I  may  do  what  I  list. 

Weath.  I  grant  you  may ;  you  may  do  what  yoo 
list. 

OU.  Nay,  but  an  you  be  well  avisen,  it  were  not 
good,  by  chis  vrampolness  and  vrowardness,  to 
cast  away  as  pretty  a  Dowsab«l  a»  an  choald 


"  These  many  then  >hall  die  5  their  name,  are  frick'd.    Malo!.i:. 
A;;;;rB:!ll«*f  **'  '"'"  -'^?r^^-t^^^^M^..  "P««l...cc«I.UIpl.nF„,weU'.p<,e»- 

"  Whose  princely  prai*«  hath  pierced  the  jrrtdlcc 
And  price  of  endless  fame." 

"  Tut !  dan'i  the  mouse ;  the  constable's  own  word."    Ma  lo^i  b. 
lUmeo  and  Julitt,  last  edit.  p.  34.    ^teeveii s. 
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chance  to  see  in  a  summer's  day.  Chil  tell  ynu 
what  chall  do;  chill  go  spy  up  god  down  the  town, 
and  see  if  I  can  hear  any  tale  or  tydings  of  her, 
and  take  her  away  from  thick  a  messel ;  vor  cham 
assured,  he'll  but  bring  her  to  the  spoi*;  and  so 
▼are  you  well.  We  shall  meet  at  your  son  Ci- 
vet's. 
Sir  Lane,  I  thank  ydo,  sir ;  I  take  it  very  kin^- 

Sir  Aftk  To  find  her  out,  I'll  spend  my  dearest 
blood; 
So  well  I  loved  her,  to  afiect  her  good. 

[Esamt  Civet  and  Sir  Arthur, 
Sir  L&nc,  O  master  Weathercock,  what  hap 
had  I 
To  force  my  daughter  from  master  Oliver, 
And  this  good  knight,  to  one  that  hath  no  good 

ness 
lo  his  thought ! 
Weath,  111  luck:  but  what  remedy  ? 
Sir  Lane.  Yes,  I  have  almost  devised  a  remedy : 
Young  Vlowerdale  is  sure  a  prisoner. 
Weath,  Sure ;  nothing  more  sure. 
Sir  Lane,  And  yet  perhaps  his  uncle  hatb  re- 
leased him. 
Weath,  It  may  be  very  like ;  no  doubt  he  hath. 
Sir  Lane,  Well,  if  he  be  in  prison,  I'll  have  war- 
rants 
To  'tach  my  daughter  till  the  law  be  triej ; 
For  I  will  sue  him  upon  cozenage. 
Weath,  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 
Sir  Lane,  Nay,  that's  not  so ;  I  may  chance  to 
be  scoffed, 
And  sentence  past  with  him. 
Weath.  Believe  me,  so  it  may ;  therefore  take 

heed. 
Sir  Lane,  Well  howsoever,  yet  I  will  hafe  war- 
rants; 
In  prison,  or  at  liberty,  all's  one : 
Vott  will  help  to  serve  them,  master  Weathercock  ? 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.'^A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  M,  Flowerdale. 

M,  Flow,  A  plague  of  the  devil !  the  devil  take 
the  dice !  the  dice  aud  the  devifand  his  dam  go 
together!  Of  all  my  hundred  golden  angels,  I 
have  not  left  me  one  denier.  A  poi  of  come,  a 
fivel^^  W*bat  shall  I  do?  I  can  borrow  no  more 
of  my  credit:  there's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance, 


man  nor  boy,  but  I  have  borrowed  more  or  less 
of.  I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  purse, 
and  go  clear  away ;  by  this  light  I'll  venture  for 
it. — God's-lid,  my  sister  Delia !  I'll  rob  her,  bj 
this  hand. 

Enter  Delia  anrf  Artichoke. 

DeL  I  pr'ythee,  Artichoke,  go  not  so  fast ; 
The  weather's  hot^  and  I  am  something  weary. 

Art.  Nay,  I  warrant  you,  mistress  Delia,  I'll  not 
tire  you  with  leading;  we'll  go  an  extreme  mode- 
rate pace. 

M,  Float.  Stand ;  deliver  your  purse. 
Art.  O  lord,  thieves,  thieves ! 

[Exit  Arttchokx. 
Jf.  Flow.  Come,  come,  your  purse ;  lady,  your 

purse. 
Del,  Thac  voice  1  have  heard  often  before  tliis 
time. — 
What,  brother  Flowerdale  become  a  thief! 
M,  Flow,  Ay,  plague  oo't,  I  thank  your  lather; 
but,  sister. 
Come,  your  money,  come.    What ! 
The  world  must  find  me ;  I  am  born  to  live ; 
'TIS  not  a  sin  to  steal  where  none  will  give. 
DeL  O  God,  is  all  grace  banished  from  thy 
heart  I 
Think  of  the  sliame  that  doth  attend  this  fact. 
M.  Flow.  Shame  me  no  shames.  •  Come,  give 
me  your  purse; 
I'll  bind  you,  sister,  lest  I  fare  the  worse. 

Del.  No,  bind  roe  not:  hold,  there  is  all  I 
have; 
And  would  that  money  would  redeem  thy  shame. 

£it/€r Oliver,  5ir  Arthur,  and  Artichoke. 

Art.  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves ! 

Oli.  Thieves !  where,  man  ? — why,  how  now, 
mistress  Delia !  Ha'  you  yliked  to  been  yrobb'd  ? 

DeL  No,  master  bliver;  'tis  master  Flower- 
dale; he  did  but  jest  with  me. 

Oli*  How,  Flowerdale !  that  scoundrel  ?  Sirrah, 
you  meten  us  well ;  vang  thee  that.  ^^ 

[Strike*  him. 

M.  Flow,  Well,  sir,  I'll  not  noeddle  with  you, 
because  I  have  a  charge. 

DeL  Here,  brother  Flowerdale,  I'll  lend  you 
this  same  money. 

M.  Flow.  I  thank  you,  sister. 

Oli.  I  wad  you  were  ysplit,  ^^  an  you  let  the 
roessel  have  a  penny ;  but  since  you  cannot  keep 
it,  chil  keep  it  myself. 


'*  J  pox  #/come,  a  Are  J— At  hazard,  the  players  frequently,  as  they  are  casting,  invocate  the  dice.— 

AlALONB. 

J*  Vang  thee  fAo/.— To  vangy  in  the  Devonshire  jargon,  b  lo  take  or  receive.— Ma  lone. 
»7  1  wad  you  were  ysplit.— In  the  Western  dialect  y  is  freqaenUy  prefi:ied  to  participles  passive,  as 
}ocen,  >doDe,  &c.    So,  in  Ben  Jonson's  late  of  a  2V*, 

'*  There  is  John  Clay  who  b^/cMiid already.*' 
^  Jnnii  Etjrr.ol.  letter  Y.— Malowk. 
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Sir  Arth,  'Tis  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  sort. 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  life  his  daily  sport. 

Del,  Brother,  you  see  how  all  men  censure  you. 
Faretrell ;  an(t  I  pray  God  amend  your  life. 

OIL  Come,  chil  bring  you  along,  and  you,  safe 

enough  from  twenty  such  scoundrels  as  thick  a 

one  IS.    Farewell,  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I 

think  so  thou  wilt  be  shortly.    Come,  sir  Arthur. 

[Exeunt  all  but  M.  Flowerdalc 

M.  Flow.  A  plague  go  with  your  for  a  kersey 
rascal ! 
This  D*enshire  mon,  I  think,  is  made  all  of  pork  : 
His  hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  packs; 
His  heart  as  fat  and  big  as  is  his  face ; 
As  differing  far  from  all  brave  gallant  minds. 
As  I  to  serve  the  hogs,  and  drink  with  hinds ; 
As  I  am  very  near  now.    Well,  what  remedy  ? 
When  money,  means,  and  friends,  do  grow  so 

small, 
Then  farewell  life,  and  there's  ao  end  of  all. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  UL^Another  Street.    Before  Civet's 
House. 

Enter  Flow crd ale  SenioTf  Luce  like  a  Dutch 
Frow,  Civet,  and  Frances. 

Civ,  By  my  troth,  God-a-mercy  for  this,  good 
Christopher  I  I  thank  thee  for  my  maid ;  I  like 
her  very  well.    How  dost  thou  like  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran,  In  good  sadness,  Tom,  very  well,  excel- 
lent well ;  she  speaks  so  prettily  : — I  pray  what's 
your  name  ? 

Lure,  My  name,  forsooth,  he  called  Tanikin. 

Fran.  By  my  troth,  a  fine  name.  O  Tanikin, 
you  are  excellent  for  dressing  one's  head  a  new 
fashion. 

Luce.  Me  sail  do  every  ting  about  de  head. 

Civ.  What  countrywoman  is  she,  Kester  ? 

Fiozv.  Sen.  A  Dutch  woonan,  sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  she  is  outlandish,  is  she  not  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  she  is. 

Fran.  O  then  thou  canst  tell  how  to  help  me 
to  cheeks  and  e&rs.  ^^ 

Luce.  Yes,  mistress,  very  well. 

Flow.  Sen.  Cheeks  and  cars!  why,  mistress 
Frances,  want  you  cheeks  and  earsi^  mcthinks 
you  have  very  fair  ones. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a  fool  indeed.  Tom,  thou 
knowest  what  I  mean. 

Civ.  Ay,  ay,  Kester ;  'tis  such  as  they  wear  a* 
their  heads.  I  pry*thee.  Kit,  have  her  in,  and 
shew  her  my  house. 

Flow.  Sen.  I  will,  sir.    Come,  Tanikin. 

Fran,  O  Tom,  you  have  not  bussed  mc  to-day, 
Tom. 


0$o.  No,  Frances,  we  must  not  kiss  afore  folks. 
God  save  me,  Franke !  Sec  yonder ;  my  sistte 
Delia  is  come. 

£nter  Delia  and  Artichoke^ 

Welcome,  good  sister. 

Fran.  Welcome,  sood  sister.  Jiow  do  you  like 
the  tire  of  my  head  f 

DeL  Very  well,  sister. 

Civ.  I  am  glad  you're  oome,  sister  Delia,  to 
give  order  for  supper :  they  will  be  here  soon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  lock  had  not  served,  she 
had  not  been  here  now.  Filching  Flowerdale  bad 
like  to  have  pepper'd  us ;  but  for  master  Oliver, 
we  had  been  robb'd. 

Del.  Peace,  sirrah,  no  more. 

Flow.  Sen.  Robb'd !  by  whom  ? 

Art.  Marry,  by  none  but  by  Flowerdale;  be  is 
turned  thief. 

Civ.  By  my  faith  but  that  is  not  well;  but 
God  be  praised  for  your  escape.  Will  you  draw 
near,  sister  f 

Flow.  Sen.  ^rrah,  come  hither.  Wooid  Flow^ 
erdale,  he  that  was  my  master,  have  robbed  you? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me  true. 

Art.  Yes,  i'faith,  even  that  Flowerdale  that  was 
thy  master. 

Flow.  Sen.  Hold  thee ;  there  is  a  French  crown, 
and  speftk  no  more  of  this.  [Atide. 

Art.  Not  I,  not  a  word.^— Now  do  I  smell  kns- 
very:  in  every  purse  Flowerdale  takes,  he  is 
half;  and  gives  me  this  to  keep  couneel:— not  a 
word,  I. 

Flow.  Sen.  Why,  God-a-mercy. 

Fran.  Sister,  look  here ;  i  have  a  new  Dutch 
maid,  and  she  speaks  so  tine,  it  would  do  jour 
heart  good. 

Civ.  How  do  you  like  her,  sister  ? 

Del,  1  like  your  maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  sister,  will  vou  draw  nesr,  and 
give  directions  for  supper  ?  Cuests  will  be  here 


DeL  Yes,  brother;  lead  the  way,  Fll  follow 
you.  [Exeunt  all  but  Delia  and  Luce. 

Hark  you,  Dutch  frow,  a  word. 

Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 

DeL  Sister  Luce,/tis  not  your  broken  language, 
Nor  this  same  habit,  can  disguise  your  face 
From  I  that  know  you.  Pray  tell  me,  what  means 
this? 

Luce.  Sister,  I  see  you  know  me ;  yet  be  secret. 
This  borrowed  shape  that  I  have  ta'en  upoo  me. 
Is  but  to  keep  myself  a  space  unknown. 
Both  from  my  father,  and  my  nearest  friends; 
Until  I  sec  how  time  will  bring  to  pass 
The  desperate  course  of  master  Flowerdale. 


^^  TJwu  canst  tell  how  to  help  mc  to  checki  and  ean. — Probably  the  name  of  a  head  dresi  then  won. 

—M  ALONE. 
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Del  O  he  is  worse  than  bad ;  I  prithee  leave 
him; 
And  let  nnt  once  thy  heart  to  think  on  him. 
Luce.  Do  not  persuade  roe  once  to  such  a 
thought. 
Imagine  ret  that  he  is  worse  than  naught; 
Yet  one  hour's  time  may  all  that  ill  undo 
That  all  his  former  life  did  run  into : 


Therefore,  kind  sister,  do  not  disclose  my  estate ; 
If  e'er  his  heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 
Del  Well,  seeing  no  counsel  can  remove  your 
mind, 
I'll  not  disclose  you  that  are  wilful  blind. 

Luce.  Delia,  I  thank  you.    I  now  must  please 
her  eyes. 
My  sister  Frances'  neither  fair  nor  wise.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  LStreet  before  Civet's  House, 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 

Af.  Flow,  On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of 
bis  journey.  1  have  pass'd  the  very  utmost  bounds 
of  shifting;  I  have  no  course  now  but  to  hang 
myself.  I  have  lived  since  yesterday  two  o'clock 
on  a  spice-cake  I  had  at  a  burial ;  ^'  and  for 
drink,  I  got  it  at  an  ale-house  among  porters,  such 
as  will  bear  out  a  man  if  he  have  no  money  in- 
deed ;  I  mean — out  of  their  companies,  for  they 
are  men  of  good  carriage.  ^  Who  comes  here  ? 
the  two  coney-catchers  that  won  all  my  money  of 
me.    111  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

Enter  Dick  and  Ralph. 

What,  master  Richard,  how  do  you  ?  How  dost 
thou,  Ralph?  By  God,  gentlemen,  the  world 
grows  bare  with  me;  will  you  do  as  much  as 
lepd  me  an  ai^el  between  you  both  ?  You  know, 
you  won  a  hundred  of  me  tlie  other  day. 

Ralpk.  How  !  an  an^el !  God  damn  us  if  we 
lost  not  every  penny  within  an  hour  after  thou 
wert  gone. 

Jf.  Flow.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  so  much  as  will 
pay  for  my  snpper :  I'll  pay  you  again,  as  I  am  a 
gentleman. 

Ralph,  I'faith,  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a 
mite. 
I  wonder  at  it,  master  Flowerdale, 
Yoa  will  so  carelessly  undo  yourself. 
Why,  you  will  lose  more  money  in  an  hour^ 
Than  any  honest  man  spends  in  a  year. 
For  Shame,  betake  you  to  some  honest  trade, 
And  live  not  thus  so  like  a  vagabond. 

"      [Exeunt  Dick  and  Ralph. 


M.  Flow,  A  vagabond  indeed  ;  more  villains 
you: 
They  give  me  counsel  that  first  cozen'd  me. 
Those  devils  first  brought  me  to  this  I  am. 
And  being  thus,  the  first  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  I  have  one  friend  left  me  in  store. 
Not  far  from  hence  there  dwells  a  cockatrice,*' 
One  that  i  first  put  in  a  sattin  gown ; 
And  not  a  tooth  that  dwells  within  her  head. 
But  stands  me  at  the  least  in  twenty  pound. 
Her  will  I  visit  now  my  coin  is  gone; 
And  as  I  take  it,  here  dwells  the  gentlewoman. 

[Knocks, 
What  ho,  is  mistress  Apricock  within  ? 

Enter  Ruffian. 

Ruf,  What  saucy  rascal's  that  which  knocks  so 
bold? 
O,  is  it  you,  old  spend-thrifk  ?  Are  you  here  ? 
One  that  is  turned  cozener  'bout  the  town  ? 
My  mistress  saw  you,  and  sends  this  word  by  me  j 
Either  by  packing  quickly  from  tlie  door, 
Or  ycju  shall  have  such  a  greeting  sent  you  straight 
As  Vou  will  little  like  on ;  you  had  best  be  gone. 

[Exit. 
M.  Flow-  Why  so,  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  being 
p»>or. 
Thus  art  thou  served  by  a  vile  pwnted  whore. 
Well,  since  thy  damned  crew  do  so  abuse  thee, 
I'll  try  of  honest  men,  how  they  will  use  me. 

Enter  an  ancient  Citizen. 

Sir,  I  beseech  you  to  take  compassion  of  a 
man ;  one  whose  fortunes  have  been  better  than 
at  this  instant  they  seem  to  be :  but  if  I  might: 
crave  of  you  so  much  little  portion  as  would  bring 


59  J  Bplccrake  JAflrf  at  a  burial.— The  oraal  entertainment  at  ancient  funerals  —Rich  cakes  were 
gifen  to  the  mouroers,  poorer  oiies  dlstribatcd  to  the  populace,  among  whom  the  Prodigal  appears  to 
bave  been  one.— Stee vers.  ,      ,  ,   .  .. 

^  For  they  arc  men  of  good  carriage  —A  quibble  between  carrtfing  burdens,  and  demeanour,— Ma*. 

^""^'^ot  far  f rem  hence  there  dn>eIU  a  cockatrice.— A  hariot.     So  in  the  GuVs  Hornbook,  by  Decker, 

1009: ."  provide  yoarselfa  lodging  by  the  water-side;  for  above  the  convenience  that  it  brings  to 

•liua  iboulder-cJapping,  and  to  ship  away  your  cockatrice  betimes  in  the  morning,  it  adds^  Ac,    Cotgrav^ 
readers  the  word  by  i*ii/a/nc. — Malokjs. 
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me  to  my  friends,  I  would  rest  thankful  until  I 
^ad  requited  so  great  a  courtesy. 

Cit,  Fie,  fie,  your^  man !  this  course  is  very 

bad. 
Too  many  such  have  we  about  this  city ; 
Yet  for  1  have  not  seen  you  in  this  sort. 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  Cdmmon  beggar, 
Hold;   there's  an  angel  to  bear  your  charges 

down. 
Go  to  your  friends;  do  not  on  this  depend ; 
Such  bad  beginnings  oft  have  worser  end.      * 

[EsU  Citizen. 
M.  Flow.  Worser  end !  miy,  if  it  fidl  out  no 
worse  than  in  old  angels,  I  care  not  Nay,  now 
I  have  had  such  a  fortunate  beginning,  rli  not 
let  a  sixpenny  purse  escape  me : — By  the  ma% 
here  comes  another. 

Enter  a  CitizeiCs  Wife  and  a  Servant,  with  a 
torch  before  her, 

Qod  bless  you,  fair  mistress.  Now  would  it 
plea<^e  you,  gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the  wants 
of  a  poor  gentleman,  a  younger  hrotlier,  I  doubt 
not  but  God  wilt  treble  restore  it  back  again ; 
one  tliat  never  before  this  time  demanded  penny, 
half-penny,  nor  farthing. 

Git.  Wife.  Stay,  Alexander.  Now  by  my  troth 
a  very  proper  man ;  and  'tis  great  pity.  Hold, 
my  friend ;  tliere's  all  the  money  I  have  about 
me,  a  couple  of  shillinKs;  and  God  bless  tlice. 

Jli.  Floto.  Now  God  thank  you,  sweet  lady. — 
If  you  have  any  friend  or  garden-house  **  where 
you  may  employ  a  poor  gentleman  as  your  friend, 
I  am  yours  to  commaad  in  all  secret  scn'ice. 

Cit.  Wife.  I  thank  you,  good  friend :  I  pry'thee 
let  me  see  tliat  again  I  gave  thee ;  there  is  one  of 
them  a  brass  shilling :  give  me  them,  and  here  is 
half  a  crown  in  gold.  I  He  gives  the  money  to 
her.]  Now  out  upon  inee,  rascal ;  secret  ser- 
vice !  what  dost  thou  make  of  nie  ?  It  were  a 
good  deed  to  have  thee  whipp'd:  Now  I  "have  my 
laoney  again,  1*11  see  thee  hang'd  before  I  give 
thee  a  penny.  Secret  service  ! — On,  good  Alex- 
i^nder. 

[Exeunt  Cilizen*s  Wife  and  Servant. 

M.  Fhw,  This  is  villainous  luck ;  I  perceive 
dishonesty  will  not  thrive.  *  Here  comes  more. 
God  forcive  me,  sir  Arthur  and  master  Oliver  I 
Afore  God  Til  spcnk  to  them. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Oliver. 

God  save  you,  sir  Arthur;  God  save  you,  master 
01i\*er. 

Oii.  Been  you  there,  zirrnh  ?  comr,  will  you 
ytaken  yourself  to  your  tools,  coystrcl  ? 


Jf.  Fiaw.  Nay,  riiaster  Oltvei^  Fll  not  fi^t 
with  you. 
Alas,  sir,  yotj  know  it  was  not  my  doings; 
It  was  only  a  plot  to  get  sir  Lancelot's  dauighter: 
By  God,  I  never  meant  you  harm. 

0/i.  And  where  is  the  gentlewoman  thy  wife, 
mezel  ?  where  is  she,  zirrah,  ha? 

M,  Flow^  By  mjr  troth,  master  Oliver,  sick, 
very  sick  t  and  God  is  my  judge,  I  know  not  what 
means  to  make  for  her,  good  gentlewoman. 

Oli.  Tell  me  true ;  is  she  sick  ?  tell  me  trae, 
ich  'vise  thee. 

M,  Flow,  Yes  'faith,  I  tell  you,  tnjo,  master 
Oliver:  if  you  would  do  me  the  small  kindness 
but  to  lend  me  forty  shillingiaw  so  God  help  me,  I 
will  pay  you  so  soon  as  my  ability  shall  make  me 
able ; — as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Oli,  Well,  thou  zaist  thy  wife  is  wck;  hold, 
there*«  vorty  shillings;  give  it  to  thy  wife.  Look 
thou  give  it  her,  or  I  bhall  zo  veeie  rhee,  thou 
wert  not  xo  veezed  this  zeven  year ;  look  to  iu 

Sir  Arth.  I'faith,  nMster  Oliver,  'tis  in  vain 
To  give  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

Oli,  Well,  would  che  could  yvind  it. 

M.  Flow,  I  tell  yott  true,  sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a 
gentleman. 

Oli.  Well,  farewell  zirrah  :  come,  sir  Arthur. 
[Exeunt  Sir  Arthur  and  Olivei. 

M,  Flow.  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent; 
Five  golden  angels  compassed  in  an  hour: 
if  this  trade  hold,  I'll  never  seek  a  new. 
Welcome,  sweet  gold,  and,  beggary,  adieu. 

Enter  FtowERDALE  Junior,  and  Flowerdale 
Senior* 

Flow,  Jun,  See,  Kester,  if  you  can  £ad  the 
l^ouse. 

M.  Flow,  Who's  here  ?  My  uncle,  and  my  man 
Kester?  By  the  mass 'tis  they.  How  du  you  uncle  ? 
how  dost  thou,  Kester  ?  By  my  troth,  uncle,  you 
must  needs  lend  me  some  money.  The  poor  gen- 
tlewoman iny  wife,  so  God  help  roe,  is  very  sick : 
I  was  robb'd  of  the  hundred  ajigels  you  ga\'e  me ; 
they  are  gone. 

Flow,  Jun,  Ay,  ihey  are  gone  indeed.  Come, 
Kester,  away. 

M.  Flow.  Nay,  uncle ;  do  you  hear,  good  uncle  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Out,  hypocrite,  I  will  not  hear  thee 
speak:  come,  leave  him, Kc ster. 

M.  Flow,  Kester,  hone>t  Kester  ! 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  I  have  nought  to  say  to  yoo. 
Open  the  d'jor  tt»  me,  'Kin  :  thou  had'st  best  lock 
it  fast,  for  there's  a  false  knave  without. 

[Flowerdale  Senior  and  Flowerdale 
Junior  go  ia. 


♦*  Or  garden  hou^e.— So  in  Greme  in  Concsipt,  I5D8  : "  a  gardeH-4io\ue  having  roam!  about  it  nutfy 

Il4»wer8  ami  mucb  deflowering.*'    Aiaay  of  the  illicit  meetings  between  the  sexes  in  former  tuDci  appeiir 
\o  have  happened  m  these  receptacles.— Steev ens,  rr-^ 
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Jf.  Flow,  You  are  an  old  lyins;  rascal,  so  you  are. 
Enter,  from  Civet**  fibuxe.  Luce. 

Liue.  Vat  is  de  matter  ?  Vat  be  you,  yonker  ? 

Af.  Flow.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  mvi ;  they  say 
^Snej  are  called  kiod.     By  this  light,  1*11  try  her. 

Xace.  Vat  bm  you,  yooker?  why  do  you  not 
speak? 

M,  Flom,  By  my  troth,  sweetheart,  a  poor  gen- 
tleman that  would  desire  of  yon,  if  it  staud  with 
your  liking,  die  bounty  of  your  purse. 

Re-enter  Flowerdale  Senior, 

Luce.  O  hear  God !  so  young  an  armin !  ^ 

Jf.  Fiom,  Armin,  sweetheart  ?  I  know  not  what 
you  mean  by  that ;  but  I  am  almost  a  beggar. 

Luce.  Are  you  not  a  married  man  ?  vere  bin 
your  vife  ?  Here  is  all  I  have ;  take  dis. 

Af.  Fiow.  What,  gold  !  young  frow  ?  this  is 
brave. 

f%ND.  Sen.  If  he  have  any  grace,  he'll  now  re- 
pent. 

Luce.  Why  speak  you  not  ?  vere  be  your  vife  ? 

Jf  .  Fhm,  Dead,  dead ;  she's  dead,  "m  she  liath 
undone  me.  Spent  me  all  i  had,  and  kept  rascals 
under  my  nose  to  brave  me. 
*  Luce.  Did  you  use  her  veil  ? 

Jf.  Fiow,  Use  her !  there*s  never  a  gendewo- 
mail  in  England  could  be  better  used  than  I  did 
her.  I  coald  but  coach  her;  her  diet  stood  me 
in  forty  pound  a  month :  but  she  is  dead ;  and  in 
her  grave  my  cares  are  buried. 

Imcc,  Indeed  dat  vas  not  scone.^ 

F^ow,  Sen,  He  is  turned  more  devil  than  he  was 
before. 

Af.  FUm,  Thou  dust  belong  to  master  Civet 
here,  dost  thou  not  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  me  do. 

Af.  Fiow.  Why  there's  it !  there's  not  a  hand- 
ful of  plaie  bat  belonii^s  to  me.  God's  my  judge, 
if  I  had  »iich  a  wench  as  thou  art,  there's  never  a 
man  in  Englaud  would  make  more  of  her,  than  I 
would  do— so  she  had  any  stock. 

[  Within,  O,  why  Tanikin  ! 

Luce.  Stay ;  one  doth  call ;  I  shall  come  by 
and  by  again.  [Exit, 

M  Flow.  By  this  hand,  this  Dutch  wench  is  in 
love  with  me.  Were  it  not  admirable  to  make  her 
steul  all  Civet's  plate,  and  run  away } 

Fiow  Sea,  It  were  beastly.    O  master  Flower- 
dale, 
Have  yoo  no  fear  of  God,  nor  conscience  ? 
What  fk>  you  mean  by  this  vile  course  you  take  ? 


Af.  Flow,  What  do  I  mean  ?  why,  to  live ;  that 
I  mean. 

Flow,  Sen.  To  live  in  this  sort  ?  Fie  upon  the 
course  : 
Your  life  doth  show  you  arc  a  very  coward. 
Af  Flow,  A  coward  !  I  pray  in  what  ? 
Flow,  Sen,  Why,  you  will  borrow  snpence  of  a 

boy. 
Af.  Flow.  'Snails,  is  there  such  cowardice  in 
that  ?  I  dare  borrow  it  of  a  man,  ay,  and  of  the 
tallest  man  in  England, — if  he  wilt  lend  it  me : 
let  me  borrow  it  how  I  can,  and  let  them  come 
by  it  how  they  dare.  And  it  is  well  known,  I 
might  have  rid  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would,  so 
I  might. 

Flow.  Sen,  It  was  not  want  of  will,  but  cowar- 
dice. 
There  is  none  that  lends  to  you,  but  know  they 

gain  ; 
And  what  is  that  but  only  stealth  in  you  ? 
Delia  might  hang  you  now,  did  not  her  heart 
Take  pity  of  you  for  her  sister's  sake. 
Go  get  you  hence,  lest  fing'ring  here  your  stay, 
You  fall  into  their  hands  you  look  not  for. 

Af.  Flow,  ril  tarry  here,  till  the  Putch  frow 
comes,  if  all  the  devils  in  hell  were  here. 

[FLovfEKtiKLE  Senior  goes  in  toCtVEjU 
House, 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Master  Weathercock, 
and  Artichoke. 

Sir  Lane  Where  is  the  door?  are  we  not  past 
it.  Artichoke  ? 

Art.  By  the  mass  here's  one ;  I'll  ask  him.  Do 
you  hear,  sir?  What,  are  you  so  proud  f  Do  you 
hear  ?  Wnich  is  the  way  to  Master  Civet's  house  ? 
What,  will  you  not  speak  ?  O  me  !  this  is  filching 
Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane,   O  wonderful !  is  tliis  lewd  villain 
here? 
O  you  cheating  rogue,  you  cuNpurse,  coney^cat- 

cher ! 
What  ditch,  you  villain,  i*  my  daughter's  grave  ? 
A  Cozeni[)g  rascal,  that  must  make  a  will. 
Take  on  hnii  that  strict  habit,  very  that, 
When  he  should  turn  to  angel;  a  dying  grace.  ' 
ru  father  iiHittw  yuu,  sir,  I'll  make  a  will ; 
Speak,  villain,  wriere's  my  daughter  ? 
Poisoned,  I  warrant  you,  or  knocked  o'the  head  s 
And  to  abuse  good  Master  Weathercock, 
With  his  forged  will,  and  Master  Weathercock, 
To  make  my  grounded  resolution  ; 
Then  to  abuse  the  De'usitire  gentleman : 


♦'  So  yotmg  am  armin !— I.  c.  a  beggar.    v^r»w,  in  Dutch,  signifies  poor  and  needy.    So  arm-worden  to 
jrow  poor — «/-  n^makm  to  iropoverbh.— hTEEVE.NS. 
**  i/ic>it  jf^tfira— -Not  handsome. 
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Go ;  awaj  with  him  to  prison. 
Af.  Flaw.  Wherefore  to  prison  ?  sir,  I  will  not  go. 

Enter  CiVLT  and  hi$  Wife^  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur, 
Flow  ERD  ALE  Senior,  Flower  dale  Jicitior,  and 
Delia. 

-  Sir  Lane  O  here's  his  ancle ;  welcome,  gentle- 
men, welcome  all.  Such  a  cozener,  gentlemen,  a 
murderer  too,  for  anj  thine  I  know !  Mr  daugh- 
ter IS  missing ;  hath  been  looked  for;  cannot  be 
found.    A  vild  upon  thee ! 

Flaw,Jun,  He  b  my  kinsman,  though  his  life  be 
vile: 
Therefore,  in  God*s  name,  do  with  him  what  jou 
will. 

Sir  Lane  Marry  to  prison* 

M.  Fhw,  Wherefore  to  prison  ?  snick  up.**   I 
owe  you  nothing 

Su"  Lane.  Bring  forth  my  daughter  then :  Away 
with  him. 

Af.  Flam,  Ck>  seek  your  daughter.    What  do 
you  lay  to  my  charfje  ? 

,Sir  Lane  Suspiaon  of  murder.  Go,  away  with 
him. 

JH .  Flaw.  Murder  your  dogs !  I  murder  your 
daughter  ?  Come,  cousin,  I  know  you'll  bail  me. 

Flow.  Jan.  Not  I,  were  there  no  more  than  I 
the  gaoler,  thou  the  prisoner. 

Sir  Lane.  Go ;  away  with  him. 

Enter  LtrcE. 

Xtice.  O'  my  life  hear :  where  will  you  ha'  de 
man? 
Vat  ha'  de  yonker  done  ? 

Weath.  Woman,  he  hath  killed  his  wife. 
Luce.  His  wife !  dat  is  not  good ;  dat  is  not 


Sir  Lane.  Hang  not  upon  him,  huswife ;  if  you 
do, 
ni  lay  you  by  him. 

Luce.  Have  me  no  oder  way  dan  you  have  him  ? 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  me  heutily. 

Fran.  Lead  away  my  maid  to  prison!  why, 
Tom,  will  you  suffer  that  ? 

Civ.  No,  by  your  leave,  father,  she  is  no  va- 
grant t  she  is  my  wife's  chamher-maid,  and  as  true 
as  the  skin  between  any  man's  brows  here. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  to,  you're  both  fools. 
Son  Civet,  of  my  life  this  is  a  plot; 
Some  straggling  counterfeit  preferred  to  you. 
No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  plate  and  jewels : — 
ril  have  you  led  awav  to  prison,  trull. 

Luce*  I  am  no  trull,  neither  outlandish  frow : 
Nor  he  nor  I  shall  to  the  prison  go. 
Know  you  me  now  ?  nay,  never  stand  amazed. 

[T/trowi  of  her  Dutch  dreu. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you ; 
And  though  that  duty  wills  me  bend  my  knees 


To  you  in  duty  and  obedience, 
Yet  this  way  do  I  turn,  and  to  him  yield  j 

My  love,  my  duty,  and  my  humbleness. 
Sir  Lane.  Battard  in  nature !  kneel  to  such  a    { 

slave? 
Luce,  O  Master  Flowerdale,  if  too  nrach  gnef 
Have  not  stopp'd  up  the  organs  of  your  voice, 
Then  speak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  m(t ! 
Or  doth  contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  tongue? 
Turn  not  away ;  1  am  no  ^thiop, 
No  wanton  Cressid,  nor  a  changing  Helen ; 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thv  loss. 
What !  tnm'st  thou  still  from  me  ?  O  then"^ 
I  guess  the%  wofull'st  among  hapless  men. 
Af.  Flow.  I  am  indeed,  wife,  vionder  amooi 
wives ! 
Thy  chastity  and  virtue  hath  infused 
Another  sool  in  roe,  red  with  defame. 
For  in  my  blushing  cheeks  is  seen  my  shame. 
Sir  Lane.  Out,  hypocrite !  I  charge  thee  tmt 

him  noL 
Luce.  Not  trust  him  ?  By  the  hopes  of  after- 
bliss,  I  know  no  sorrow  can  be  compared  to  his. 
Sir  Lane.  Well,  since  thou  wert  ordained  to 
beggary. 
Follow  thy  fortune :  I  defy  thee,  L— 

Oli  I  wood  che  were  so  well  vdoossed  as  was 
ever  white  cloth  in  a  tocking  mill,  an  che  ha'  not 
made  me  weep. 

Flow.  Sen.  If  he  hath  any  grace,  bell  now  re- 
pent 
Sir  Arth.  It  moves  my  heart. 
Weath.  By  my  troth  I  must  weep,  I  cannot 

choose. 
Flow.  Jim.  None  but  a  beast  would  such  a 

maid  misuse. 
Af.  Flow.  Content  thyself,  I  hope  to  wia  bU 
favour. 
And  to  redeem  my  reputation  lost : 
And,  gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  beseedi  you, 
I  hope  your  eyes  shall  behold  such  a  cbuig^ 
As  snail  deceive  your  eipectation. 

OH.  I  would  che  were  ysplit  now,  but  che  be- 
lieve him. 
Sir  Lane  How !  believe  him ! 
Weaih.  By  the  mackuis,  I  do. 
Sir  Lane.  What,  do  you  think  that  e*er  be  wifl 

have  grace  ? 
Weath.  By  my  faith  it  will  |0  hard. 
OIL  Well,  che  vor  ye,  he  is  changed:  And, 
master  Flowerdale,  in  hope  ye  been  so,  hoU, 
there's  vorty  pound  toward  your  setting  up.  Wbst ! 
be  not  ashanied ;  vang it,  man,vangit:  beafood 
husband,  loven  to  your  wife ;  and  you  shall  ooc 
want  for  vorty  more,  I  che  vore  th€«. 
Sir  Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  youll  fol- 
low me, 
I  will  instruct  you  in  my  ablest  power : 


^'  Snich-vp,  seems  to  be  synonymoiB  to  the  nodeni  expression^  ge  and  hang  yoan^if.—- Mai^»* 
^  Night  ichoim,  vide  supra. 
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Bat  to  joar  wife  I  ghre  this  diamond. 

And  prove  true  dtamond- fair  in  all  yoar  life. 

M.   Flow,  Thanks,  good  sir  Arthur :  master 
Oliver, 
Yoa  being  my  enemy,  and  gro%vn  so  kind, 
Binds  me  in  all  endeavour  to  restore — 

Oii,  What !  restore  me  no  restorings,  man ;  I 
have  vorty  pound  more  for  Luce  here ;  vaog  it : 
looth  chil'devy  London  else.  What,  do  you  think 
me  a  niezcl  or  a  scoundrel,  to  throw  away  ray 
mrmcy  ?  Che  have  an  hundred  pound  more  to  pace 
of  any  good  spotation.  I  hope  your  under  and 
your  onde  will  voUow  my  zamples. 

Flow,  Jun.  You  have  guessed  right  of  me ;  if 
he  leave  off  this  course  of  life,  he  shall  be  mine 
heir. 

Sir  Lane.  But  he  sliall  never  get  a  groat  of  me. 
A  coiener,  a  deceiver,  one  that  killed 
Hi«  pamful  father,  honest  gentleman, 
Tliat  passefl  the  fearful  danger  of  the  sea, 
To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  bruve. 

Wealh   What  hath  he  killed  his  father  ? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile 
oturses. 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  you  are  misinformed. 

Sir  Lanr.  Why,  thou  old  knave,  thou  told'st 
roe  so  thyself. 

FItm,  Sen,  I  wronged  him  then :  and  towards 
my  master's  stock 
There's  twenty  nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

M.  Flow.  No,  Kester,  I  have  troubled  thee, 
and  wronged  thee  more ; 
What  thou  in  love  giv'st,  I  in  love  restore. 

IVoA.  Ua,  ha,  suter !  there  you  played  boopeep 
with  Tom.  What  shall  I  give  her  toward  house- 
bold  ?  sister  Delia,  shall  I  give  her  my  fan  ? 

DeL  You  were  best  ask  your  huslmiid. 

Pi«ii.$hallI,Tom? 

Civ.  Ay,  do,  Franke ;  TU  buy  thee  a  new  one 
with  a  longer  handle.  ^^ 

IVoji.  A  russet  one,  Tom  ? 

Civ,  Ay,  with  russet  feathers. 

Fran,  Here,  sister;  there's  my  fan  toward 
household,  to  keep  you  wam^ 

Luce.  I  thank  you,  sister. 

Weath,  Why,  this  is  wc|l;  and,  toward  fair 
Luce's  stock. 
Here's  forty  shillings  t  and  forty  good  shillings  more, 
rii  give  her,  mnrnr.    Come,  sir  X^ncelpt, 
I  must  have  you  mends. 

Sir  Lane.  Not  I :  all  this  is  counterfeit;  he 
will  oonsame  it  were  it  a  million. 

Fhw,  Sfft.  Sir,  i^hat  is  your  daughter'«  dower 
worth? 

Sir  Lane,  Had  she  ^n  married  to  an  honest 


It  had  been  better  thim  a  thousand  pound. 


Ihw.  Sen,  Pay  it  to  him,  and  Fll  give  you  my 
bond 
To  make  her  jointure  better  worth  than  three. 

Sir  Lane.  Your  bond,  sir  !  why,  what  are  you  ? 

Flaw,  Sen,  One  whose  word  in  Loudon,  though 
I  say  it. 
Will  pass  there  for  as  much  as  yours 

Sir  Lane,  Wert  not  thou  late  that  unthrift's 
serving-roan  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  Look  on  me  better,  now  my  tear  if 
off: 
Ne'er  muse,  man,  at  this  metamorphosy. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale ! 

M.  Flow,  My  father !  O,  [  shame  to  look  on  him. 
Pardon,  dear  father,  the  follies  that  are  past. 

Flow,  Sen,  Son,  sou,  I  do;  and  joy  at  this  thy 
change, 
And  applaud  thy  fortune  in  this  virtuous  maid. 
Whom  heaven  hath  sent  to  thee  to  save  thy  soul. 

Luce.  This  addeth  joy  to  joy;  high  heaven  be 
praised. 

Weaih,  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  from 
death,  good  master  Flowerdale.  H^'was  said  so 
here,  'twas  said  so  here,  good  faith. 

Flow.  Sen,  I  caused  t£it  rumour  to  be  spread 
myself. 
Because  I'd  see  the  humours  of  my  son. 
Which  to  relate  the  circumstance  is  needless. 
And,  sirrah,  see 

You  run  no  more  into  that  same  disease : 
For  he  that's  onpe  cured  of  that  malady. 
Of  riot,  swearing,  drunkenness,  and  pnde. 
And  falls  agf|in  into  the  like  distress, 
That  fever's  deadly,  doth  till  deatti  endure  : 
Such  men  die  mad,  as  of  f^  calenture. 

M.  Flow,  Heaven  helping  me,  1*11  hate  thp 
course  as  hell. 

Flow,  Jun,  Say  it,  and  do  it,  cousin,  all  is  well. 

Sir  Lane.  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  ai^ 
honest  man, 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.    Brother  Flowerdale, 
Welcome  with  all  my  heart :  I  see  your  care 
Hath  brought  these  iicts  to  this  conclusion. 
And  I  am  glad  of  it.    Come,  let's  in,  and  feast. 

OU,  Nay  zof^  you  a  while.  You  promised  to 
make  sir  Arthur  and  me  amends :  here  is  your 
wisest  daughter ;  see  which  on  us  she'll  have. 

Sir  Lane.  A  God's  name,  you  have  my  good 
will ;  get  hers. 

OIL  How  say  you  then,  damsel  ? 

DeL  f ,  sir,  am  yours. 

OIL  Why,  then'scnd  for  a  vicar,  and  chil  have 
it  dispatched  in  a  trice ;  so  chil. 

DeL  Pardon  me,  fir ;  I  mean  that  I  am  your^ 
In  love,  in  duty,  and  affection ; 
But  not  to  love  as  wife :  it  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
Delia  was  biiried  married,  but  a  maid. 


«7  ^jr,  1I0,  FranU;  VU  bvy  ikee  anemonewUha  longer  itonittf.— Fdrnt,  In  the  agf  of  Queen  EUzabetb. 
kad  frequently  B^Kver  handles,  and  other  valuable  ornaments.  The  upper  part  of  them  was  composed  ov 
feathers.— -|(|awhb. 
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Slr*Arth.  Do  not  condemn  yourself  for  ever, 
virtuoub  fair;  you  were  born  to  io?e. 

Oil.  Why  yoo  say  true,  sir  Arthur;  she  was 
ybore  to  it,  so  well  as  her  mother  * — but,  I  pray 
you,  show  us  some  zamples  or  reasons  why  you 
will  not  marry  ? 

Bel  Not  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  life, 
(For  'tis  no  doubt  a  sanctimonious  thiu^) 
But  for  the  care  and  crosses  of  a  wife ; 
The  trouble  in  this  world  that  children  bring. 


My  tow's  in  heaTen,  on  earth  to  live  aloae; 
Husbands,  howsoever  good,  I  will  ba?e  none. 

OIL  Why  then,  che  will  live  a  bachelor  too. 
Che  zet  not  a  vig  by  a  wife,  if  a  wife  zet  not  i 
vig  by  me. — Come,  sball's  go  to  dinner  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  To-bmmtow  1  crave  your  coapaaitt 
in  Mark-lane: 
To-night  we'll  frolic  in  master  Civet's  house, 
And  to  each  health  drink  down  a  lull  careow^ 
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PURITAN, 

THE  WIDOW  OF  WATLING  STREET.  * 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Sir  Godfrey  Plus,  Brother-in-law  to  the  Widow 

Plus. 
EoiioND,  Son  to  the  Widow. 
Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  a  rich  City  Knight^  and 

Suitor  to  the  Widow, 
Sir  John  Penntdub,  a  Country  Knight,  and 

Suitor  to  Mary. 
Sir  Andrew  Tipstaff,  a  Courtier,  and  Suitor 

to  Frances. 
George  Pyeboaro,  a  Scholar, 
The  Sheriff  of  London. 
Captain  Idle,  a  Highwayman, 


DoGSON,  a  Catchpole. 

Corporal  Oath,  A  vaingloriout  Fellow. 

Nicholas  St  Antlings,     1  Servants  to   Lady 

Simon  St  Mary  Overies,  >       Plus,  and  Sir 

Frailty,  j       Godfrey. 

Peter  Skirmish,  an  old  Soldier, 

A  Nobleman. 

A  Gentleman  Citizen* 

Lady  Plus,  a  Citizens  Widow. 

Sheriff's  Officers^  Keeper  of  the  Marshalsea  Pri- 
son, Musicians,  and  Attendants. 


Scene— London. 


'  A  hw>Tce  called  the  Comedie  of  the  Puritan  Wydowoj  was  entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  by  G.  EM,  Aagut 
^  \Wl ;  and  the  play  was  published  by  him  the  same  year,  with  the  followine  tide  :  The  Puritame,  or 
the  IViddow  of  fVailing  Streete,  Acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules.  fVritten  by  W.  S,  This  circumstance 
alone  might  lead  us  to  suspect  that  it  was  not  the  composition  of  Shakespeare ;  for  it  does  not  appear  that 
^o^  one  of  his  pieces  was  acted  by  the  children  of  St  Paul's.  But,  without  haTing  recourse  10  any  ar- 
pment  of  that  kind,  it  may  be  sufficient  to  say,  that  there  is  no  authority  whatsoever  for  attributing  this 
comedy  to  him.  The  colour  of  the  stjle  is  entirely  diiferent  from  that  of  his  plajrs,  and  it  was,  as  we  see, 
not  printed  under  his  name  in  his  lifetime  :  it  is  not  flientioned  as  his  production  by  any  contemporary 
writer,  nor  was  it,  1  believe,  ever  attributed  to  him  till  Kirkman,  a  bookseller,  in  one  of  his  Catalogues, 
cboie  to  interpret  the  letters  W.  S.  to  mean  William  Shakespeare.  The  initial  letters  in  the  title-pages 
of  this  play,  and  the  Lift  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell^  so  far  from  furnishing  us  with  any  ground  fbr  sup* 
poBiDg  them  to  be  our  great  poet*s  performances,  afford,  in  my  opinion,  a  very  strong  argument  to  show 
that  they  were  not  his  compositions.  If  the  bookseller  could  with  truth  have  affixed  ^hakespeare*s  name 
at  length,  (a  name  that  certainly  would  have  promoted  the  sale  of  hb  play,)  what  should  have  prevented 
kim  from  doing  to  ?  or  why  should  he  content  himself  with  annexing  initial  letters  which  might  belong 
to  others  as  well  as  to  Shakespeare  ? 

I  suppose  this  pi^ce  to  have  been  written  by  William  Smith,  whose  name  is  mentioned  in  the  prelimi- 
Kiry.obsenralioos  on  Lochrme,  and  who  was  likewise  the  author  of  two  other  plays>  The  Palsgrave,  or 
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ACTT. 


SCENE  I.— if  Garden  behind  the  Widow's  Houte. 

Enter  the  Widow  Plus,  Frances,  Mary,  Sir 
GrooFRET,  and  Bdmond,  all  in  mourning ;  the 
latter  in  a  Cyprus  Hmt ;  *  the  Widow  wring- 
ing her  hand$t  and  bunting  oat  into  passion^ 
ci  newly  come  from  the  burSU  of  her  auiband. 

Wid,  O,  that  ever  I  was  born,  that  ever  I  was 
born! 

Sir  God,  Naj,  good  sister,  dear  sifter,  sweet 
sister,  be  of  good  comfort ;  show  yourself  a  wo- 
man now  or  never. 

Wid*  O,  I  have  lost  tlie  dearest  man,  I  have 
buried  the  sweetest  hosband,  that  e\'er  lay  by 
woman. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed 
an  honest,  virtuous,  discreet,  wise  man.  He  was 
my  brother,  as  right  as  right. 

Wid.  O,  I  shall  never  foi^et  him,  never  forget 
him ;  he  was  a  man  so  well  given  to  a  woman. 
Oh! 

Sir  God.  Nay  but,  kind  sistf.r,  I  could  weep  as 
much  as  any  woman ;  but,  alas,  our  tears  cannot 
call  him  again.  Methinks  you  are  well  read,  sis- 
ter, and  kqow  that  death  is  as  common  as  homOf 
a  common  name  to  all  men.  A  man  shall  be 
taken  when  he*s  making  water.  Nay,  did  not  tiie 
learned  parson,  master  Pigman,  tell  us  even  now, 
— that  all  flesh  is  frail — We  are  bom  to  die — 
Han  has  but  a  time— with  such  like  deep  and 


profound  persuasions  ?  as  he  is  a  rare  fellow,  yoa 
know,  ana  an  excellent  reader.  And  for  example, 
(as  there  are  examples  abundance,)  did  iwi  sir 
Humphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  day?  There's  a 
lusty  widow !  why  she  cried  not  abuve  half  aa 
hour.  For  shame,  for  shame ! — Then  followed 
him  old  master  Fulsome,  the  usurer:  there's  a 
wise  widow ;  why  she  cried  ne'er  a  whit  at  alL 
Wid,  O  rank  not  me  with  those  wicked  wo- 


men ;  I  had  a  husband  outshined  'em  aU. 

heibt 


^•smned 


Sir  God,  Ay  that  he  did,  i'taith ;  I 
'em  all. 

Wid.  Dost  thou  stand  there,  and  aee  us  all 
weep,  and  not  once  shed  a  tear  tor  thy  father's 
death  !  oh  thou  ungracious  son  and  heir,  thou ! 

Edm.  Troth,  mother,  1  should  nor  weep  Fm 
sure.  I  am  past  a  child,  I  hope,  to  make  all  my 
old  school-fellows  laugh  at  me;  I  should  be 
mocked,  so  I  should  1  Pray  let  one  of  my  sisters 
weep  for  me ;  I'll  laugh  as  much  for  her  anotiier 
time, 

Wid.  O  thou  past-p'ace,  ^thou !  Out  of  my 
sight,  thou  graceless  imp !  thou  grievest  me  more 
than  the  death  of  thy  father.  O  thou  stubborn 
only  son  !  Hadst  thou  such  an  honest  man  to  thy 
father — that  would  deceive  all  the  world  to  get 
riches  for  thee,  and  canst  thou  not  afford  a  little 
salt  water  ?  He  that  so  wisely  d.d  quite  overthrow 
the  right  heir  of  those  lands,  which  now  you  re- 
spect not :  op  every  morning  betwiu  four  ao4 


M«  Hector  o/Gcrman^^  printed  id  the  year  1615,  and  the  Fre«mam*B  Hmumr,  a  perfbrmaDce  that  was,  f 
believe,  never  pablished.— From  some  expressions  in  the  present  comedy,  (Act  I.  Sc.  11.)  tlie  aailMr 
^whoever  be  was)  appears  to  have  been  bred  ut  the  university  of  Oxford.— Ma lo KB. 

On  Anguft  15, 1-^97,  were  entered,  by  Richard  Jones,  on  the  Stationein*  Boolu,  *'  Two  Ballads,  briog 
the  irat  and  second  parts  of  the  Widowe  of  Watling  Street.'^  These  night  be  the  songs  on  wliich  the 
play  was  founded,  or  indeed  the  play  itself;  as  it  was  not  uncomnoo  to  separate  a  dramatic  piece,  thoagh 
designed  for  a  single  exhibition,  into  /tco  parte ;  and  the  terms,  book  and  baUad,  were  anciently  used  to  sig^ 
■ify  trogedie*  and  comedies^  as  i<  ell  as  any  Other  forms  of  tompotition. 

GildoD,  in  a  work  of  bis  entitled,  J  Comparison  between  the  two  Siagei^  milk  an  Exmnen  of  the  Gemtnm 
Conqueror,  and  tome  Critical  ^iemqrla  on  ^he  f\ifi«ra/,  3fc.  8vo.  1702,  attributes  this  comedy  to  .shaluspease : 
— *'  as  I  remember  His  Shakespeare  s  Furitan,  or  fVidow  of  fVatUng  Street,  where  \he  dissimulation  of  these 
wi^oif^  is  pleasantly  described.*' p.  150.— Stbev ENS. 

'  1  o  the  list  of  plays,  $c.  prefixed  to  the  late  edition,  the  Puritan  is  set  down  as  printed  \d  1600  an^  607. 
The  Cc^rmer  of  these  dates  I  s^spe^t  to  be  a  mistake,  as  the  play  appears  evidentls  to  have  been  writtea 
after  ike  peace  with  Kpaio,  vfhich  ^as  nof  concluded  before  Ibti'l.  See  Act  I.  Vc.  U  :  ^*  Since  tko  eta- 
ture  of  the  wars  I  kaoe  spent  above  a  hnndred  crowns,'*  &c,  Ttier^  is  not  the  same  objection  to  the  other 
date  of  1607,  though  a  paslage  in  the  play  itself  (if  there  be  no  external  evidepcr  to  the  contrary)  woaM 
induce  as  to  place  it  rather  in  1608.  See  Act  1 1 1,  be.  VI.  where  mention  is  made  of  a  Sunday,  tke  IStk 
0/ Jtt/jf ;  a  circumstance  which  was  true  in  1608,  but  in  none  of  the  preceding  or  subsequent  years,  be* 
tween  I60S,  and  1614.— TYBWUiTT. 

In  addition  to  what  has  been  observe^  by  Mr  Tyrwhitt,  it  may  be  added,  that,  Ui  the  third  act  of  this 
comedy,  **  Britain  gold,  of  the  last  coinmg,"  is  mentioned ;  from  whence  it  may  be  inferred  to  have  bectt 
written  after  the  accession  of  King  Jaines,  who  first  assumed  the  title  of  King  of  Great  Britain,  It  ctr- 
laioly  was  exhibited  Ui  or  before  l60t»  for  1  have  a  copy  Ui  my  possession  printed  in  that  ycar.^MA* 

1.01IB* 

^  ^  cypres  Aflf.*—i.e.  a  bat  with  a  crape  hat-band  in  it    So  \n  tkc  fVintcr's  J)Kk : 

V  Cyprus  black  »  any  crow.**  PrBsrsvi^ 
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five;  so  duly  at  WMtminsMr-b^l  e? erj  term-time, 
with  all  his  cards  and  writings,  for  thee,'  thou 
wicked  Absaloo  :  O  dear  husband ! 

Edm,  Weep,  quoth-a  ?  I  protest  I  am  glad  he's 
churched ;  for  now  he*s  gone,  I  shall  spend  in 
quiet 

IVem.  Dear  mother,  praj  cease;  half  your 
tears  suflke ; 
nis  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  eyes : 
Lst  me  weep  now. 

Wi(L  O  such  a  dear  knight,  such  a  sweet  hus- 
band have  I  lost,  have  I  lost !  If  blessed  be  the 
corse  ^  the  rain  rains  upon,  he  had  it  pouring  down. 

Sir  God,  Sister,  he  of  good  cheer.  We  are  all 
nuirtal  ourselves ;  I  amie  upon  you  freshly,  I  ne'er 
speak  without  comfort  Hear  me  what  I  shall 
tay :  My  brother  has  left  vou  wealthy;  you're  rich. 

rid  Oh! 

Sir  God,  I  say  you're  rich :  you  are  also  fair. 

Wid  Oh  \ 

Sir  God.  Ck>  to,  you're  fair ;  you  cannot  smo- 
ther  it;  beauty  will  come  to  light.  Nor  are  your 
Years  so  far  entered  with  you,  but  that  you  will 
be  sought  af^r,  and  may  very  well  answer  another 
husband.  The  world  is  full  of  fine  gallants ;  choice 
enough,  sister ;  for  what  should  we  do  with  all  our 
knights,  1  pray,  ^  but  to  marry  rich  widows,  weal- 
thy citixenr  widows,  lusty  fair-browed  ladies  ?  Go 
to,  be  of  good  comfort,  1  say ;  leave  snobhing  and 
weeping. — Yet  my  brother  was  a  kind-h^ced 
man.  I  would  not  have  the  elf  see  me  now.— 
Come,  pluck  up  a  woman's  heart  Here  stand 
your  daughters,  who  be  well  estated,  and  at  ma- 
turity will  also  be  enquired  after  with  good  hus- 
txuids;  so  all  these  tears  shall  be  soon  dryed  up, 
•ad  a  better  world  than  ever.  What,  woman ! 
jou  roust  not  weep  still ;  he's  dead,  he's  buried : — 
yet  I  cannot  choose  but  weep  for  him. ' 

Wid,  Marry  again !  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick 
then! 
Aod  that  same  part  o'  the  dioir  whereon  I  tread 
To  such  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  grave  ! 
And  that  the  priest  may  turn  his  wedding  prayers, 


Even  with  a  breath,  to  funeral  dust  and  ashes ! 
O,  out  of  a  millioo  of  millions,  I  should  ne'er  find 
such  a  husband ;  he  was  unmatchable,  unmatch- 
able.  Nothing  was  too  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  me.^ 
I  could  not  speak  ef  that  one  thing  that  I  had  not; 
Beside,  I  had  keys  of  all,  kept  all,  received  all,  had 
money  in  my  purse^  spent  what  I  would,  went 
abroad  when  I  would,  came  home  when  I  would, 
and  did  all  what  I  would.  O,  my  sweet  husband  ! 
I  shall  nerer  have  the  like. 

Sir  God.  Sister,  never  say  so.  He  was  an  honest 
brother  of  mine,  and  so ;  and  yoi>  may  light  upon 
one  as  honest  again,  or  one  as  honest  again  may 
light  upon  you :  that's  the  properer  phrase  indeed. 

Wid.  Never:  Q,  if  you  love  me,  urge  it  not 

0  may  I  be  the  by-word  of  the  world,.  [Kneeis^ 
The  common  talk  at  table  in  the  mouth 

Of  every  groom  aod  waiter,  if  ever  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  suit  of  man. 

Mary.  1  must  kneel  down  for  fashion  too. 

Fran.  Aod  I,  whom  never  man  as  yet  hath 
scaled. 
Even  in  this  depth  of  general  sorrow,  row 
Never  to  marry,  to  sustain  such  loss 
As  a  dear  husmind  seems  to  be,  oiice  dead; 

Mary.  1  loved  my  father  well  too ;  but  to  say^ 
Nay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  fur  his  deathy 
Sure  I  would  speak  false  Latin,  should  I  nut? 
I'd  as  soon  vow  never  to  come  in  bed. 
Tut !  women  must  live  by  the  quick,  and  not  bj 
the  dead. 

Wid  Dear  copy  of  my  husband,  O  let  me  kiM 
thee !       [Kiius  her  HtuAand's  picture. 
How  like  him  is  this  model !  This  brief  picture 
Quickens  my  tears :  my  sorrows  are  renewed 
At  this  fresh  sight  ' 

Sir  God  Sister— 

Wid.  Away! 
All  honesty  with  him  is  turned  to  day. 
O  my  sweet  husband  !  Oh  ! 

Fran,  My  dear  father ! 

[Exeunt  Widow  and  Frances. 


'  Ifhletsed  be  the  cone^  Sec. — This  is  a  proverbial  saying. — Ste evens. 

^  Ffr  what  ehould  we  do  with  all  our  knights,  /  pn^. — Probably  a  sneer  upon  the  multhnde  of  knights 
■ade  by  King  James  soon  after  hto  accession.  The  continnator  of  Slowe's  uf  luia/f  says,  that  he  on  one  day 
**  dabbrd  in  hto  garden  between  three  aod  four  handred.*' — ^M alone. 

'  Vet  I  cmimot  choote  but  weep  for  Mm. — Ophelia,  In  Hamlet^  uses  the  same  words.  See  that  play,  last 
edit  Vol.  X.  p.  S48.— Steevens. 

^  Nothing  wa§  so  hot,  nor  too  dear  for  ate.— Thus  the  quarto.  1  suppose  the  author  wrote-^oo  hot,  nor 
toe  dear  for  oie. 

Nothing  i$  too  hot  nor  too  cold  for  him,  is  a  proverbial  expression,  mentioned  by  Cotgrave,  applied  to 
one  who  can  digest  every  tbing.^-MALONB. 

1  am  told  that  **  nothing  is  too  hot  or  too  cold**  for  a  person,  is  still  a  common  vulgarism.  Chaucer  has 
this  phrase  in  the  F^ore^o  TaU,  v.  7018 : 

Now  certcs,  (quod  this  sonpnonr)  so  fare  I; 
1  spare  not  to  taken,  God  It  wote. 
But  if  it  be  to  bevy  or  to  hote. 

Here  Mr  Tyrwhitt  has  the  following  observation,    <*  We  have  nearly  the  same  expression  In  Frotssart, 
V.  i.  c.  <9tf.<— **  ne  liUaoient  rien  h  prendre,  s*il  n*estolt  trop  chaud,  trop  froid,  ou  trop  pedant. *'-*Stbb* 
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MTary.  Here's  a  piiliiif^  lod^ !  I  think  vaj  mo- 
dier  weeps  for  «il  the  iroiaen  that  ever  buried  hu»- 
bands ;  for  if  frum  tune  to  time  all  the  wida«f  era' 
tears  t«  Eop^land  had  been  bottled  up,  I  do  oot 
think  all  would  have  6ned  a  thnee^alfpeoay 
bottle.  Alas,  a  sinaJi  matter  bucks  a  handker- 
chief !  '  and  sonMstiinei  the  spiral  stands  too  mfjk 
Saint  Thomas  a'  Waterin^^**  Well,  I  can  moura 
in  good  sober  sort  as  well  as  another;  but  wliere 
I  spend  one  tear  for  a  dead  father,  I  could  f^ive 
twenty  kiases  for  a  quick  bu^>baod.  [Exit, 

Sir  Ood,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  oM  sir  Godfrey, 
and  thou  may'st  be  proud  on*t;  thou  hast  a  kind 
lovia^  Mster-ui-law.  How  constant!  bow  pas- 
sioHate !  bow  full  of  April  the  poor  soul's  eyes 
are !  Well,  I  would  my  brother  knew  00*1 ;  he 
should  then  know  what  a  kind  wife  he  had  left 
behind  him  '^Frath,  an  ^were  not  tor  shame  that 
the  neighbours  at  the  nent  t^arden  should  hear 
me,  between  joy  and  grief  I  should  ewn  cry  out- 
right. [Exit, 

Edm.  So ;  a  fair  riddance !  My  father's  laid  in 
dust ;  his  coffin  «id  he  is  like  a  whole  aieat'pye, 
and  the  worms  will  cut  him  up  shortly.  Farewell, 
old  dad,  farewell !  1*11  be  curbed  in  no  more.  I 
perceive  a  son  and  heir  may  be  quickly  made  a 
fool,  and  he  will  ht  one ;  bat  Til  uke  another 
order.  Now  she  would  hsTe  roe  weep  for  him 
forsooth ;  and  why  ?  because  he  cozened  the  right 
heir  being  a  fool,  and  bestowed  those  lands  on  me 
his  eldest  son;  and  therefore  I  must  weep  for 
bim ;  ha,  ha !  Why,  ail  the  world  knows,  as  long 
as  'twas  his  pleasure  to  get  me,  'twas  his  duty  to 
get  for  me :  I  know  the  law  in  that  point;  no  at- 
torney cau  gull  me.  Well,  my  uncle  is  an  old 
ass,  and  an  admirable  coxcomb.  Til  rule  the  roast 
myself;  I'll  be  kept  under  no  more ;  I  know  what 
1  may  do  well  enough  by  my  father's  copy :  the 
law  is  in  nsine  own  hands  now.  Nay,  now  I  know 
my  strength,  I'll  be  strong  enough  for  my  mother, 
I  warrant  you.  [Exit. 


SCENE  II.— -4  Street. 
Enter  Pyeboabd,  ^  and  Skirmish. 

P^  What's  to  be  done  now,  okl  lad  of  tsar? 
Thou  that  were  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  tafaapitf 
as  nimble  as  a  fencer,  and  as  lousy  as  a  scImmiI* 
master,  now  thoa  art  put  to  siknce  like  a  sectary. 
War  sits  now  like  a  justice  of  peace,  and  does 
nothiag.  Where  be  your  musketSy  calivers,  and 
hot-shots?  in  lung-lane,  at  pawn,  at  p«ira?  now 
keys  are  your  only  guns ;  key-guos,  key-guns,— 
and  bawds  the  gunners ;  who  are  your  sentinels  is 
peace,  and  stand  ready  charged  to  girts  wanbn| 
with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky  coughs :  only  your 
chambers  are  licensed  to  play  upon  yov,  SMid  drabi 
enow  to  give  fire  to  them. 

Skir,  Well,  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  am  stnre  it  goo 
wrong  with  me ;  for  since  the  censure  of  the  wan 
I  hare  spent  above  a  hundred  crowns  out  of  parse. 
I  have  been  a  siildier  any  time  this  forty  years; 
and  now  I  perceive  an  old  soldier  aod  an  oU 
ooortier,  have  both  one  destiny,  aad  in  the  tn4 
turn  both  into  hob-nails. 

Pye,  Pretty  mystery  for  a  beggar ;  for  indeed 
a  hob-nail  is  the  true  emblem  of  a  beggar's  sboa- 
soal. 

Skir,  I  will  not  say  but  that  war  is  a  blood- 
sucker, and  so ;  but  in  my  conscience,  (as  there  is 
no  soldier  but  has  a  piece  of  one,  though  it  be 
full  of  holes,  like  a  shot  ancient  '^ ;  no  matter^^ 
'twill  %erve  to  swear  by,)  in  my  oonsctencc,  I  think 
sonic  kind  of  peacf^  has  more  hidden  opprcsawns, 
and  violent  heady  sin^ (though  looking  of  a  gentle 
nature,)  than  a  profewed  war. 

Fye,  Troth,  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  an  a 
poor  gentleman,  and  a  scholar ;  I  have  been  om- 
triculated  In  the  university,  wore  out  sra  gowas 
thrre,  seen  some  fools,  arid  some  scholars,  soaie 
c^i  the  city,  and  some  of  the  country,  kept  order, 
went  bare-headed  over  the  quadrangle,  eat  mr 
commons  with  a  good  stomac»,  and  battled  wicit 
discretion ;  "  at  last,  having  done  ombj  ilcigbts 


f  Bucks  a  handkerchief  t-^x,  e.  weti  a  bandkercbief.  A  great  washing  of  the  coarser  linen  b  called  a 
bucking, — Pe  a  c  y  . 

^  Here  is  a  wreUbed  quibbk  between  tpHtle  (be  asoistare  of  the  aioatb,  and  tpitalB,  comiptiaa  froa 
hoifilal,  St  Tkomas  a*  H^uieringg  is  tbe  muoe  of  a  c  hutch  wbicb  was  buint  down  in  tbe  fire  of  Landst, 
and  has  never  sinct-  been  rebuilt,  the  parish  to  which  it  beloaged  being  consolidated  with  nnacher.  It 
appears  from  Stowc's  Surrey,  vol  ii.  p.  iO . .  that  Lhib  edifice  stood  somewhere  «mi  t.ie  outside  of  tbe  city.— 

2>TEEVEN8 

9  Enter  P^eboard,]  The  pit  h  a  table  or  rule  ia  tbe  old  Reman  ofl5ce>,  shewing  bow  to  fiad  oni  tbe 
service  which  is  to  be  read  each  day.  Hence  probably  thebcbolurs  name.  'J'he  printing  letter  caUei 
the  DJra,  seeow  (a*  Mr  Steevem  ot>»ervei)  to  have  been  deaominaied  from  the  same  origiaal. — Mslo?ic. 

*^  Full  of  hot€$,  like  a  shot  aocit-ot ;]  So  in  King  Heiiry  IV,  last  edlL  vol.  v.  p.  .^9^  : — ^  tea  lianiaiir 
disboBourably  ragged  than  an  pld  faced  oactcnt.— STtEvkas. 

'  J  have  been  mutriculated  in  the  university; — Ktnt  bareheaded  srer  tht  quadrangle^ ^tal  rngt^munem 
with  a  good  atonmvh,  and  battled  with  discretion ;-^Th€sc  pbra^«es,  which  are  seldom  heard  of,  and  liltk 
known,  out  of  universities,  render  it  probable  (hat  the  writer  of  this  play  wa&  an  academic. 

From  the  latter  expression,  Dr  Farmer  supposes  the  author  to  have  been  bred  at  Oxford,  baUUng  be- 
ing the  term  used  there  to  express  what  is  called  sizing  at  Cambridge. 

QuadrangU  b  likewise,  ifl  am  not  mistaken,  an  OxfoH,  aad  not  a  Cambridge  pkrase. 
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md  tridw  10  aiamtBiii  my  wk  in  nie,  («s  my 
lirain  would  never  eodore  roo  to  be  idle,)  I  w«b 
«tpelled  the  ^niveraty,  only  foi  stealing  a  cbeese 
cut  of  Jesus  college. 

Skir.  le't  potMbie^ 

Pjre.  O !  there  wms  one  W«]ahauw  (Ood  im^ 
five  hkn !}  pursued  it  bard,  and  never  lei't»  till  I 
turned  mjr  staff  toward  London ;  where,  %vbeu  1 
MM^  aU  my  Iriends  were  pit4u>led,  gone  to 
irares;  as,  indeed,  there  was  but  a  few  k^  h#- 
lore.  Thea  was  1  turned  to  my  wits,  toahift  in 
the  world,  to  tower  aoionx  sons,  and  heirs,  and 
/oob,  and  |ulla,  and  ladies^  oldest  sous;  to  work 
upon  nothirig,  to  feed  out  of  flint;  and  ever  since 
MS  asy  belly  •been  much  behoUlen  to  xny  brain. 
But  now,  to  jetum  to  you,  old  Skirmish :  I  say 
as  yen  say^  and,  for  my  part,  wish  a  turbulency  in 
ike  werld4  f<Nr  I  bate  nothiuK  so  lose  but  my  wits, 
and  I  think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be ;  and, 
lo  strtngCbeu  your  argument  4he  more,  I  say  an 
honest  war  b  better  than  a  bawdy  peace.  A» 
<ooehiag  my  proSuwm :  Ibe  asuliiplidcy  of -scho- 
lars, hatefaed  and  naorished  in  the  idle  calms  of 
peace,  makes  tbeas,  lika  fishes,  one  detour  an* 
atber;  and  the  ooasmnoky  of  learning  has  so 
|Jayed  upon  affections,  that  thereby  alosost  rdi- 

em  is  come  slxmc  to  phanlaM,  and  disctediied 
bemg  too  much  spoken  a^  in  so  many  and 
mean  months.  I  myself  being  a  scholar  and^  a 
graduate^  hav«  no  other  comfort  by  my  learning, 
but  the  aifocdon  of  my  words,  to  know  how, 
*cholar-lilL0,  to  name  what  I  want;  and  osai  oall 
myself  a  beggar  both  in  <Sseek  and  Lndn.  And 
Ihereforey  not  to  «og  with  peace,  1*11  not  jbe 
afraid  to  say,  \is  a  great  bleeder,  but  a  barren 
nourisher ;  a  great  getter  of  children,  which  nnist 
either  be  thieves  or  rich  men,  knaves  or  beggars. 

Skir.  Well,  would  I  had  been  born  a  knave 
dMrUy  when  I  was  bora  a  bcgii^ar !  for,  if  the 
truth  was  known,  I  t^nk  i  was  begot  when  my 
faihcr  had  newer  a  penny  in  bis  purse. 

Pjff.  Pull!  fifiint  not,  old  Skirmish;  let  this 
warrant  thee— 7^u:t&s  ^^escfantt  Averni  -'tis  aa 
easy  joomej  to  a  knave ;  thou  mayest  be  a  knave 
when  thou  wilt;  and  Peace  is  a  good  madam  to 
all  other  professions,  and  an  arrant  drab  to  us. 
Let  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  wits 
thrive  in  4efl|Mle  of  her:  For,  since  the  law  lives 
by  ifuacrela,  the  dourtier  by  smooth  good*mor- 
ix>ws,  and  erery  profession  makes  itself  greater 
by  imperfections,  why  not  we  then  by  shifts, 
wiles,  and  forgeries  ?  And  seeing  our  brains  are 
our  only  patrimonies,  let's  spend  with  judgment ; 
not  like  a  desperate  son  and  heir,  but  like  a  so- 
ber and  discreet  Templar,— one  that  will  never 
march  beyond  the  bounds  of  his  allowance.  And 
for  ear  thriving  means,  thus :  I  myself  will  put 
on  the  deceit  of  a  fortune-teller. 

Skir,  A  furtone-teller !  Very  proper. 

Pj^.  And  you  a  figure-caster,  or  a  coqjurer. 


Sbir.  Acoa^orerl 

Pye.  Let  me  alone;  YH  instroot  yoa,  -and 
-teach  you  to  deceive  all  eyes  but  the  devil's. 

Skir.  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  deceive  him,  an  I 
could  choose^  of  all  others. 

FjfC-  Fear  ao^  1  warrant  you.  And  so  by 
those  means  we  ahall  help  one  another  to  pa* 
tieots;  as  the  condition  of  the  age  affords  crea- 
tures enotigh  for  cunning  te  work  upon. 

JSkir,  O  wouderous !  new  fools  and  fresh  asses* 

F^e.  O,  fit,  fit;  excellent. 

Skir,  What,  in  the  name  of  colouring? 

P^.  My  memory  greets  me  happily  with  Un 
admirable  subject  to  graze  upon.  Tlie  lady  wi- 
dow, wtium  of  late  1  saw  weepii^  in  her  garden 
for  the  death  of  her  husband ;  sure  she  has  but  a 
wateriftb  soul,  and  half  oPt  by  this  time  is  drop- 
ped out  of  her  eyes.  Device  well  managed  may 
do  Kood  upoa  her :-— it  stands  firm;  my  first  prac- 
tice shall  be  there. 

Skir,  You  have  my  voioe,  Georp^. 

P^e.  Slie  has  a  grey  gull  to  her  brother,  a  fool 
-to  her  only  son,  and  an  ape  to  her  youngest 
daughter.  1  overheard  them  severally,  and  from 
their  words  Til  dcnve  my  device;  and  thou,«ld 
Peter  Skirmish,  shalt  be  myeecund  in  all  sleights. 

Skir,  lie*et  doubt  me,  George  Pyeboard; — 
onlv  you  inu&t  toach  me  to  conjure. 

Fye,  Pub !  l*il  perfect  tliee,  Peter.  How  now! 
wlwt's  he? 

[Idlx  pinioned,  tmd  atttndtd  by  a  GuMrd 
(^' Sheriffs  Officers,  passes  aoer  the  Stage, 

Skir.  6  George !  this  sight  kills  me.  '^Tts  my 
sworn  brother,  captain  Idle. 

Pjre.  Captam  Idle  I 

Skir,  Apprehended  for  some  felonious  act  or 
other.  He  has  started  nut, — has  made  a  night 
oii't,-^lacked  silver.  I  cannot  but  commend  his 
resolation;  he  would  not  pawn  his  buff-jerkin. 
1  would  either  some  of  us  were  employed,  or 
might  pitch  our  tents  at  usurers'  doors,  to  kill 
the  slaves  as  they  peep  out  at  the  wicket 

Pye,  Indeed,  those  are  our  ancient  enemies; 
they  keep  our  money  in  their  hands,  and  make 
us  to  be  hanged  for  robbii^  of  them.  But  come, 
let's  follow  alter  to  the  prison,  and  know  the  na- 
ture of  his  ofience ;  and  what  we  can  stead  him 
in,  be  shall  be  sure  of  it :  and  I'll  uphold  it  still, 
that  a  charitable  koaire  is  better  than  a  soothing 
Puritan.  [EseunL 

SCENE  IIL— J  Street. 

Enter  Njc»oi^  St  AwrLiK  os,  '*  Sin  oil  St  Ma- 
BY-Oinaixs,  and  Frailty,  in  black  scurvy 
moumimK  coats,  with  books  at  their  girdtes^  at 
coming  from  Church,  To  them  Corporal  Oatv. 

Vieh,  What,  corporal  Oath !  I  am  aurry  wa 
have  met  with  you;  next  our  hearts,  you  are 
the  man  that  we  are  forbidden  to  keep  company 


"»  IVtdiolBS  St  AniHogs.^Tbe  name  of  a  church  near  Lombard  Street  Antlh^  s  b  a  corruption  of 
JwtkoUn's.  '1  his  church  was  always  open  very  eariy  in  a  morning,  and  was  much  resorted  to  by  the  de- 
votee, of  the  a|;e.    The  situation  of  St  MaryOoire/s  is  weU  ^<^*""'^*^^^^  kjvjkjw  ik. 
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withal.    We  mutt  not  swear,  I  can  tell  you,  and 
jfou  have  the  name  for  swearing. 

Sim»  Aj,  corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do 
90  much  as  forsake  us,  sir ;  we  canuot  abide  you ; 
we  roust  not  be  seen  in  your  company. 

Frail.  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but 
•hall  be  soundly  whipped  for  swearing. 

Oath,  Why,  how  now,  we  three  f  "   Puritani- 
cal scrape-shoes,  flesh  o*  Good-Fridays,  a  hand. 
[Shakes  them  hy  the  hand. 

AIL  Oh\  ^ 

Oath,  Why  Nicholas  St  Antlings,  Simon  St 
Mary-Overies,  has  the  devil  posseued  you,  that 
you  swear  no  better)  you  half-christened  cata- 
mites, you  un-godmothered  varlets.  '^  Does  the 
first  lesson  teach  you  to  be  proud,  and  tlie  se- 
cond to  be  coxcombs,  proud  coxcombs,  not  once 
fo  do  duty  to  a  man  or  mark? 

FraiL  A  man  of  mark,  quoth-a !  I  do  not  think 
be  can  show  a  beggar's  noble.  '^ 

Oath,  A  corporal,  a  commander,  one  of  spirit, 
that  is  able  to  blow  you  up  all  three  with  your 
books  at  your  girdles. 

Nich,  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that,  sir ; 
for  we  know  the  breath  of  man  is  weak. 

Oath  breatha  on  Frailtt. 

FraiL  Fob  !  you  lie,  Nicliolas !  for  bere-s  one 
strong  enough.  Blow  us  up,  quoth-a!  he  may 
well  blow  me  above  twelve-score  off  on  him :  I 
warrant,  if  the  wind  stood  right,  a  roan  might 
tmell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate  to  th^  leads 
of  Ludgate. 

Oath,  Sirrah,  thou  boUow  book  of  wax-can- 
dle—- '6 

Nich.  Ajf  you  may  say  what  you  will,  so  you 
f  wear  not 

Oath,  I  swear  by  the 

Kich,  Hold,  hold,  sood  corporal  Oath ;  for  if 
you  swear  once,  we  ^hall  all  fall  down  in  asfvoon 
presently. 

Oath.  I  must  and  will  swear,  you  quivering 
coxcombs:  my  captain  is  imprisoned;  and,  by 
yulcan*s  leather  coidpiece-point— 

Nich,  O  Simon,  what  an  oath  was  tbere  I 


FraiL  If  he  shoald  chance  to  break  it,  the 
poor  man's  breeches  would  fall  down  about  hit 
heels ;  '^  for  Venus  allows  him  bat  one  point  ts 
his  hose. 

Oath.  With  these  my  balljr  feet  I  will  thomp 
ope  the  prison  doors,  and  brain  the  keeper  with 
the  bq^ing  box,  bat  I'U  set  my  honest  sweet 
captain  idle  at  libertjr. 

Nich.  How,  captaw  Idle  ?  my  ohi  aunt's  son, 
my  dear  kinsman,  in  Cappaduchio  ? 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  church-peeling,  thou  holy  pt- 
ring,  religious  outside,  thou :  if  thou  hadst  soy 
grace  in  thee,  thou  wouldst  visit  him,  relieve  bin, 
swear  to  get  him  out 

Nick  Assure  you,  corporal,  indeed-la,  'tis  the 
first  time  i  heard  on*t. 

Oath,  Why  do't  now  then,  mannoKt.  Bring 
forth  thy  yearly  wages;  let  not  a  commander 
perish. 

Sim,  But  if  he  be  one  of  the  wicked,  be  skill 
perish. 

Nich.  Well,  corporal,  T\\  e'en  along  with  you, 
to  visit  my  kinsman ;  if  I  can  do  him  any  good, 
I  will ;  but  i  hare  nothing  for  bim.  Simoo  St 
Maiy-Overies  and  Frailty,  pray  make  a  lie  for 
me  to  the  knight  my  master,  old  sir  Godfrey. 

Oatk  A  lie !  may  yoo  lie  then  ? 

FraiL  O  ay,  we  may  lie,  but  we  most  not 
swear. 

Sm.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  neigbboar'i 
#ife ;  but  we  must  not  swear  we  did  so. 

Oath.  O,  an  excellent  tag  of  religion ! 

Nich.  O,  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  soood 
excuse;  it  «rill  go  current :  say  that  i  am  gone  to 
a  fast 

Siwt,  To  a  fast!  very  good. 

Nich.  Ay,  to  a  fast,  siiy,  with  master  FoU- 
belly  the  minister. 

iS^.  Master  Full-belly?  an  honest  man:  be 
feeds  the  flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  feeder. 

i  Exeunt  Oath  and  Nicholas. 
lave  seen  him  eat  a  whole  pi& 
and  afterward  iail  to  the  pettitoes. 

[Exeunt  Simon  and  Feailtf. 


'3  So  in  Tmetfth  Night  :^<«  Did  yoo  never  see  (he  pictoie  of  w  thret  ?"  A  comnoo  sign  in  tbe  tisM 
of  Shakespeare,  &c.  coasistiog  of  imo  meo  in  fooFs  coats.  Tbe  specutor,  qr  enquirer  concerning  iti 
meanUig,  was  supposed  to  malie  tbe  fA^rd.-rSTBKyBV^. 

'^  Ym  un-godmotbered  oarlrtf .— The  Poritans  olyected  So  the  practice  of  h^vfog  godiatben  and  god- 
mothers in  baptism .'-^PBRcy. 

'^  A  man  oj  mark-^ — J  do  not  think  he  eon  »how  a  he^gar*$  noble.-^A  qoibbfe  between  wutrk  the  «■- 
ciept  cold,  value  1 9**  4d.»  aod  iMrik  a  token  of  eminence. 

'6  Thou  holUm  book  of  wax^fm4l»*'r:i  foppose  aUodioa;  to  the  rolls  of  wax-candle  coiled  op  in  the  form 
of  a  book. — Percy 

>7  By  Vulcan' 9  leather  cod-^iece  point Jf  he  thould  chance  to  break  it,  the  poor  num^e  breeches  wooM 

fall  down  about  his  heel8.-^Potii<t  were  the  metal  hooks  which  anciently  fissteoed  the  breecbnto the 
waistcoat.    The  same  )^ind  of  pleasantry  occuis.in  King  Uenrjf  I  F.,'Part  I.  last  edit.  vol.  v.  p.  Sm.  i 

**  Their  pointt  being  broken— 

**  Down  fill  their  Aose."— Sthbvbii  s. 

A  point  seen^s^  have  bceni^  String  with  a  metal  tag  to  it. 

I^IIB. 


Cofgrave  renders  it  by  atgnUklfiJm^' 
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SCEJTE  IV.— J  Room  in  the  ManhaUea  Prison* 

Elder  Idljl;  to  him  qfterwarde  Pteboari)  and 
Skirmish. 

5 re.  r^tMin.]  Pra^  wm  the  key. 
ir,  Uoithin^  Turn  the  key,  I  pmy, 

Idie.  Who  should  those  be?  I  almost  krtow 
their  foices.  [Pteboard  and  Skirmish  enter,] 
0  my  friends !  you  are  welcome  to  a  smelling 
room  here.  You  newly  took  leave  of  the  air; 
has  it  not  a  strange  savour  ? 

Pye,  As  ail  prisons  have,  smells  of  sundry 
wretches,  who,  though  departed,  leave  their  scents 
hehind  them.  By  gold,  captain,  I  am  sincerely 
loriy  for  thee. 

LUe,  By  ray  troth,  Georee,  I  thank  thee;  but, 
}N9h--what  most  be,  roust  be. 

Skir,  Captain,  what  do  you  lie  in  for?  is*t 
great!  what's  your  ofience ? 

Idk^  Faith  my  ofience  is  ordinary,  common; 
a  high- way :  and  I  fear  roe  my  penalty  will  be  or- 
dintry  and  comnoon  too^ — a  halter. 

Pt^.  Nay,  prophecy  not  so  ill ;  it  shall  go  hard 
hot  rU  shift  for  thy  life. 

Idie,  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou*rt  an  honest 
Geor^  III  tell  you.  Silver  flowed  not  with  me, 
as  it  had  done ;  for  now  the  tide  runs  to  bawds 
and  flatterers.  I  had  a  start  out,  and  by  chance 
set  upon  a  fat  steward,  thinking  his  purse  had 
been  as  pursy  as  his  body;  and  the  slave  had 
about  bim  but  the  poor  purchase  of  ten  groats. 
Notwithstanding  being  descried,  pursued,  and  ta- 
ken, I  know  the  law  is  so  grim,  in  respect  of  ma- 
ny desperate,  unsettled  soldiers,  that  I  fear  roe  I 
shall  dance  after  their  pipe  for*t. 

Skir,  I  am  twice  sorry  for  you,  captain ;  first, 
tiiat  your  purchase  was  so  small,  and  now  that 
your  danger  is  so  great. 

LUe,  Pish,  the  worst  is  but  death.  Have  you 
a  pipe  of  tobacco  about  you  ? 

Skir,  1  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

Idle,  Here's  a  clean  gentleman  too,  to  receive.  '* 
[Idle  tmokee  a  pipe,* 

Pye.  Well,  I  mostcast  about  some  happy  sleight : 
Work,  brain,  that  ever  didst  thy  roaster  right. 

[Oath  and  Nicholas  knock  within. 

Oath,  [within,]  Keeper,  let  the  key  be  turned. 

Nieh.  [mithin.]  Ay,  I  pray,  master  keeper,  give 
OS  a  cast  of  your  office. 


Enter  O An  ani  Nicholas. 

Idle,  How  now?  More  visitants ?  Wl)at,'cor^ 
poral  Oath  ? 

Sir.  JC-'I^"^'- 

Oath,  In  prison,  honest  taptain?  this  must 
not  be. 

Nich.  Ho#  do  you,  captain  kinsman  ? 

Idle,  Good  coxcomb,  what  makes  thilt  puritf 
starched  fool  here? 

Nich,  You  see,  kinsman,'  I  am  somewhat  bold 
to  call  in,  and  see  how  you  do.  I  heard  you  were 
safe  enough ;  and  I  wad  very  glad  on't  that  it  was 
no  worse. 

Idle,  This  is  a  double  torture  now.  This  fool, 
by  the  book,  doth  vel  me  more  thctn  my  impri- 
sonment. What  meant  you,  corporal,  to  blook  him 
hither  ? 

Oath,  Who,  he  ?  he  shall  relieve  thee,  and  sop- 
ply  thee ;  I'll  make  him  do't. 

Idle,  Fie,  what  vain  breath  you  spend  ?  Hd 
supply !  Ill  sooner  expect  mercy  from  an  usurer 
when  my  bond's  forfeited ;  soriner  kindness  ffom 
a  lawyer  when  my  money's  spent,  nay,  sooner 
charity  from  the  devil,  than  good  from  a  Puritan. 
I'll  look  for  relief  from  him  when  Ludf^r  is  re- 
stored to  his  blood,'*  and  in  heaven  a^n. 

Nich,  I  warrant  my  kinsman's  talkmi^  'if  me, 
for  my  it(t  ear  horns  most  tyrannically.^'^ 

Pye,  Captain  Idle,  wh.it's  he  there  ?  he  looks 
like  a  monkey  upward,  and  a  crane  downward. 

Idle,  Psha !  a  foolish  cousin  of  mine,  1  must 
thank  God  for  him. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  subject  to  work  a  scape 
upon ;  thou  shnlt  e'en  change  clothes  with  him, 
and  leave  him  here,  and  so-^ 

Idle,  Pish  !  I  published  him  e'en  now  to  my 
corporal:  he  will  be  damn'd  ere  he  do  me  so 
much  good.  Why,  1  know  a  more  proper,  a  more 
handsome  device  than  that,  if  the  slave  would  be 
sociable.    Now,  goodman  Fleerface? 

Ntch,  O,  my  cousm  begins  to  speak  to  me 
now;  I  shall  be  acquainted  with  bim  again,  I 
hope. 

Skir,  Look,  ^hat  ridiculous  raptures  take  hoM 
of  bis  wrinkles. 

Pye,  Then  whttt  *ay  you  to  this  device  ?  a  hap- 
py one,  captain? 

Idle,  Speak  low,  George;  prison  rats  have  wider 
ears  than  those  in  malt-lofts. 


'*  <*' Here's  a  dem  pipe  to  remioe  the  tobacco."— Stbevbus; 

'*  Restored  to  kUbi—d-^i,  e.  to  his  fiunlly  hoaours,  hii  raak,  wliith  he  once  held  as  all  Hogel.    So  Id 
^tk^Yorkthir*  Tragedy : 

**  Ywi  ait  a  geMlemao  by  many  MmkIv.''— Stbbvbiis. 

^  MoH  tyrannically'.— So  in  Bamfet :  *' Httle  eyases,  that  cry  oat  on  the  top  of  qaestioa,  iad  ate 

mnt  tyrmmiwUy  clapp'd  for  it.*"— .Stbevbns. 
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Nich.  Cousin,  if  it  faj  m  my  power,  as  diey  s&y* 
to  do — 

IdUk  Twoald  do  me  an  eiceeding  pleasure  in- 
deed, that :  but  ne'er  talk  further  on't ;  the  fool 
will  be  hanged  e'er  he  do't        [To  ike  CorporaL 

Oath.  Pox,  I'il  thurop  him  tot. 

P^f,  Why,  do  but  try  the  fop0U^  end  break  if 
to  him  bluntly. 

Idle.  And  so  tty  disgrace  will  dwell  in  his 
jawsy  and  the  slave  sjaver  out  our  purpose  to  his 
master;  for  would  I  were  but  as  sure  on't,  as  1 
am  fiure  he  will  deny  to  do't. 

Nicfk.  I  vpould  be  heartily  ^lad,  cousin,  if  any 
of  my  frienttships,  as  they  say,  might — stand,  ha^— 

Pye.  Why,  you  see  he  ofiers  his  frieydslkip 
fbohsbly  ro  you  already. 

Idle.  Ay,  that's  the  bell  on't ;  I  would  he  would 
ofier  it  widely, 

Nich,  Verily  and  indeed  la,  cousin— 

ItiU,  I  have  took  note  of  thy  fleeie  m  good 
while  If  thou  art  minded  to  do  me  good,  (as 
thou  eap'st  upon  a»e  eumfortably,  and  giv'st  me 
charitable  faces, — which  hideed  is  hut  a  tashioo 
in  you  all  that  are  Puritans,)  wiJt  sooa  at  night 
•teal  me  thy  master'»  chain  ? 

Nick,  Oh,  I  shall  swoon  T 

Fye,  Corporal,  he  starta  already. 

IdU^  L  know  it  to  be  worth'  ditee  hundred 
crowns ;  and  with  the  half  of  that  I  can  buy  my 
life  at  a  broker's,  at  second-hand,  which  new  lies 
in  pawn  to  the  law..  If  this  thou  refuse  to  dfr,.he- 
ing  easy  and  nothina  daagerous,  in  that  thou  art 
held  ia  good  optniou.of  thy  master,  why  'ti»  a  pal- 
pable  argument  thou  boldest  my  life  at  no  pnci>; 
and  these  thy  broken  and  unjointed  ofiers  are  but 
only  creeled  in  thv  lip ;  now  bom,  and  now  b«- 
ried  ;  foolish  breath  only.  What,  wilt  do't?  sImU 
I  look  for  happinese  in  thy  answer  ? 

Nick*  Steal  my  master^s  chain,  quoth -a  ?  No,  it 
shall  ne'er  be  said,  that  Nicholas  St  Antiings 
coaraoitted  birdlime. 

Idle.  Nay,  I  told  you  aa  mueh,  did  I  not  ? — 
Though,  he  be  a  Puntaa,  yet  he  wili  be  a  true 
maa* 

Nich.  Why  cousin,  you  know  'tis  written.  Thou 
gkdi  noi  UuU. 

Idle.  Why, and  fool.  Thou  thalt  lave  th^  tuigk^ 
h&uPk  and  help  hiro  ia  extreaiiti#s» 

Nich.  Mass  1  think  it  be  indeed :  in  what  ehafi* 
ter«  ihati  oeusiB? 

Idle.  Why  in  the  first  of  Chatity,  the  saoearl 
verse. 

Nich.  The  first  of  Charitv,  quoth-a?  That's  a 
good  jest ;  there's  no  such  chapter  in  my  book. 

Idle,  No,  I  knew  twas  torn  out  of  thy  book, 
and  that  makes  it  so  little  in  thv  hearlSi 

Pye.  [Tak9$  NtcsoLas  antk.}  Cowey  let  me 
tell  youy  you're  too  unkind  a  kinsmaa  ilaith  ;  the 


captain  loving  yoo  to  dearly,  a?,  like  dte  pome- 
water  of  his  eycy*'  and  you  to^be  so  awcomfortK 
able :  fie,  ^e, 

Nich.  Prav  &o  not  wish  me  to  be  hanged.  Any 

thing  else  that  i-  can  do,  had  it  been  to  rob,  C 

would  have  done't ;  but  1  must  not  steal :  That's 

:  the  word,  the  UteraU  Thorn  $ksU  noi  iiaali  and 

[  Mould  you  wish  me  to  steal  then  ? 

Pyf.  No  faUh,  that  were  too  much,  to  sptak 
truth :  why,  wilt  thou  nym  it  from  him? 

Nick.  That  I  wiU. 

Pye,  Why  enough,  bully;  he  wili  be  oontcot 
with  that,  or  he  shall  have  ikmm  :  let  roe  alone 
with  hiia  now. — Captain,  X  have  dealt  with  your 
kinsman  in  a  corner  ^  a  good,  kind-oatured  feU 
low,  methinks:  go  to;  you  shall  oot  have  all 
your  own  asking,  you  shall  bate  soaiewhat  oa't: 
he  fs  not  contented  absolutely,  aayou  would  say, 
to  steal  the  chain  fn  >m  him»  but  todtt  yoiia  piea^ 
sure,  he  will  nym  it  from  hinu 

Nich.  Ay,  tl>at  I  will,  cousin* 

Idle.  Well,  seeiag  he  will  do  no  more,  as  far 
a%  I  see,  I  must  be  contented  with  that. 

Oath.  Here's  no  notable  gullery ! 

Pye.  Nay,  111  coroe  nearer  to  you,  gentleman. 
Because  well  have  only  but  a  help  and  a  mictll 
on't,  the  kaiglit  shall  not  lose  his  obeili  neither^ 
but  it  shall  be  oaly  laid  out  of  the  way  some  one 
or  two  da^* 

Nich.  Ay,  that  wouki  be  good  iadacd,  kias* 
man. 

Pye*  For  I  have  a  farther  reach,  to  proit  at 
better  by  the  missing  of 't  only,,  than  if  we  had  it 
outright ;  as  my  discourse  shall  laake  it  knowa  to 
you.  When  tlkou  hast  the  chain,  do  but  ooovcj 
it  out  at  a  baok-door  into  the  garden^  and  tbera 
hang  it  close  in  the  rusemar?  bank,  but  for  a 
small  seasoa;  and  by  that  harmleas  device  I 
know  how  to  wind  captain  Idle  oat  of  prisea: 
the  knight  thy  roaster  shall  get  his  pardon,  aad 
release  him,  and  he  satisfy  thy  master  with  bi» 
own.  chain,  and  wondrous  thanks  cm  betli  hands..: 

NidL  I'hat  were  rare  iadeed  la»  Pray  let  me 
know  howb 

Pye,  Nay,  'tis  very  necessary  thou  shoold'st 
know,  because  tboa  must  be  employed  aa  an  ac* 
tor. 
•  Nick  A<>  actor?  O  no;  that's  a  player;  and 
our  patson  rails  against  players  mistily,  I  can 
tell  you,  beeause  they  brought  him  drunk  opoa 
.  the  stage  once  ^— as  he  will  he  horribly  dmoL  > 

Oath.  Masa  i  cannot  blame  him  then,  poor 
church-spout. 

Pye.  Why,  as  an  intennedler  then. 

*Nich,  Ay,  that,  that. 

Pve.  Give  me  audience  dietk  Wbe»  (he  oM 
knigbf,  thy  master,  has  rrged  bis  fiH  ^r  the  \o» 
.  of  the  chain,  tell  him  thou  bast  ft  khMnaor  m  f^ 


*5  The  apple  of  his  eye. 
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SOD,  of  sach  exquisite  art,  that  the  deTil  himself 
is  French  lackey  to  him,  and  runs  bare> headed  by 
bis  horse-belly,  when  he  has  one ;  whom  be  vmI 
cause,  with  mont  Irish  dexterity,^*  to  fetch  his 
chain,  tboufih  'twere  hid  under  a  mine  of  sea-coal,  ' 
and  iieVr  make  spade  or  pick-aae  his  tnstrumeiits: 
tell  him  hiit  this,  wicli  farther  instructions  thou 
shait  receive  from  me,  and  thou  showest  thyself  a 
kinsman  indeed. 

Oatk.  A  dainty  bully. 

Skir,  An  honest  bDok-keeper. 

Idle.  And  my  three- times-thrice- honey  cousin. 

Nich,  Nay,  i^race  of  God,  1*11  rob  him  on*t  sud- 
denly, and  hang  it  in  the  rosemary  bank ;  but  I 
hewr  that  mind,  cousi  i,  I  would  nut  steal  any 
tbiog,  methinks,  for  mine  own  father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  mind  in  that,  Captain. 

Pyf.  Why,  well  said ;  he  begins  to  be  an  ho- 
nest fellow,  Taith. 

Oath,  In  troth  he  does. 

Kick,  Ydu  see,  cousin,  I  am  willing  to  do  you 
aay  kindness ;  always  saving  myself  harmless. 

Hie.  Why  I  thank  thee.  Fare  thee  well ;  I 
flbail  requite  it.  [Ejfit  Nicholas. 

Outk.  Twill  be  good  for  thee,  captain,  that 
thoa  hast  such  an  egregious  ass  to  thy  cousin. 

tdle.  Ay,  is  he  not  a  fine  fool,  corporal  ? 
But,  George,  thou  talk^st  of  art  and  coojuringf 
Huw  shall  that  be  ? 

Pye.  Puh  ?  be*t  not  m  your  care : 
leave  that  to  mc  and  my  directions. 
WeU,  captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  now. 
Even  with  the  vantage,  man,  to  gain  by  prison^ 
As  my  thoughu  prompt  me.    Hold  on  brain  and 

plot! 
I  aim  at  many  canniag  far  events. 
All  which  I  doubt  not  but  to  hit  at  length. 
Ill  to  the  widow  with  a  quaint  assault : 
Captaia,  be  merry. 

fdU.  Who,  I  ?  Kenry  merry  buffjerkin. 


Pye.  Ob,  I  am  happy  in  moi^  sleights ;  and 
one  will  knit  strong  in  another.    Corporal  Oath. 

Oat/L  Ho!  buily! 

Pye.  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmish,  I  have  a 
necessary  task  for  you  both. 

Skir.  Lay  k  upon  ns,  George  Pyeboard. 

Oath.  Whate'ier  it  be,  well  manage  it. 

Pye.  I  would  have  you  to  nnintain  a  quarrel 
before  the  lady  widow's  door,  and  draw  yonf 
swords  i'thc  adga  of  the  evening :  dash  a  httl^ 
clash,  clash. 

Ottik.  Fuh! 
Let  IIS  alone  to  make  oar  bMca  ring  noon. 
Though  k  be  afcer  sapper. 

Pye,  I  know  you  can :  and  out  of  that  fabi 
6fe,  1  doubt  not  bat  lo  raise  Strang  belief.  And^ 
captain,  to  ooanioiance  my  device  the  beteer* 
and  grace  my  words  to  the  willow,  I  have  a  geo<i 
plain  salitin  suit,  that  I  bad  of  a  young  reveller 
t'other  night;  for  worda  pass  not  regarded  now^ 
»-4bja»  unless  they  come  from  a  good  suit  tff 
clothes;  which  the  Fates  and  my  wits  have  be* 
stowed. upon  ma  Weil,  captain  Idle,  if  I  did  net 
highly  love  thee,  I  would  ue*er  be  seen  witlritt 
twelve  score  of  a  prison;*^  for  I  protest,  at  this 
instant,  I  walk  in  great  danger  of  small  debts.  I 
owe  money  to  several  hostesses,  and  jroa  know 
such  jiKs  will  miiokly  be  opon  a  aoan's  jacL^ 

idU.  True^  George. 

Pye.  Fare  thee  well,  captain.  Come  corponA 
and  ancient.  Thou  shalt  hear  more  news  next 
time  we  greet  thee. 

Oatk,  More  news  ? — Ay,  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge- 
foot,  in  heaven  shalt  thoo.^^ 

[Exeunt  PraBOASB,  Ssxaif isa,  and 
Oath. 

Ictte,  Enough ;  my  friends,  farewell ! 
This  prison  s^ms  as  ghosts  did  part  in  hall 

[ExiK 


^  With  moff  Irish  tfexterUy-^WMh  the  agility  of  a  roonlng  Ibotnuuk  In  the  time  of  qaeen  Elizabeth 
tad  king  James  I.  aamy  noblemeo  had  Irish  running  footmen  in  ibeir  service.— Ma loh a. 

*'  I  would  ne'er  he  $een  within  twelve  score  rf  a  jiruoa.—Tfaat  is,  within  twelve  score  yards  of  a  pri- 
•OB.— Maloni. 

See  note  9n  King  Henry  IV,  last  edit.  voK  v.  p  S46.     STBttTBWS. 

^  Jnd  you  know  tuchiWHwiU  quickly  be  upon  a  mMn'tjnck-^jm  is  a  low  appeflatidn  for  a  woman  | 
•riginally  a  cortnption  of  Julian.  A  jack  or  jacket  was  the  quHted  waistcoat  formerly  worn  under  n 
toat  of  mall.    See  Spenser^  View  eflrtbtnd,  p.  49,  edit.  lOSS.^MALoaB. 

SMch  jiUs  wiU  quickly  be  upon  a  mm'e  ja«*.— See  noto  on  the  Ikming  of  m  SHrewy  last  edit.  vol.  III. 
^4l8.~.SrasvBna*  . .     ^.     ..         «    .. 

*'  Bf  yo«  Bear  at  Bridge-foot,  in  heaven  ehnU  thou.  1  do  aot  anderslaad  this  adjaration.  Perhaps 
the  word  Aeanen  is  a  comiptioo.  We  were  told,  just  before,  that  the  pretended  scofflc  was  to  be  in  the 
«»«wf.  I  therefore  saspect  we  should  read— •«  by  yon  Bear  at  the  Bridge-foot,,  (the  sign  of  a  wclU 
kaowauvernat  the  foot  of  London  Bridge)  in  the  even  shalt  thou."  The  ^oipond^o^d  naturaUy 
«>»nrt  swear  by  the  sign  of  a  public  house  whkh  be  was  accustomed  ta  frequent,— Stbbvbws* 
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SCENE  I.r-J  Room  in  the  WidmoU  Hotue. 

Enter  Maey. 

Mary.  Not  marrj  !  forswear  marriage !  Wb j 
all  womeo  know  'tis  as  honourable  a  thing  as  to 
lie  with  a  man ;  and  I4  to  spight  mj  sister's  tow 
the  more,  have  entertained  a  suitor  already,  a  6oe 
gallant  knight  of  the  last  feather.^  He  says  he 
will  coach  me  too»  and  well  appoint  me ;  allow 
me  money  to  dice  withal ;  and  manjr  such  plea- 
sing protestations  he  sticks  upon  my  hps.  Indeed, 
his  short-winded  father  1'  the  country  is  wondrous 
wealthy,  a  most  ahominable  farmer;  and  there- 
fore  he  may  do  it  in  time.  Troth  I'll  venture  up- 
on him.  Women  are  not  without  ways  enough  to 
help  themselves :  if  he  prove  wise,  and  good  as 
his  word,  why  I  shall  love  him,  and  use  him  kind- 
ly ;  and  if  he  prove  an  ass,  why  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour's  wammg  I  can  transform  him  into  an 
ox ; — there  comes  in  my  relief  again. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FraiL  O,  mistress  Mary,  mistress  Mary ! 

Mary,  How  now?  what's  the  news? 

ErtuL  The  knight,  your  suitor,  sir  John  Pen- 
nydub. 

Maryi  Sir  John  Pennydub  ?  where  ?  where  ? 

EraiL  He's  walking  in  the  gallery. 
•    Mary,  Has  my  mother  seen  him  yet  ? 

FraiL  O  no ;  she's  spitting  in  the  kitchen.  ^^ 

Mary,  Direct  him  hither  softly,  good  Frailty : 
m  meet  him  half  way. 

Frail,  That's  just  like  running  a  tilt;  hut  I 
hope  he'll  break  nothing  this  tirne^  [Exit, 

Enter  Sir  John  P£NKtDt7B. 

Mary,  'Tis  happiness  my  mother  saw  him  not. 
O  we'como,  good  sir  John. 

Sir  John,  I  thank  you  'faith — ^Nay,  jou  must 
stand  me  till  I  kiss  you :  *ti8  the  fashion  every 
where,  i*faiih,  and  I  came  from  court  even  now. 

Mary.  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  should 
anger  the  fashion  ! 

Sir  John.  Then,  not  forgetting  the  sweet  of 
new  ceremonies,  I  first  fall  back;  then  recovering 
myself,  make .  my  honour  to  your  lip  thus ;  and 
then  accost  it.  [KitMes  her, 

Mary,  Trust  me,  very  pretty  and  moving; 
youVe  worthy  of  it,  sir — O  my  mother,  my  mother ! 
now  she's  here,  we'll  steal  into  the  gallery. 

[Ereunt  Sir  John  and  Mary. 


Enter  Widow  and  Sir  Oodfrst. 

Sir  God,  Nay,  sister,  let  reason  rule  you ;  4o 
not  play  the** fool;  stand  not  in  your  own  lig)it. 
Vou  have  wealthy  oSers,  large  temierii^ ;  do  not 
withstand  your  good  fortune.  Who  comes  a  woo- 
ing to  you,  I  pray?  No  small  fool ;  a  rich  kuigbt 
o'  the  city,  sir  Oliver  Muddiil! ;  no  Miiall  fool,  I 
can  tell  you.  And,  furthermore,  as  I  heard  late 
by  your  maid-servants,  (as  your  maid-senrantswill 
say  to  me  any  thing,  I  thank  them,)  both  yoor 
daughters  arc  not  without  suitors,  ay,  and  worthy 
ones  too ;  one  a  brisk  courtier,  sir  Andrew  Tip- 
staff, suitor  afar  off  to  your  eldest  daughter;  aarf 
the  third,  a  huge  wealthy  farmer^s  son,  a  foe 
young  country  knight ;  they  call  him  sir  John 
Pennydub :  a  good  name,  marry ; — he  oiay  bare 
it  coined  when  he  lacks  money.  What  blessiogs 
are  these,  sister? 

Wid.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan  !  do  I  look  like  Satan  ?  I  hioft 
the  devil's  not  so  old  as  I,  I  trow. 

Wid.  You  wound  my  senses,  brother,  when  yon 
name 
A  suitor  to  me.    O,  I  cannot  abide  it ; 
I  take  in  poison  when  I  hear  one  namecL 

Enter  Siicoir. 

How  now,  Simon ;  where's  my  son  Edmoiid  ? 

Sim.  Verily,  madam,  he  is  at  vain  exerd^ 
dripping  in  the  Tennis-Court 

Wid  At  Tennis-Court!  O,  now  his  father'i 
gone,  I  shall  have  no  rule  with  him.  Ob,  wicked 
Edmond !  I  m^t  well  compare  this  with  tbe 
prophecy  in  the  Chronicle,  though  far  inferior: 
As  Harry  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and  Harry  of 
Windsor  lost  all;  so  Edmond  of  Bristow,  that 
was  the  father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of  London, 
that's  his  son,  now  will  spend  all. 

Sir  God.  Peace,  sister,  we'll  have  him  refons- 
ed ;  there's  hope  of  him  yet,  though  it  be  bot  a 
littlp. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FroiL  Fofsooth,  madam,  there  are  two  or  three 
archers  at  door  would  very  gladly  speak  widi  yo«r 
ladyship. 

Wid  Arch^raf? 

Sir  God.  Your  hasband's  fletdier,  I  warcaat. 

Wid.  O, 
Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  faorae  thiiigs^ 
his; 


^  AJiM  galtant  knight  Of  the  last  feather. — When  this  play  was  Written,  feathers  were  much  woia 
by  meo.    See  Deckpr  s  GuVi  Hom-^ook,  (609  :  '*  if  the  writer  be  a  fellow  thai  hath  either  epigrMBDrd 
yoD,  or  bath  had  a  fltrt  at  your  mlttrew,  or  bath  brought  either  yonTfeat/ur^  or  year  red  beard,  or  year 
little  legs,  &c.  00  the  stage." — M  alone. 
«*  A  hat  of  the  latt  block"  was  a  phrase  signifyiag,  a  bat  of  the  newest  fatkhn. — Stbivbhs* 
^  Spitting^  probably  tbe  aicer  name  for  roasting,  at  least  saperimeadbig  tbe  operatioa. 
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Troth  I  sboald  have  forgot  them.    How  now^ 

▼iliain! 
Which  be  those  archers? 

^er  Sir   Ahdrew   Tipstaff,   Sir  Oliver 
Muck H ILL,  and  Sir  Jobn  Pehnydub.     . 

FrdL  Why  do  you  not  see  them  before  you  ? 
Are  not  these  arcMrs ! — what  do  yoa  call  'em — 
shooters?  ^  Shooters  and  archers  are  all  one,  I 

WkL  Oat^  ignorant  slave ! 
SirOiiv,  Nay,  pray  be  patient,  lady ; 
We  come  in  way  of  honourable  love—  •  * 

Sir  OHv.  To  yoo, 

&rJ^    j  And  to  your  daughters. 

WitL  O,  why  will  you  offer  me  'this,  gentlemen, 
(indeed  I  will  not  look  upon  you)  when  the  tears 
are  icaroe  out  of  mine  eyes,  not  yet  washed  off 
from  my  cheeks;  and  my  dear  husband's  body 
scarce  so  cold  as  the  coffin  ?  What  reason  have 
yoa  to  offer  it?  I  am  not  like  some  of  your  wi- 
doirs  that  will  bury  one  in  the  eTening,  and  be 
sure  to  have  another  ere  morning.  Pray,  away; 
pray  take  your  answers,  good  knights*  An  you 
ht  sweet  knights,  I  have  vowed  never  to  marry ; 
and  so  have  my  daughters  coo. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  two  of  you  have,  but  the  third's 
a  good  wench. 

Sir  OUv,  Lady,  a  shrewd  answer,  marry.  The 
best  is,  'tis  but  the  first ;  and  he's  a  blunt  wooer, 
that  will  leave  for  one  sharp  answer. 

Sir  And.  Where  be  your  daughters,  lady  ?  I 
hope  thcw*!!  ^ve  us  better  encouragement 

Wid,  Indeed  they'll  answer  you  so ;  take  it  on 
my  word,  they'll  give  you  the  very  same  answer 
V  fbatim,  truly  la. 

Sir  John.  Mum :  Mmt's  a  good  wench  still;  I 
k>ow  what  she'll  do.    .' 

Sir  OUv,  Well,  lady,  for  this  time  well  take 
our  leaves ;  hoping  for  better  comfort 

Wid,  O  never,  never,  an  I  live  these  thousand 
jrears.  An  yon  be  good  knights,  do  not  hope ; 
tvyill  be  all  vain,  vain.  Look  you  put  off  all  your 
soitt,  an  yon  come  to  me  again. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Sir  Andrew. 

FraiL  Pot  of  all  their  suits,  quoth-a  ?  ay,  that's 
the  best  wooing  of  a  widow  indeed,  when  a  man's 
noo-soited;  that  is,  when  he's  a»bed  with  her. 

Sir  OUv.  Sir  Oodfrey,  here's  twenty  angels 
inore.    Work  hard  for  me;  there's  life  in't  yet  ^ 

Sir  Ood.  Fear  not,  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill;  I'll 
Stick  dose  for  you :  leave  all  with  me. 

[Exit  Sir  Oliyek. 


Enter  Pteboakd. 

Pye.  By  your  leave,  lady  widow. 

Wid.  What,  another  suitor  now  ? 

Pye.  A  suitor!  No,  I  protest,  lady,  if  you'd 
^ve  me  vourself,  I'd  not  be  troubled  with  vou. 

Wid.  Say  you  so,  sir  ?  then  you're  the  better 
welcome,  sir. 

Pye,  Nay,  heaven  bless  me  from  a  %vidow,  un- 
less I  were  sore  to  bury  her  speedily  ? 

Wid.  Good  bluntoess.  Well,  your  business, 
sir? 

Pye.  Very  needful;  if  you  were  in  private 
once. 

Wid.  Needful?  Brother,  pray  leave  us;  and 
you,  sir.  [Exit  Sir  Godfeet. 

Frail.  I  should  laugh  now,  if  thb  blunt  fellow 
should  put  them  all  beside  the  stirrup,  and  vault 
into  the  saddle  himself.  I  have  seen  as  mad  a 
trick.  [Exit  Frailty, 

Wid.  Now,  nr ;  here's  none  but  we. 

Enter  Mart  and  Frances. 

Dani^ters,  forbear. 

JV-  O  no,  pray  let  them  stay ;  for  what  I  hafc 
to  sMak  importeth  equally  to  them  as  to  you. 

Wid,  Then  you  may  stay. 

Pye.  I  pray  bestow  on  me  a  serious  ear, 
For  what  1  speak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

Wid.  Fear? 

Pye.  Ay,  if  it  pass  unregarded,  and  unefiected ; 
else  peace  and  joy :  I  pray  attention.  Widow,  I 
have  been  a  mere  stranger  from  these  parts  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  husband  of 
you,  and  fieither  of  them;  but  I  truly  know,  by 
certain  spiritual  intelligence,  that  he  is  in  purga- 
tory. 

Wid.  Purgatory !  tub ;  that  word  deserves  to 
be  spit  upon.  I  wonder  that  a  man  of  sober 
tongue,  as  you  seem  to  be,  should  have  the  folly 
to  believe  there's  such  a  place. 

Pye.  Well,  ladv,  in  cold  blood,  I  speak  it;  I 
assure  yon  that  there  is  a  purgatory,  in  which 
place  I  know  your  husband  to  reside,  and  where- 
in be  is  like  to  remain,  till  the  dissolution  of  the 
world,  till  the  last  general  bonfire ;  when  all  the 
earth  shall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the  seas  scald 
their  finny  labourers  t  so  long  is  his  abidance,  un- 
less your  alter  the  property  of  your  purpose,  to- 
gether with  each  of  your  daughters  theirs ;  that 
IS,  the  purpose  of  single  life  in  yourself  and  your 
eldest  daughter,  and  the  speedy  determination  of 
marriage  in  your  youngest 

Mary.  How  knows  he  that?  what,  has  some 
devil  told  him? 

Wid.  Strange  he  should  know  our  thoughts.— 


^  Sutton. 

^  There's  life  in't  ^.— So  Lear : 

«<T|ieii  there's  llfs  in  iU" 


StBEVK!(S« 
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Whj,  bat  daughter,  hm  yoo  porpoied  ipecdj 
marriage  ? 

Pye,  You  see  tfie  tellt  jrmi,  a?,  for  she  says 
nothing.  Naj,  ghre  ow  cuedk  m'  yoo  pleate ;  I 
am  a  stranger  to  you,  and  3i«t  jroa  see  I  know 
your  detemunatsons,  which  must^yiiiie  to  me  m^ 
taphysically,  aod  by  a  supernatural  inteUigeuce* 

WicL  This  puts  amazemeot  on  me. 

Fran,  Know  our  secrets? 

Mary.  I  had  thought  to  sQsal  a  marnafpe. 
Would  his  topgue  had  dropped  oat  whea  he 
blabbed  it! 

WkL  But,  sir,  my  hosband  was  too  honest  a 
dealing  man  to  be  now  in  any  purKat4irie6. 

Pyt.  O,  do  not  load  your  conscience  with  mxt- 
truths; 
^ifl  bat  mere  folly  now  to  gild  him  oW, 
That  has  past  but  for  copper.    I  raises  her* 
Cannot  unbiad  him  there.    Cm$t»  but  truth; 
I  hnow  he  got  his  wealth  with  a  hard  gripe : 
0,  hardly,  haidly. 

Wid.  This  is  most  strange  of  all :  how  knows 
he  that f 

Pye.  He  would  eat  fools  aad  ignoraat  heirs 
clean  cm; 
And  had  his  drink  from  many  a  poor  man's  brow, 
Even  as  their  labour  brewed  it.  He  would  scrape 
Riches  to  Kim  most  unjustly :  the  very  dirt 
Between  his  nails  was  ill  got,  and  not  hi»  own. 
O,  I  groan  to  speak  on't;  the  thought  aankes  me 
Shudder,  shudder! 

Wid.  It  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  onV  [JudeA 
Sir,  I  am  much  grieved,  that  you  a  straag/er  shoalu 
so  deeply  wroog  my  dead  husbaud ! 

Wid,  A  man  that  would  keep  church  so  duly; 
rise  early,  before  his  servants,  and  even  fur  reli- 
gious baste,  go  ungartered,  untmtteoed,  nay  (sir 
reverence)  untrussed,  to  morning  prayer? 

Py«.  o,uir. 

Wid.  Dine  quickly  upop  high  days;  and  when 
I  had  great  guests,  would  even  shame  me,  afid 
rise  from  the  tabled  to  get  a  good  seat  at  an  alter- 
noon  sermon. 

Pye.  There's  the  devil,  there's  the  d**  il !  True : 
he  thou|«ht  it  sanctity  enough,  if  he  had  killed  a 
inan,  so  it  liad  been  done  in  a  pew ;  or  uadoue 
liis  neighbour,  so  it  had  been  near  enough  to  the 
preacher.  O,  a  senuou's  a  fiae  sliort  cloak  of  an 
hour  long,  and  will  hide  the  upper  part  ot  a  dis- 
sembler.— Church  !  ay,  he  seemed  all  church, 
and  his  conscience  was  as  hard  as  the  pulpit. 

Wid.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 

Pife.  Nor  I,  widow,  endure  to  flatter. 

Wid.  Is  this  all  your  business  with  me? 

£^.  No,  lady,  'tis  but  the  indaciion  to  it  ^ 
You  may  believe  my  strains;  I  strike  all  true; 
And  if  your  conscience  would  leap  up  to  your 


tongue,  yoorself  wo«ld  affirm  it  Aud  that  yea 
shall  perceive  I  know  of  things  to  cooie,  as  well 
as  i  do  of  what  is  present,  a  brother  of  yoor 
husband's 'shall  shortly  have  a  loss. 

Wid.  A  loss  ?  many,  heaven  forcfend  !  Sir  God* 
frey,  ray  brother ! 

Pye,  Nay,  keep  in  vour  wonder^  till  I  htre 
told  you  the  fortunes  of  you  all ;  wbsch  are  mors 
iearful,  if  not  happily  pnsventad.  For  yoiM'  pait 
and  your  daughters',  if  there  be  not  onee  this  day 
some  blood  shed  befbre  your  duor,  whereof  the 
hnman  creature  dies,  two  of  yoo  (the  laWlta)  iM 
run  mad; — 

Wid.  and  Fran.  Oh  I  . 

Marjf.  1  hat's  not  I  yet 

Pye.  And,  with  mo^  impadent  prostitiitioiv 
show  your  naked  bodies  tu  the  view  of  ail  be- 
holders. 

Wid.  Our  Baked  bodies  ?  &t  for  shamt 

Pye.  Atteud  me— aud  your  yonni^  da«^bter 
be  strucken  dumb. 

Mun^.  Dumb  ?  out,  alas !  'tts  the  worst  pma 
of  all  for  a  woman.  I'd  rather  be  mac^  or  nm 
naked,  or  any  thing.    Dumb  { 

Pye.  Give  ear:  Ere  the  eveaieg  fall  upon  bill, 
bog,  and  meadow,  this  mt  speech  shall  have  paa 
probation,  aaid  Uifco  shall  I  be  believed  acoard* 
mgly. 

Wid.Ut 
dcmc. 

Mary.  Dumb !  I'll  speak  as  much  nt  ever  I  cao 
possibly  beiore  evening. 

Pye.  But  if  ^tsocoaae  topas%  (as  for  year  fiur 
sakes  I  wish  it  may)  that  this  presage  of  year 
strange  fortunes  be  prevented  by  that  accident 
of  death  and  blood-alieddia^  (which  I  Mon 
told  yen  of,)  take  heed,  uMi  yomr  live^  that  two 
iif  you  which  have  vowed  never  to  marry,  seek 
out  husbands  with  all  pnesent  speed;  and  yoo, 
the  third,  that  have  simh  a  4le»ire  to  outstr^ 
chastity,  look  you  meddle'»ot  with  a  huihaiid. 

M^ry.  A  doable  torment 

Pye.  Tlie  breach  of  this  keeps  jpdur  ftlber  m 
purgatoi^;  aud  the  panishineots  that  ahail  feUow 
you  in  this  world,  would  with  UoDwr  kiU  the  ear 
sliould  hear  tbeni  related. 

Wid.  Marry !  Why  1  vowed  nefnr  to  merry. 

Fran.  And  so  did  I. 

Mary.  And  I  vowed  never  to  be  sech  an  ass 
hot  to  marry.    What  a  crem  fovteoe'a  this? 

Pye.  Ladiea,  though  I  be  a  furtnne-Seller,  I 
cannot  better  fortanea;  you  have  them  fnm  me 
as  they  are  revealed  to  mes  I  weeld  they  ware 
to  ytiur  tempers,  nod  teUows  with  yonr  bloods; 
that's  all  the  bilterness  1  woeld  you. 

Wid.  O  !  'tis  a  just  vengeance  for  my  hasbaod's 
hard  purchases. 


'this  be  trac^  we  are  aU  shamed,  aUe^ 


^  Til  but  r.t  mdvction  U  :t  -Thcyreht^e  or  inlroCm.Von  to  it.— Malokk. 
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Fye»  I  wish  yoa  to  bethh^  yoaraelyes,  and 
leave  them. 

Wid,  m  to  sir  Godfrey,  mj  brother,  and  ac- 
qoaint  him  with  these  fearful  presaees. 

Fran,  For,  mother,  they  portend  losses  to  him. 

Wid.  O  ay,  they  do,  thev  do. 
If  any  happy  issoe  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning. 

Pye.  lis  enough,  lady ;  I  wish  no  higher. 

[Exeunt  Widow  and  Fr a  mces. 

Mary,  Dumb  ?  and  not  marry  ?  worse  : 
Neither  to  speak,  nor  kiss ;  a  double  curse.  [Exit. 

Pyc  So  ail  this  comes  well  about  yet.  I  play 
fbe  fortone-tellev  as  well  as  if  I  had  had  a  twitch 
to  my  grannam :  for,  by  eood  happiness,  being  in 
jny  hostess's  garden,  which  neighbours  the  orchard 
of  the  widow,  I  laid  the  hole  of  mine  ear  to  a 
hcAe  in  the  wall,  and  heard  them  make  these  vows, 
and  speak  those  words,  upon  which  I  wrought 
chese  advantages;  and  to  encourage  my  forgery 
the  oiore,  I  may  now  perceive  in  them  a  natural 
aimplicity  which  will  easily  swallow  an  abuse,  if 
uny  covering  be  over  it :  and  to  confirm  my  for-- 
mer  presage  to  the  widow,  I  have  advised  old 
Peter  Skirmish,  the  soldier,  to  hurt  corporal  Oath 
upon  the  leg;  and  in  that  hurry  1*11  rush  amongst 
tbem,  and  instead  of  giving  the  corporal  some 
cordial  to  comfort  him^  Til  pour  into  his  mouth 


a  potion  of  a  sleepy  nature,  to  make  him  seem  as 
dead ;  for  tlie  which  the  old  soldier  beins^  appre- 
hended, and  ready  to  be  borne  to  e;[ecution,  1*11 
step  in,  and  take  upon  me  the  cure  of  the  dead 
roan,  upon  pain  of  dying  the  condemned's  death. 
The  corporal  will  wake  at  his  minute,  whpn  the 
sleepy  force  hath  wrought-itself ;  and  so  shall  I 
get  myself  into  a  most  admired  opinion,  and,  un- 
der the  pretext  of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  see 
occasion.  And  if  that  foolish  Nicholas  St  Ant- 
lings  keep  true  time  with  the  chahi,  my  plot  will 
be  sound,  the  captain  delivered,  and  my  wits  ap- 
plauded amongst  scholars  and  soldiers  for  ever. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  11.—^  Garden. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Nich.  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage 
to  take  away  the  chain.  My  master  pfit  it  off 
e'en  now,  to  'say  on  a  new  doublet;  3'  and  I 
sneaked  it  away  by  little  and  little,  most  purita« 
nically.  We  shall  have  good  sport  anon,  when  he 
has  missed  it,  about  my  cousin  the  conjurer.  The 
world  shall  see  I'm  an  honest  man  of  my  word ; 
for  now  Fm  going  to  hang  it  between  heaven  and 
earth,  among  the  rosemary  branches.  [Exit. 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  h-^The  Street  before  the  Widow't  Hotite. 
Enter  Simon  and  Fbailtt. 

Prot'/L  Sirrah,  Simon  St  Mary-Overies,  my  mis- 
tress sends  away  all  her  suitors,  and  puts  fieas  in 
their  ears. 

Sim.  Frailty,'  she  does  like  an  honest,  chaste, 
and  virtuoiis  woman;  for  widows  ought  not  to 
wallow  in  the  puddle  of  iniquity. 

FraiL  Yet,  Simon,  many  widows  will  do't, 
whatso  comes  on't 

Sim,  Tme,'  Frailty ;  their  filthy  flesh  desires  a 
conjunction  copulative.  What  strangers  are 
within.  Frailty  ? 

F^tdL  There's  none,  Simon,  but  Mr  Pilfer  the 
Taylor :  he's  above  with  Sir  Gkxlfrey,  'praising  of 
a  doublet :  ^*  and  I  must  trudge  anon  to  fetch 
llr  Suds  the  barber. 

Sm.  Master  Suds :— a  good  man ;  he  washes 
the  sins  of  the  beard  dean. 

Enter  Skirmish. 

Skir,  How  now,  creatures  ?  what's  o'clock  ? 


Frail  Why,  do  you  take  us  to  be  Jacks  o'  tha 
clock  house? '3^ 

Skir.  I  say  again  to  you,  what  is't  o'clock  f 

Sim.  Tru\y,  la,  we  go  by  the  clock  of  our  con- 
science. All  worldly  clock*  we  know  go  false, 
and  are  set  by  drunken  sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what  is't  o'clock  in  your  conscience  ? 
— O,  I  must  break  off;  here  comes  the  corporal. 

Enter  Oath. 

Hum,  hum  :  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

Oath,  O'clock  ?  why,  past  seventeen. 

FraiL  Past  seventeen  !  Nay,  he  has  met  with 
his  match  now ;  corporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Skir,  Thou  dost  not  balk  or  baffle  me,  dost 
thou  ?  I  am  a  soldier.    Past  seventeen  ! 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  figures, 
art  thou  ?  I  will  prove  it  unto  thee :  twelve  and 
one  is  thirteen,  I  hope ;  two  fourteen,  three  fif- 
teen, four  sixteen,  and  five  seventeen ;  then  past 
seventeen :  I  will  take  the  dial's  part  in  a  just 
cause. 

Skir.  1  say  'tis  but  past  five  then. 


*»  J\t  'say  en  a  new  ifowAfc/— That  Is,  io  ettay  or  try  It  on.— Ma  lone. 

^  'PrainiDg  of  a  doubUt  .'—Appreciating,  estimating  the  price  of  a  doublet ;  delivering  the  items  of  bb 
«karge. — Ma  lone. 

33  fy/$f  do  yom  take  tu  to  he  Jacks  o*  tbe  clock-house  ?— Figures  formerly  placed  in  the  great  clocks 
of  churchet,  which  by  mechanism  strack  tbe  houn.  At  St  Dnnstan^s  church  In  London,  two  of  tbcta 
Jacks  of  the  clock^ouse  may  yet  be  seen. — M  alom  b. 

See  notes  on  Jt.  Mtichard  III.  last  edit.  VoU  VII.  p.  ilS.— Stbivens.  C" r^r^nAo 
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Oath,  m  swetr  'tis  pait  teventeea  tbtn.  Doit 
thou  not  know  nambers?  Can'st  thoa  not  cmst^ 

Skir.  Cast }  dost  thou  speak  of  my  casting  i*the 
street  ?  *♦  [They  drmo  and  fight. 

Oath,  Ay,  and  in  the  market-place. 

iSiiii.  Clubs,  club%  dabs. ''  [Simon  miM  awMf, 

FraiL  Aj,  I  kneis  by  their  sbuffling,  dubs 
would  be  trump.  Mass,  here's  the  knave^  an  he 
can  do  any  good  upon  them :  Clubs^  dubs,  dubs» 

[EjfU. 

Enter  Pt£board. 
Oath,  O  villain,  thou  bast  opened  a  vein  in  my 

Pye,  How  now  ?  for  shame,  for  shame,  put  up, 
put  up. 

Oath,  By  yon  blue  welkin,  'twas  out  of  my 
part,  George,  to  be  hurt  on  the  leg. 

Enter  Officers, 

Pve,  O,  peace  now  :  I  hare  a  cordial  here  to 
comfort  thee. 


Offi.  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em ;  lay 
upon  the  villain. 
Skir.  Lay  hands  on  me? 
Pye,  rU  not  be  seen  among  them  now. 

[Exit  Pteboard. 
Oath.  Vm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  sur- 
geons lay  hands  upon  me,  than  rough  officers. 

CffiL  Go,  carry  him  to  be  dressed  then :  this 
mutmous  soldier  shall  along  with  me  to  prison, 
[Exeunt  tome  of  the  SherigTs  Officers 
with  Corporal  Oato. 
Skir.  To  prison  ?    Where's  George  ? 
Cffi,  Away  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Offiun  with  SKiRiiitH. 

SCENE  ll^The 


Reenter  Pyeboard. 

Pyc.  So, 
All  lights  as  I  would  wish.    The  amazed  widow 
Will  plant  me  strongly  now  in  her  belief 
And  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words : 
For  the  event  turns  those  presages  from  them 
Of  beiiiff  mad  and  dumb,  and  b^ets  joy, 
Mingled  with  admiration.  These  empty  creatures, 
Soldier  and  corporal,  were  but  ordained 
As  instruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
Now  to  my  patient;  here's  his  potion.       [Exit, 


9cmi.m^Am 


in  the  Widotft 


Enter  Widowp  Frahces,  and  Mart. 

Wid,  O  Wondrous  happiness,   beyond  oar 
thoughts! 
O  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  fortunes 
Were  blest  even  in  our  cradles.    We  are  qiitted 
Of  all  those  shameful  violent  presages 
By  this  rash  bleeding  chance.    Go,  Frailty,  ron, 

and  know 
Whether  he  be  yet  living  or  yet  dead. 
That  here  before  my  door  received  his  hurt. 

FraiL  Madam  he  was  carried  to  the  sapcrior; 
but  if  he  had  no  money  when  he  came  there,  L 
warrant  he's  dead  by  this  time.   [Exit  Fiuliltt. 

Fran,  Sure  that  men  it  a  rare  fortune-teUer; 
never  looked  upan  our  hands,  nor  upon  any  maik 
about  us :  a  wondrous  fellow  surely ! 

Mary.  I  am  glad  I  have  the  use  of  my  toBgoa 
yet,  though  of  nothing  elsa  I  shall  find  the  waf 
to  marry  toe^  I  hetpe,  shortly. 

Wid,  O  Where's  my  brother  sir  Godfr^  ?  I 
l^^e,  that  I  mieht  relate  to  lam 


would  he  were  here, 

bow  prcj)hetieally  the  cunning  gentlemaa  spoke 

in  all  thills. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  O  my  chain,  my  chain !  I  have  lost 
my  chain.    Where  be  these  villains,  varlets  ? 

Wid.  O,  he  has  lost  his  chain. 

Sir  God,  My  chain,  my  chain  ! 

Wid,  Brother,  be  patient;  hear  me  speak. 
You  know  I  told  you  that  a  cunning-man  told  me 
that  you  should  have  a  loss,  and  he  has  propbe- 
ded  so  true— 

Sir  God,  Out,  he's  a  villain  to  prophecy  of  the 
loss  of  my  chain.  Twas  worth  above  three  hun- 
dred crowns.  Besides,  'twas  my  father's,  my  la- 
ther's father's,  my  grandfathera  huge  grandfa- 
ther's :  ^^  I  had  as  lief  have  lost  nay  neck,  as  the 
chain  Uiat  hung  about  it,  Omv  chain,  my  chain  ! 

Wid.  O,  brother,  who  can  be  ginarded  against 
a  misfortune  ^  Tis  hapny  'twas  no  more. 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  sister, 
would  you  had  me  lost  morel  my  b€»t  gown  too, 
with  the  doth  of  gold  lace?  my  hoKday  gaskias^^ 
and  my  jerkin  set  with  pearl  ?  No  more ! 

Wid.  O,  brother,  you  can  reait—- 

Sir  God.  But  I  cannot  read  where  my  duua  is. 
What  strangers  have  been  here  I  You  lei  in  stian- 


'^  Dott  tkcu  tpeak  of  my  castmg  in  the  street  ^— There  is  a  play  on  the  word  caif,  which  fomeriy  t^ 
nified  to  vomit,  as  well  at  to  throw  or  to  reckon. — Malokb. 

3'  CluAf,  clubs^  cMi, — From  our  old  playt  it  appears,  that  It  was  costoinary,  oa  the  first  i 
of  a  broil  or  riot,  to  cry  oat  dubs ;  I  suppose,  to  part  the  combatants.    80  io  jis  Tou  Liks  It: 

**  Clubs  cannot  part  them.''  MAiiOlfB* 

**  Huge  grandfatker*s ; — 1.  e.  great  graiidfether*8  -^Pbrct. 
f^  M9  koiiday  gaskinB,<«»G«fitoM  are  breeches.— Malokb* 
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|ei%  tbievety  abd  catdnpoles.    Hoir  conies  it 
gone?  TInre  was  none  above  with  me  but  mj 
tKylm;  and  n^  taylor  will  not  steal,  I  hope. 
Mmy,  No  ;*  be^a  afraid  of  a  chain. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Wid,  How  now,  sirrah  ?  the  news } 

FreiL  O,  nusuess,  he  may  weW  be  called  a  eor- 
poial  now,  for  his  corpse  is  as  dead  Us  a  cold  oa- 
poD*s. 

Wid.  More  happiness. 

Sir  00d.  Strrah,  what's  diis  to  my  cbun? 
Wbere^  my  chain,  knave  ? 

FmL  Your  chain,  sir? 

Sir  OmL  My  chain  is  lost,  Tilkitn. 

ftmL  I  would  he  were  haiwed  in  chmns  that 
has  it  then  for  me.  Ahis,  sir,  I  saw  none  of  your 
chain  since  you  were  hung  with  it  yourself. 

Sir  God,  Out  varietl  it  had  fall  three  thou- 
sand links; 
I  bare  oft  told  it  over  at  my  prayers; 
Orerand  over:  full  three  thousand  links. 

FraiL  Had  it  so,  sir!  sure  it  cannot  be  lost 
then;  111  pot  you  in  that  comfoit. 

^Ood.  Whjr?why? 

FrnL  Why,  if  your  chain  had  so  numy  links, 
it  cannot  choose  but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  Qod,  Delnaon !  Now,  long  Nicholas^  where 
is  1^  chain? 

Aidl.  Why  about  your  neck,  ia^t  not,  sir? 

Sk  GmL  About  my  neck,  varlet?  My  chain  is 
lost;  'tis  stolen  away ;  I  am  robbed. 

Wid.  Nay,  brother,  shew  yourself  a  man. 

Nieh.  Ay,  if  it  be  lost  or  stole,  if  he  would  be 
padent,  miscreas,  I  conld  bring  him  to  a  cunning 
kinsman  of  mine  that  would  fetch  it  again  with  a 
iemrara. 

Sir  Qod.  Canst  thou  ?  I  will  be  patient :  say» 
where  dwells  he  ? 

Nieh.  Marry  he  dwells  now,  sir,  where  he  would 
not  dwell  an  he  could  choose ;  in  the  Marshalsea, 
nr.  But  he's  an  excellent  fellow  if  he  wc-re  out ; 
has  travelled  all  the  world  over  he,  and  been  in 
the  seven  and  twenty  provinces  :^  why,  he  would 
ttake  it  be  fetched,  nr,  if  it  were  rid  a  thousand 
mile  out  of  town. 

iStr  God.  An  admirable  feUow  I  What  lies  he 
for? 

Nick.  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  steward  of  ten 
groats  t'other  night,  as  any  man  would  ha'  done,' 
and  there  he  lies  for't. 

^  God.     ni  make  his  peace.    A  trifle !  HI 
get  hu  uardon, 
Bendes  a  boantifol  reward.    Til  about  it 
But  fee  the  clerks,  the  Justice  will  do  mnch. 
t  will  about  it  straight.    Good  sister  pardon  me ; 


All  will  be  well,  I  hope^  and  turn  to  good : 
Tlie  name  of  conjurer  has  laid  my  blood. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— J  Street. 
Enter  Puttock,  RAVBNSHAW,ondDoosoii. 

Tut.  His  hostess  where  he  lies  will  trust  him  no 
longer.  She  hath  fee'd  me  to  arrest  him ;  and  if 
you  will  accompany  me,  because  I  know  not  of 
what  nature  the  scholar  is,  whether  desperate  or 
swift,  you  shall  share  with  me,  seijeant  Raveft- 
shaw.    I  have  the  good  angel  to  arrest  him.^ 

'Rav.  Troth  111  take  part  with  thee  then,  Ser- 
jeant ;  not  for  the  sake  of  the  money  so  much,  at 
for  the  hate  I  bear  to  a  scholar.  Why,  seijeant, 
•tis  natural  in  us  you  know  to  hate  scholars,— na- 
tural; besides,  they  will  pnUish  our  imperfet*^ 
tbns,  knaveries^  and  conveyandss,  upon  scafiblds 
and  stages. 

Tut.  Ay,  and  spitefully  too.  Troth  I  hava 
wondered  how  the  slaves  cotiM  see  into  our 
breasts  so  mnch,  when  our  doublets  are  buttoned 
with  pewter. 

"Rav,  Ay,  and  so  close  without  yielding.  O, 
they're  parlous  fellows ;  they  will  search  more 
with  tlieir  wits,  than  a  constable  with  his  officers^ 

Fut.  Whist^  whist,  whist  Yeoman  Dogson, 
yeoman  Dogson. 

Dog.  Ha !  what  says  Serjeant  ? 

Tut.  Is  he  in  the  'pothecary's  shop  still? 

50^- Ay,  ay. 

Tut.  Have  an  eye,  have  an  ejre. 

Rav,  The  best  is,  serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true 
scholar,  he  wears  no  weapon,  I  think. 

Tut.  No,  no,  he  wears  no  weapon. 

Kav.  Mass  I  am  glad  of  that ;  it  has  pot  rae  in 
better  heart  Nay,  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me 
alone  to  drae  him,  if  he  be  stiff-necked.  I  have 
been  one  of  the  six  myself,  that  has  dragged 
as  tall  men  of  their  hands,  when  their  weapons 
have  been  gone,  as  ever  bastinadoed  a  serjeant 
I  have  done  I  can  tell  yon. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Puttock,  sergeant  Puttock, 

Tut.  Ho. 

J)og.  He's  cnming  out  single. 

Tut.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy ;  let  him 
play  a  little,  let  him  play  a  little;  we'll  jerk  him 
up  of  a  sudden :  I  ha'  fi^'d  in  my  time. 

J(ap.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  fool,  serjeant 

Enter  Ptikboard. 

Tye.  I  parted  now  from  Nicholas  i  the  chain'i 
couched. 
And  the  old  knieht  has  spent  his  rage  upon't 
The  widow  hokn  me  in  great  admiration 
For  cunning  art :  'mongst  joys  Fm  even  lost. 
For  my  device  can  no  way  now  be  crossed ; 


^  Misnamed  for  the  seventeen  provinces, 
^  1  hoot  tht  good  aogel  to  MrrtU  ftim.«*He 


the  cofai  so  called.— Maloxb. 
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And  now  I  must  tp  prison  to  the  captain. 
And  there — 

Pti/.  J  arrest  you,  sir. 

Pj^e.  Oh  —I  spoke  truer  than  I  was  aware  ;  I 
must  to  prison  indeed. 

Put.  rbey  say  you're  a  scholar. — Nay,  sir — 
yeoman  Dogson,  have  care  to  his  arms. — You'll 
rail  a)^ins>i  serjcantSy  and  stage  'em  ?  You'U  tickle 
their  vices  ? 

Pye.  Nay,  use  me  like  a  gentleman,  I*m  little 
less. 

Put.  You  a  gentleman !  that's  a  good  jest 
iYaith.  Can  a  scholar  be  a  gentleman,  when  a 
gentleman  will  not  be  a  scholar  ?  Look  upon  your 
wealtliy  citizens'  sons,  whether  they  be  scholars^ 
or  no,  that  are  gentlemen  by  their  fathers'  trades. 
A  schular  a  gentleman  ! 

Pye.  Nay,  let  fortune  dri?e  all  her  stings  into 
roe,  she  camioi  hurt  that  in  me.  A  gentleman  is 
accident  in$eparabile  to  my  blood. 

Ritv.  A  rablement!  nay,  you  shall  ha?e  a 
bloody  rablement  uponyou,  I  warrant  you. 

Put.  Go,  yeoman  Dogson,  before,  and  enter 
the  action  i'  tne  Counter. 

[Exit  DoosoK. 

Pve.  pray  do  not  handle  me  cruelly ;  I'll  go 
whither  you  please  to  have  me. 

Put.  Oh,  he's  tame ;  let  him  loose,  Serjeant 

Pye.  Pray,  at  whose  suit  is  this  ? 

Put,  Why  at  your  hostess's  suit  where  you  lie, 
mistress  Conyburrow,  for  bed  and  board;  the 
•um  four  pound  five  shillings  and  five  pence. 

Pye.  I  know  the  sum  too  true ;  yet  1  presumed 
Upon  a  farther  day.    Well,  'tis  my  stars, 
And  I  must  bear  ic  now,  though  never  harder. 
I  swear  now  my  device  is  cross'd  indeed : 
Captain  must  be  by't :  tliis  is  deceit's  seed. 

Put.  Come,  come  away. 

Pye,  Pray  give  me  so  much  time  as  to  knit  my 
garter,  and  I'll  away  with  you. 

Put.  Well,  we  must  be  paid  for  this  waitipg 
upon  you ;  this  is  no  p^ns  to  attend  thus. 

[Pyeboard  pretends  to  tie  his  garter. 

Pye.  I  am  now  wretched  and  miserable ;  1  shall 
ne'er  recover  cif  this  disease,  tiot  iron  gnaw  their 
iists !  They  have  struck  a  fever  intO^  my  shoulder, 
which  I  shall  ne*er  shake  out  again,  I  fear  me,  'till 
"with  a  ^ruc  habeas  corpus  the  sextou  remove  me. 
O,  if  I  take  prison  once,  I  shall  be  press'd  to  death 
with  actions ;  but  not  so  happy  as  speedily :  per- 
haps I  may  be  forty  years  a  pressing,  till  I  be  a 
thm  old  man;  that  looking  through  the  prates, 
men  may  look  through  me.  AH  my  means  is  con- 
founded. What  shall  I  do  ?  Have  my  wits  served 
me  so  long,  and  now  give  me  the  slip  (like  a 
train'd  servant)  when  I  have  most  need  of  them  ? 
No  device  to  keep  my  poor  carcase  from  these 
puttocks? — Yesy  happiness;  have  I  a  paper  about 


me  DOW }  Yes,  two :  HI  try  it,  it  may  bit;  £»- 
tremity  is  the  touchstone  unto  wit.  Ay,  ay. 

Put,  'Sfoot,  how  many  yards  are  in  thy  gartei% 
that  thou  art  so  long  a  tying  of  them  ?  Come  away, 
sir. 

Pye.  Troth  serjeant,  I  protest,  you  could  never 
have  took  me  at  a  worse  tine ;  for  now  at  this 
instant  I  have  no  lawful  picture  about  me.  ^ 

Put,  ^lid,  how  shall  we  come  by  our  fees  then  F 

Rav.  We  must  have  fees,  sirrah. 

Pye.  I  could  have  wish'd,  i'faitb,  that  you  had 
took  me  half  an  hour  hence  for  your  own  sake; 
for  I  protest  if  you  had  not  crossM  me,  I  was  go- 
ing in  ereat  joy  to  receive  dve  pound  of  a  gentle- 
man, for  the  device  of  a  mask  here,  drawn  in  this 
paper.  But  now,  come,  I  must  be  contented ;  'tis 
iHit  so  much  lost,  and  answerable  to  the  rest  of 
my  fortunes. 

Put.  Why,  how  far  hence  dwells  that  gentle- 
man? 

Rav.  Ay,  well  said,  seijeant;  'tis  good  to  cast 
about  for  money. 

Put.  Speak;  if  it  be  not  hi^ 

Pye.  We  are  tmt  a  little  past  it;  the  next  street 
behind  us. 

Put.  'Slid,  we  have  waited  upon  yon  grievously 
already.  If  you'll  sav  you'U  be  liberal  when  you 
have  it,  give  us  double  fee^  and  spend  upon  us, 
why  we'll  show  you  that  kindness,  and  gp  along 
with  you  to  the  gentleman. 

Rav.  Ay,  well  said ;  still,  serjeant,  urge  that 

Pye.  Troth  if  it  will  suffice,  it  shall  be  all 
among  you ;  for  my  part  I'll  not  pocket  a  penny : 
my  hostess  shall  Imve  her  four  pounds  five  shil- 
lings, and  bate  me  the  five  pence ;  and  the  other 
fifteen  shillings  Til  spend  upon  you. 

Raro,  Why  now  thou  art  a  pooKd  scholar. 

Put.  An  excellent  scholar  lifaith ;  has  proceed- 
ed very  well  a- late.    Come  we'll  along  with  yoo. 
[Exeunt  Puttock,  Ravevshaw,  and  Pt»- 
BOABD,  07^0  knocks  at  the  door  of  a  Gett-^ 
tkman's  House  at  the  inside  of  the  Stage, 

SCENE  V.^A  Gallery  in  a  Gentleman's  House. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Who  knocks?  Who's  fit  door?  We  had 
need  of  a  porter.  -  [Opens  the  door, 

Pye,  [Within]  A  few  fnendi  here.  Pray  is 
the  gentleman  your  master  within  ? 

Ser.  Yes;  is  your  business  to  him  ? 

.   [Servant  opens  the  door* 

Enter  Ptepoard,  Puttock,  Ravekshaw,  and 
Dogson. 

Pye,  Ay,  he  knows  it,  when  he  sees  me :  I  pray 
you,  have  you- forgot  me  ?     • 
Ser.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  sir;  pray  cpme  near; m 


«'  iS>  law  All  picture  abintt  fii«.— Money  is  still  called  King's  picture,  in  lew  lanfoage,— Sr^XTXiri* 
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io  and  tell  him  of  yocu  Please  yoa  to  walk  here 
in  the  gallerj  tilllte  comes.  [EsU  Siervant. 

Pte.  We  will  attend  bis  worship.  Worship  I 
think ;  for  so  much  the  posts  at  his  duor  should 
lignify,^  and  the  fair  coming-ioy  and  the  wicket; 
else  I  neither  knew  him  nor  bis  worship :  but  -tis 
happiness  he  is  within  doors,  whatsoe'er  he  be. 
If  be  be  not  too  much  a  formal  ddzen,  he  may 
do  me  good. — [.^Ijk/f.]— Serjeant  and  yeoman, 
how  do  you  like  this  bouse  ?  Is't  not  most  wbol- 
lomely  plotted  ?  ♦* 

Rak  Trothj  prisoner,  an  ezceedine  fine  house. 

Pye.  Yet  I  wonder  bow  he  should  forget  me,— 
for  be  never  knew  me,  [Aside,]  No  matter ;  what 
\»  forgot  in  yon,  will  be  remembered  in  your  mas- 
ter. A  pretty  comfortable  room  this,  methinl^ ; 
70a  have  no  such  rooms  in  prison  now  ? 

Put.  O,  dog-holes  to't. 

Pye,  Dog-holes,  mdeed.  I  can  tell  you,  J  have 
great  hope  to  have  my  chamber  here  shortly,  nay, 
and  diet  too ;  for  he's  the  qiost  free  heartedst  gen- 
tleman, where  he  takes :  you  would  little  think  it 
And  what  a  fine  gallery  were  here  for  me  to  walk 
and  stndv,  and  make  verses } 

Put.  O,  it  stands  very  pleasantly  for  a  scholar. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

PifC  Look  what  maps,  and  pictures,  and  de- 
▼ices^  and  things,  neatly,  delicately— ^Mass  here 
he  comes ;  he  ^ould  be  a  gentleman ;  i  like  his 
beard  well. — All  happiness  to  your  worship. 

Gent,  YouVe  kindly  welcome,  sir. 

Put,  A  simple  salutation. 

Rav,  Mass,  it  seems  the  gentleman  makes  great 
account  of  him. 

Pye,  I  have  the  thing  here  for  you,  sir — [Takes 
the  Gentleman  apart.]  I  flbseech  you  conceal  me, 
tir;  Vm  undone  else.  [Aside,]  I  have  the  mask 
bere  for  you,  sir;  look  you,  sir.— I  beseech  your 
worship  first  pardon  my  rudeness,  for  my  extremes 
oake  me  bolder  than  I  would  be.  I  am  a  poor 
Sentleman,  and  a  scholar,  and  now  most  unfortu- 
tttely  fallen  into  the  fangs  of  unmerciful  officers ; 
irrested  for  debt,  which  though  small,  I  am  not 
kble  to  compass,  by  reason  I  am  destitute  of  lands, 
Booey,  and  friends ;  so  that  if  I  fall  into  the  hon- 

E  swallow  of  the  prison,  I  am  like  utterly  to 
ish,  and  with  fees,  and  extortions  be  pinched 
kan  to  the  bone.  Now,  if  ever  pity  had  inte- 
nt in  the  blood  of  a  gentleman,  1  beseech  you 
inchsafe  but  to  favour  that  means -of  my  escape^ 
iinch  I  have  already  tbooght  upon, 
Gent,  Go  forward. 


Put,  I  waiTttDt  be  likes  it  rarely. 

Pye,  In  the  plunge  of  my  extremities,  being 
^ddy,  and  doubtful  what  to  do,  at  last  it  was  put 
into  my  labouring  thoughts,  to  make  a  happy  use 
of  thil4)aper ;  and  to  blear  their  unlettered  eyes, 
I  told  them  there  was  a  device  for  a  mask  drawn 
in't,  and  that  (but  for  their  interception)  I  was  go- 
ing to  a  gentleman  to  receive  my  reward  for't. 
They,  greedy  at  this  word,  and  hoping  to  make 
purchue  of  me,  ofiered  their  attendance  to  gQ 
along  with  me.  My  bap  was  to  make  bold  with 
your  door,  sir,  which  my  thoughts  showed  me  the 
most  fairest  and  Qomfortablest  entrance ;  and  I 
hope  I  have  happened  right  upon  understanding 
and  pity.  May  it  please  your  ^Qod  worship,  then, 
but  to  uphold  my  deviqe,  ^hich  th  to  let  one  of 
your  men  put  me  out  at  a  badcnioar,  i|od  I  shaU 
be  boQnd  to  yoyr  worshjp  for  ever. 

Oent.  By  my  troth,  an  excellent  device. 

Put,  An  excellent  device,  he  says;  he  likes  it 
wonderfully. 

Gent,  O  my  faith,  I  never  heard  a  better. 

Rav,  Hark,  be  swears  he  neyer  heard  a  better^ 
seijeant. 

Put,  O,  there's  00  talk  on't;  he's  an  excellent 
scholar,  and  eq>ecially  for  a  mask. 

Gent,  Give  me  your  paper>  your  device ;  I  was 
never  better  pleased  in  all  n^  life :  good  wit, 
brave  wit,  finely  wrought !  Come  iq,  sir,  and  re- 
ceive your  money,  sir.  [Exit* 

Pye,  I'll  follow  your  good  worship.— ^You  hear4 
how  be  liked  it  now  ? 

Put,  Pub,  'we  know  he  could  not  choose  but 
like  it.  Go  thy  ways;  thou  art  a  witty  fine  fellow 
iTaith :  thou  shalt  discourse  it  to  us  at  the  tavern 
anon ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Pye.  Ay,  ay,  that  I  will  Look,  serjeant,  bere 
are  maps,  and  pretty  toys :  be  doing  in  the  mean 
time ;  I  shall  quicLly  have  told  out  the  money^ 
you  know. 

Put,  Go,  go,  little  villain;  fetch  thy  chink ;  I 
begin  to  love  thee :  Pli  be  drunk  to-night  in  thy 
company. 

Pye,  This  |^tleman  I  well  may  call  a  part 
Of  my  salvauon  in  these  earthly  evils. 
For  he  has  saved  me  from  three  hungry  devils; 

[Exit  Pteboard. 

Put,  Sirrah  seijeant,  these  maps  are  pretty 
painted  things,  but  I  could  ne'er  fancrjr  them  yet  i 
methinks  they're  too  busy,  and  full  of  circles  and 
conjurations.  They  say  aJl  the  world's  in  one  or 
them ;  but  I  could  ne'er  find  the  Counter  in  tb« 
Poultiy.^ 


^  FTortArp,  /  think ;  for  to  much  the  posts  at  bis  door  thouXd  signify.-^mtleeB  of  peace  and  sheriAy 
b  the  time  of  queen  Elliabeth,  had  two  posts  placed  before  their  door.— Malohb. 
See  note  on  Tmelfth  Nighty  last  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  17&.»-8tbbvbhs. 

^^  b't  not  most  wholsomely  plotted.— L  e.  Is  not  the  ground  plot  of  this  boose  laid  in  a  molt  whokr 
Mae  ritaation. — Pbbct. 

But  I  c^uld  n^erjind  the  Counter  m  the  PouUr^-^Tht  prison  so  caUcd.**MiiliO]r^ 
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Tiaff,  I  think  to :  bow  wM  joa  find  it?  for 
•yta  know  it  atiyuk  bthind  tbe  booMt. 

I>v.  Mali,  that's  true;  then  we  mart  look 
^tbe  bMk-Hde  for't.  'SfooC  bere't  notfakig ;  nU*9 
tee. 

lUm,  I  warrant  diee,  that  stands  far  theCooo- 
ter :  for  you  know  tfaere^s  a  conpaay  of  bare  fel- 
lows there. 

Fut.  Taith  like  enoo^  strjeant;  I  never 
siarked  so  much  before.  Sirrah  serjeanc^  and  jwo- 
man,  I  should  love  these  maps  out  o*  cry  now,  if 
we  could  see  men  peep  out  of  cknir  in  'em.  O,  we 
might  have  'em  in  a  morning  to  emr  breakfhst  so 
ftself,  and  ne^er  knodc  our  Male  to  the  ground  a 
whole  day  for  'em. 

Rtn.  Ay  many,  sir,  I'd  buy  one  Uien  myself. 
But  thi)  talk  is  t^  the  way^-— Where  shall  us  sup 
to-night  ?  Five  pouiui  reoefiwl«— let's  talk  of  that. 
I  have  a  trick  worth  all.  You  two  ehall  bear  him 
10  the  tavern,  whilst  1  go  olose  with  his  hostess, 
smd  work  out  of  her.  I  know  she  would  be  glad 
of  the  som,  to  finger  money,  beeanse  she  knows 
'ds  bat  a  desperate  debt,  and  foU  of  haxard. — 
IVhai  will  you  say,  if  I  brin^  it  to  pass,  that  the 
lostess  shall  be  contented  with  one  half  for  all, 
and  we  to  share  t'other  fifty  shillings,  bullies  ? 

Put.  Why,  i  would  call  thee  king  of  Serjeants, 
and  thou  should'st  be  chronicled  in  the  Counter- 
book  for  ever. 

BMt,  Well,  put  it  to  m0 ;  well  make  a  night 
en^,  i'fmth. 

Dog,  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  more  money, 
be  stays  so  loi^. 

Tut.  He  tarries  lon^  indeed.  May  be  I  can  tell 
you,  upon  the  good  liking  oo't^  tbe  gentleman  may 
prove  more  bountiful. 

JRov.  That  would  be  rare ;  well  seardi  him. 

Fut»  Nay,  be  sure  of  it,  WU  search  him,  and 
make  him  light  enough. 

Ewter  Oentlman. 

Rav,  O,  here  comes  the  gendemao.  By  your 
leave,  sir. 


Oemt.  Ood  iroa  fMd  deo,  aim.  WodM  yes 
speak  withmer 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  worship^  sir;  obIj  vre 
ara  bold  to  stay  for  a  friend  of  oar's  diat  weot  ii 
with  your  worship. 

Gtwt.  Who?  not  the  scholar? 

Put.  Yes,  e'en  h^  an  it  please  your  w«nU|i. 

Oent.  Did  he  asake  you  stay  for  Mm?  He  did 
you  wrong  then :  why,  I  can  assure  yoo  be*a  goas 
abore  an  nour  ago. 

Ruv.  How,  sir? 

Gent.  I  pmd  him  hit  money,  and  my  man  told 
me  be  went  out  at  badL-door* 

Pttt,  Backnloor? 

Gent.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Put.  He  was  our  prisoner,  sir ;  we  did  arrsit 
him. 

Gent.  What !  he  was  not?— You  the  riierifi 
officers  !  You  were  to  blame  then.  Why  did  not 
you  make  known  to  me  as  much  f  I  could  bate 
kept  him  for  yoo.  I  protest  he  recehred  all  of  m» 
in  Britain  gold  of  the  hMt  coining.^ 

Rav.  Vengeance  dog  him  with*t ! 

Put.  'Sfoot,  has  he  guU'd  us  so  ? 

Deg.  Where  shall  we  sup  now,  seijeants? 

Put.  Sup,  Simon,  now  !^  eat  porridge  for  a 
month.— Well,  we  cannot  impute  it  to  any  lack 
of  good  will  in  your  worship.  You  did  but  as  an- 
otMT  would  have  done.  Twas  our  hard  fortunes 
to  miss  the  purchase ; — but  if  e'er  we  clutch  lum 
again,  the  Counter  shall  charm  him. 

Rav.  The  Hole  shall  rot  him.^^ 

Dog.  Amen.  [Exeunt  Snjenmtt, 

Gent.  So; 
Vex  out  your  lungs  without  doors.    I  am  proud 
It  was  my  hap  to  help  him.    It  fell  fit ; 
He  went  not  empty  neinier  for  his  wit. 
Abis,  poor  wretch,  I  could  not  blame  his  faraiBi 
To  Ubour  his  delivery,  to  be  free 


goli 


From  their  unpitying  fSrmg^    Fm  g)ad  it  Hood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  sdiolar  good.      [ JSnC 


V  J  protut^  ke  received  efme  all  in  Britahi  gold  of  the  last  colnUig.r-^<  On  the  10th  of  Norember  IflM. 
(says  Btowe,  Annate^  p.  8A0,  edit  1631,)  was  nroclahtaed  pit  London  certain  nem  pieces  of  coine  both  m 

Id  and  f  liver,  with  the  trae  valuation  and  weights  of  them,  accorfling  to  tbe  mint  of  MA  aatfida^  Ei^ 

'  and  Scottish.-^MALOifB. 
>  8op,  Simon,  iimd/— TMs  allades  Sa  She  character  of  «<  Btam  of  Southanptop,  alias  Smp  tprtft," 
«vhom  we  read  of  la  Thrnnm  ef  MtmUng^  ur  the  aUe  wortkie  VeomeH  •f  $ke  Wmt*    Jfemtkeabrtk  tkte  em* 
rected  end  enlerged  be  T.  D.  (i.  e.  Thomas  Decker)  16:18.— Stkbtkns* 

^'  Tbe  Hole  fAslf  rot  Miii.-^TA«  Hole  was  one  of  the  meanest  iipartments  In  the  Counter  prison.    Ses 
Tke  Wettti  efHogidon,  with  the  Humourt  of  Woodttreet  Compter ^  a  comedy,  16|^ : 

^  Next  from  the  stocks,  the  BoU^  and  Little-ease, 
**  Sad  places,  which  kind  natare  do  displease, 
^  And  fiwk  the  lattU^p  of  the  keeper*s  key^ 

lAhurmnee^BeeOee.'* 

^  *<  If  a  man  mast  be  In  a  prison  (says  SnckUog)tl8  better  to  lie  hi  a  private  room,  iMa  !•  !*•  0Aw->  | 

ilALOMS. 

So  in  the  CMoitsr-rat^  a  poem,  1058  < 

^  la  Woodstreet's  A«(f|  or  Poultry^s  helL"— 9XUTIW  j  I 
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inter  lDhi&;  to  Ami  Bteboard. 

IdlcUowDowl  Who's  that?  Wbatarayoo? 

iy  The  tame  that  I  thoald  be,captaiD. 

-WkGeorgpPyeboard?  Honest  Geoi^  ?  Why 
cuBfti  thoa  in  bal^faoed,  muffled  so? 

i^  0  captakiy  I  thought  we  should  ne'er  have 
wcbed  sgaia,  nerer  speat  frolic  hour  asaio. 

iafe.Why?whyf  ^ 

Pj/c  I  oomiog  to^urepare  thee^  and  with  news 
As  hap|yj  as  thy  quick  delivery,— 
Wai  traced  out  by  the  soent ;  arrested,  captain. 

Idk  Arrested,  Geor^? 

^J^  Arrested.  Gues%  guessy  how  many  dogs 
do  Tou  think  I  had  upon  me? 

•U^.  Dogs?  I  say,  I  know  not. 

iy.  Almost  as  many  as  George  Stone,  the 
w;^  diree  at  once,  three  al  oace. 

Jdk.  How  didst  thoa  shake  them  off  then  ? 

ly.  The  time  it  bu^,  and  calls  upon  our 
r    .    "^^ 

I«tit  suffice, 

Here  I  stead  safe,  and  soaped  by  miracle  ;* 

^  other  hour  shall  tell  thee^  when  wc^U  steep 

wejes  in  laughter.  Captain,  my  device.^ 

^1^*08  to  thy  harness ;  for  ere  the  day 

Be  spent  to.  the  girdle,  thou  sbalt  be  free. 

Tbe  corporal's  in's  first  sleep ;  the  chab  is  miss*d ; 

%  kiosnan  has  expressed  thee;  and  the  old 

*^Jto  palsy  hamsy  now  labours  thy  release. 
"ntt  rests,  is  all  in  thee ;— to  coiyore,  captain. 
^U,  Conjure  ?  'Sfoot,  George,  you  know,  the 
w^l  a  conjurinis  I  can  conjure. 

•'V^  The  devil  a  conjuring  ?  Nay,  by  my  fay, 
*9  not  have  thee  do  so  much,  captain,  as  the  de- 
»u  a  conjuring.  Look  here ;  I  have  brou^t  thee 
•circle  ready  charactered  and  all. 
.Idle,  'Sfoot,  George,  art  in  thy  right  wits  ?  Dost 
o»»^  what  thou  say^st?  Why  dost  talk  to  a  cap- 
^0  of  conjurins?  Didst  thou  ever  hear  of  a 
^ptain  Conjuro  m  thy  life  ?  Dost  call't  a  circle  ? 
II^Moo  wide  a  things  methioks  ?  had  it  been  a 
*(9wr  circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have  done. 

iy.  Why  every  fool  knows  that,  captain.  Nay 
Iwo  rU  not  cog  with  ^ou,  captain ;  it  you'll  stay 
^  hang  the  next  sessions,  you  may. 

X^  No,  by  my  Akitb,  George.  Come^come; 
<fs  to  conjuring. 

Pj/e,  But  if  you  look  to  be  released,  (as  my 
<^  have  took  pain  to  work  it«  and  all  means 


wpou^tta  furdMT  it,)>ba8ide0»  t<^  pal  erowifs  iar 
your  purse,  to  make  you  a  man  of  better  hopes; 
and  whereas^  before  you  w^re  a  captain  or  poor 
soldier,  to  maka  vou  now  a  commander  of  rich 
fools,  which  b  truly  the  onl^  best  purchase  peaoft 
can  allow  yoa,  aalar  than  highwavs»  heath,  or  ctn 
ny-groves,  and  yet  a  far  better  booty ;  for  your 
greatest  thieves  are  never  hanged,  never  hanged : 
for  why  ?  they're  wise,  and  cheat  within  doors  ;> 
and  we  geld '  fools  of  more  money  in  one  nighty 
than  your  false-tailed  gelding^  will  purchase  in 
twelvemonths^  nmning ;  whidi  confirms  the  old 
beldam's  saying  JBIe^s  witeitf  that  knp$  hume^ 
wtrmut;  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good  fire. 

id/^  WeH  opened  i'faith,  George ;  thou  has« 
pulled  that  saying  out  of  the  husk. 

Fye,  Capmin  Idle,  'tis  no  time  now  to  delud# 
or  delay.  The  old  knight  will  be  here  suddenly ; 
I'll  perfect  you^  direct  you,  tell  you  the  triok  ooVr 
'tisnothine. 

lilt,  '^oot^  Geom,  I  know  not  what  to  say 
to't.  Conjure  ?  I  shall  be  hanged  ere  I  conjure. 

Pye.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  captain;  you'll 
ne'er  ooajure  after  you're  hanged,  I  warrant  yoo^ 
Look  you,  sir ;  a  parlous  matter,  sure !  Fir^  fee 
spread  your  circle  upon  the  glroaed,  with  a  little 
conjuring  ceremony,  (as  111  have  an  hackney- 
man's  wand  silvered  o'er  o*purpose  for  you ;)  then 
arriving  in  the'  circle,  with  a  huge  word,  and  a 
great  trample— as,  for  instance— have  ywi  never' 
seen  a  stalaing,  stamping  phiyer,  that  will  raise  a 
tempest  with  liis  tongue,  and  thunder  with  his 
heels? 

Idle,  O  yes,  yes,  yes ;  oftek^  often. 

Pyt,  Why  be  like  such  a  one.  For  any  thing 
will  blear  the  oM  knight's  eyes;  for  you  must 
note,  that  he'll  ne^er  dare  to  venture  into  the 
room;  only  perhaps  peep  fearfully  through  the 
key-hole,  to  see  bow  the  play  j^oes  forward. 

IdU.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will ;  but 
mark  the  end  on't;  I  shall  but  shame  myself 
i'faith,  George.  Speak  bic  words,  and  stamp  and 
stare,  and  he  lodt  in  at  keyhole !  why  the  very 
thought  of  thai  would  make  me  laugh  outright, 
and  spoil  all.  Nay,  I'll  tell  thee,  George ;  when  I 
appr^eod  a  thing  ooce,  I  am  of  such  a  laiaiive 
laughter,  that  if  the  devil  himself  stood  by,  I 
shouki  laugh  in  his  face. 

Pye.  Puh !  that's  but  the  babe  of  a  ma%  and 
may  easily  be  hushed ;^a0  te  think  upon  soom 
disaster,  some  sad  misfortane ;— at  the  death  of 
thy  father  i'the  country. 

IdU.  'Sfoot,  that  wvuld  be  the 


todrive< 


^  Mmott  m  ma^  a$  George  Stone,  tlu  bear: — George  Stone  was  a  noted  hear-eihiblted  at  ParisOai^ 
Ico ;  so  called  from  the  name  of  his  owner.  Thus  in  the  Silent  Woman,  by  B«  Jonson,  1CQ5 : — *^  and  tbea 
m  of  the  banqueting  bouse  window,  when  Ned  Whiting  aad  George  Sttmt  were  at  the  ttake,^*Saear$on^ 
be  bear  mentioned  in  the  Merry  Wiwee  of  fVindtor,  probably  liJLewise  bore  the  name  of  his  keeper.-^ 
Ialone. 


^  False-tailed  ^eWi^.- 


-i  e.  a  horse  for  a  highwayman,  with  ^Mh  taU  to  tak^e  oa  and 
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[Ahontmods. 


me  into  sach  an  ecttacj^  that  I  should  ne^er  lin 


ye,  whj  then  think  upon  going  to  banging. 

Idle.  Mass  that^s  well  remembered:  Now  Til 
do  well)  I  warrant  thee ;  ne'er  fear  me  now.  But 
how  shall  I  do»  George,  for  boisterous  words  and 
horrible  names  ? 

P^.^Puh !  any  fnstian  inTOcadons,  captain,  will 
•erve  as  well  as  the  best,  so  joo  rant  them  out 
well :  or  vou  may  go  to  a  Apothecary's  shop,  and 
tdce  all  the  words  from  the  boxes. 

Idk,  Troth,  and  you  say  true,  George;  there's 
strange  words  enough  to  raise  a  hundred  quack- 
salvers, though  they  be 'ne'er  so  poor  when  they 
begin.  But  here  lies  the  fear  on't :  how,  if  in 
this  false  conjuration  a  true  devil  should  pop  up 
indeed? 

Pye.  A  true  devil,  captain?  why  there  was 
ne'er  such  a  one.  Nay 'faith  he  that  has  this  place 
is  as  false  a  knave  as  our  last  church-warden. 

Id^  Then  he's  false  enough  o*  conscience, 
i'faith,  George. 

Fri$mert  erywithin!\  Good  gentlemen  over 
the  way,  send  your  reliet :  Good  gentlemen  over 
die  way,— 'good,  sir  Godfrey  ! 

Fye,  He's  come,  he's  come. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Edmond,  and  Nicholas. 

Nick  Master,  that^s  my  kinsman  yonder  in  the 
buffjerkin.  Kinsman,  that's  my  master  yonder 
i'the  ta£bty  har.    Pray  salute  him  entirely. 

[Sir  Godfrey  and  Idle  aalute^  and 
Pyeboard  $alutes  Edmond. 

Sir  God,  Now  mf  friend. 

[Sir  Godfrey  and  Idle  talk  aside, 

Pve.  May  I  partake  your  name,  sir  ? 

J^m,  My  name  is  master  Edmond. 

Pye.  Master  Edmond  ?  Are  you  not  a  Welsh- 
man, sir? 

Edm,  A  Welshman  ?  why  ? 

Pve,  Because  master  is  your  Christian  name, 
and  Edmond  your  simame. 

Edm,  O  no:  I  have  more  names  at  home; 
master  Edmond  Plus  is  my  full  name  at  length. 

Pye,  O,  cry  you  merqr,  sir. 

Idle,  [Atide'  to  Sir  Ctodfrey.]  I  understand 
that  you  are  my  kinsman's  good  niaster ;  and  in 
regard  of  that,  the  best  of  my  skill  is  at  your  ser- 
vice. But  had  you  fortuned  a  mere  stranger,  and 
made  no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  should 
have  utterly  denied  to  have  been  the  man ;  both 
by  reason  of  the  act  of  parliament  against  conju- 
rers and  witches,'*^  as  also,  because  I  would  not 
have  my  art  vulgar,  trite,  and  common. 


Sir  God,  I  mndi  commend  your  care  there, 
good  captain  conjurer;  and  that  I  will  be  saie  to 
have  it  private  en^gh,  you  shall  do'c  in  mj  ra- 
ter's house ;  mine  own  bouse  I  may  call  it,  for 
both  our  charges  therein  are  proportioned. 

Idle,  Very  good,  sir.  What  may  I  call  your  losi^ 
sir  ? 

iStr  God  O  you  may  call  it  a  great  loss,  a  grie- 
vous loss,  sir ;  as  goodly  a  chain  of  gold,  thmgh 
I  say  it,  that  wore  it — How  say'st  thou,  Nid»- 
las? 

Nick,  O  'twas  as  delidons  a  chain  of  gold, 
kinsman,  you  know — 

Sir  God,  You  know  ?  Did  you  know't,  ceptaiD  ? 

Idle,  Trust  a  fool  with  secrets !— Sir,  he  tmj 
say,  I  know.  His  meaning  is,  because  my  art  s 
such,  that  by  it  I  may  gather  a  knowledge  of  all 
things. 

5^  God*  Ay,  very  true. 

Idle.  A  pox  of  all  fools !  The  excuse  stadc  up- 
on my  tongue  like  ship-pitch  upon  a  numoet'i 
gown,  not  to  come  off  in  haste.  [  JsmIc]  ByV 
lady,  knight,  to  lose  such  a  fair  chain  of  gold, 
were  a  foul  loss.  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  thia  good 
comfort  on't :  if  it  be  between  heaven  and  wth, 
knight,  I'll  have  it  for  you. 

Sir  God.  A  wonderful  conjurer !  O  ay,  'tis  be- 
tween heaven  and  earth,  I  warrant  you ;  it  can- 
not go  out  of  the  realm :  I  know  'tis  somewhere 
above  the  earth ; — 

Idle,  Ay,  niaher  the  earth  than  thou  wotfst  on. 

Sir  God,  For  first,  my  chain  was  ridi,  and  no 
rich  thing  shall  enter  into  heaven,  you  know. 

Nich,  And  as  for  the  devil,  master,  be  has  no 
need  on't ;  for  you  know  he  has  a  great  chain  of 
his  own. 

Sir  God  Thou  say'st  true,  Nicholas,  bat  be  hat 
put  off  that  now ;  that  lies  by  him. 

Idle,  'Faith,  knight,  in  few  words,  I  presume  so 
much  upon  tlie  power  of  my  art,  that  I  could  war- 
rant your  chain  again. 

Sir  God,  O  dainty  captmn  ! 

Idle,  Marry,  it  will  cost  me  much  sweat;  I 
were  better  go  to  sixteen  hot-houses. 

Sir  God  Ay,  good  man,  I  warrant  thee. 

Idle.  Beside  great  vexation  of  kidney  and  tiver. 

Nich,  O,  'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  ooosin; 
because  you  have  not  been  used  to't. 

Sir  God  No?  have  you  n^t  been  used  to\ 
captain  ? 

Idle,  Plague  of  all  fools  still !  [Aside,'}  Indeed, 
knight,  I  have  not  used  it  a  good  while,  and  there- 
fore 'twill  strain  me  so  much  the  more,  you  know. 


^  Both  hy  reason  of  the  act  cf  parUanunt  ogahut  conjurers  and  witches, — ^The  act  alluded  to  pas- 
sed in  the  first  year  of  James  1.  (1604.)  This  passage,  therefore,  corroborates  the  various  other  cimna- 
stances  that  have  been  mentioned,  to  show  that  the  play  before  us  was  not  written  till  after  that  perkA 
There  is  a  particular  clause  In  this  stamte  against  all  persons  **  taking  upon  them  bv  witchcraft,  Ac.  t« 
tell  or  declare  in  what  place  any  treasure  of  gold  or  silver  should  or  might  be  found  or  had  ia  the  cnitht 
•r  other  secret  places,"— Malome. 
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Sir  God.  0»  it  will,  it  wiU. 

/(&  What  plunjE;es  he  puts  me  to  ?  Were  not 
this  knight  a  fool,  I  had  oieen  twice  spoiled  now. 
That  captain's  worse  than  accursed  that  has  an 
ass  to  his  kinsman.  'Sfoot,  1  fear  he  will  di^ivel 
it  out,  before  I  come  to't. — Now,  sir,  to  come  to 
the  point  indeed  :  Yon  see  I  stick  here  in  the  jaw 
ef  the  Marshalsea,  and  cannot  do't. 

Sir  Ood*  Tut,  tut,  I  know  thy  meaning :  thou 
wouM'st  say  thouVt  a  prisoner :  I  tell  thee  thouVt 


Idk.  How,  none  ?  why  b  not  this  the  Marshal- 
sea? 

Sir  God,  Wilt  hear  me  speak  ?  I  beard  of  thy 
rare  conjuring; 
My  chain  was  lost ;  1  sweat  for  thy  release. 
As  thou  shale  do  the  like  at  home  for  me : — 
Keeper? 

Enter  Keeper, 

Keep,  Sir. 

5ir  God,  Speak,  Is  not  this  man^  free  ? 

Keep,  Yes,  at  his  pleasure^  sir,  the  fees  dischar> 
jed. 

Sir  God,  Go;  go ;  1*11  discharge  them,  L 

Keep,  I  thank  your  worship.       [Exit  Keeper^ 

Idle,  Now,  trust  roe,  you're  a  dear  knight. — 
Kindness  unexpected !  O,  there's  nothing  to  a  free 
gentleman.  1  will  conjure  for  you,  sir,  till  froth 
come  throu^  my  buff-jerkin. 

iSi>  6%(/.  r^ay,  then  thou  shalt  not  pass  with  so 
little  a  bounty ;  for  at  the  first  sight  of  my  chain 
again,  forty  fine  angels  shall  appear  unto  thee. 

Idle.  ^Iwill  be  a  glorious  show,  i'faith,  knight ; 
a  very  fine  show.  But  are  all  these  of  your  own 
house  ?  Are  you  sure  of  that,  sir  ? 

Sir  God,  Ay,  ay; — no,  no.  What's  he  yonder 
taikiftg  with  my  wild  nephew  ?  Pray  heaven  be 
give  him  good  counseL 

.  Idle.  Who,  he  ?  He's  a  rare  friend  of  mine,  an 
admirable  fellow,  knight;  the  finest  fqr^un^telT 
ler,— 

Sir  God,  O !  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my 
lady  sister,  and  foretold  ^  loss  of  my  chain :  X 
am  not  angry  with  him  now,  for  I  see  'twas  my 
fortune  to  lose  it.  By  your  leave,  master  fortune- 
teller, I  had  a  glimpse  of  you  at  home,  at  my  sis- 
ter's the  widow's;  there  you  prophecied  of  the 
loss  of  a  chain :  simply,  though  I  stand  here,  I 
was  be  that  lost  it 

Pye.  Was  it  you,  sir  ? 

Edm,  O*  my  troth,  nuncle,  he's  the  rarest  fel- 
Jow ;  has  told  roe  my  fortune  so  right !  I  find  it 
so  right  to  my  nature. 

.Sir  God,  What  in't !  God  send  it  a  good  one. 

Edm.  O,  'tis  a  passing  good  one,  nuncle;  for 
he  says  1  shall  prove  such  an  excellent  gc^piester 


in  my  time,  that  I  shall  spend  all  faster  dHin  my 
father  cot  it. 

Sir  God,  There's  a  fortune  indeed. 

Edtn,  Nay,  it  hits  my  humour  so  pat 

Sir  God,  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't.  Will 
the  curse  of  the  beggar  prevail  so  much,  that  the 
son  shall  consume  that  foalishly  which  the  father 
got  craftily  ?  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  'twill,  'twill,  'twill. 

Pye.  Stoy,  stay,  stay. 

[Opent  an  Almanackf  and  takes  Idle 
a$ide. 

Idle,  Turn  over,  George. 

Pye,  June— July— Here,  July ;  that's  this  month;, 
Sunday  thirteen,  yesterday  fourteen,  to-day  fif- 
teen. 

Idle,  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  day.  If 
within  the  compass  of  these  two  days  there  would 
be  some  l>oisterous  storm  or  other,  it  would  be 
the  best;  Vd  defer  him  off 'till  then.  Some  tem- 
pest, an  it  be  thy  will. 

Pye,  Here's  the  fifteenth  day.  [Reads]  Hot 
andJairV 

idle.  Pub  !  would  it  had  been  hot  andJbuL 

Pye.  The  sixteenth  day ;  that's  to-morrow :— f 
[Reads.]  The  morning  for  the  most  part  fair  and 
pleasant — 

Idle.  No  luck. 

Pye.  But  about  high-noonyUghtning  and  thunr 
der. 

Idle,  Lightning  and  thunder?  admirable  I  best 
of  all !  I'll  conjure  to-morrow  just  at  bigb-noon^ 
George. 

Pye,  Happen  but  true  to>morrow,  almanack, 
and  I'll  give  thee  leave  to  lie  all  the  ^ear  after. 

Idle,  Sir,  I  must  crave  your  patience,  to  be^ 
stow  this  day  upon  me,  thai  T  may  furnish  mflelf 
strongly.  1  sent  a  spirit  into  Lancashire  t'other 
day,  to  fetch  back  a  knave  drover,  and  I  look  for 
his  return  this  eyenmg.  To-morrow  morning  my 
fnepd  here  ^nd  I  wiU  come  and  breakfast  viith 
you. 

Sir  God,  Of  you  shall  be  most  welcome. 

Idle.  And  about  noon,  without  fail,  I  parpose 
to  conjure. 

Sir  God,  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fine  time  for  you. 

Edm,  Conjuring?  Po  vou  mean  to  conjure  at 
our  house  to-morrow,  sir? 

Idle,  Marry  do  I,  sir;  'tis  my  mtent,  young 
gentleman. 

Edm.  By  my  troth,  111  love  you  while  I  live 
for*t  O  rare !  Nicholas,  we  shall  have  conju^ng 
to-morrow. 

Nich-  Pub  !  ay,  I  could  ba'  told  you  of  that. . 

Idle,  La,  he  could  have  told  him  of  that !  fool, 
coxcomb,  could  you  ?  [Aside. 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me,  ar?  I  desire  moreacn 


^'  ffere'f  the  fifteenth  dioty— Hot  and  fair,  &c.— When  this  play  was  written,  even  scholars  and  men  o( 
%eme  believed  the  astrological  pjedictiom  of  the  AluMUiack.— Pebc  y. 
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qaaintance  on  vou.  You  ibell  earn  some  money 
of  me,  now  I  know  you  can  conjure  x—lmt  can 
you  fetch  any  that  is  lott  ? 

Idle.  (Xany  thing  that's  lost. 

£dmr  Why'look  you,  8ir»  I  tell  it  you  as  a  friend 
and  a  conjurer.  I  should  roarfy  a  'pothecary't 
daughter! and  'twas  told  me^  she  lost  hermaiden- 
head  at  Ston^ratford :  now,  if  vou*ll  do  but  so 
much  as  conjure  for't,  and  make  all  whole  again— 

Idle.  That  I  will,  sir. 

Zdm.  By  my  troth  I  thank  you,  la. 


Idle.  A  little  merry  wkh  yo«r  fi«ter%  ^  sir. 
ift'r  Gdi*  Oi  a  sii^le  young  roan,  rCry 


Goose  captain^  and  yoo^  sir  $  well  e'en  pait  with 
a  galkitt  ^  wine  tiU  to^sorrow  breakmt 

^  }  Trodi,  agreed,  sir. 

Kuh.  Kiasman— sefaolar. 
Tye.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  kna:ve;  worth 
a  hundred  Brownisti^^ 

AitA.  Am  I  indeed,  hi  ?  I  thank  yoo  heartily, 
la.  [ExtwikU 


ACT  IV, 


SCENE  I.'-' An  Apartment  in  the  Widow\  Emm. 
Enter  Mknt  and  Sir  Jouv  Penkydub. 


Sir  John,  But  I  hope  you  Will  not  serve  a  knigbl 
so,  gentle wOMan,  vtill  yon  ?  to  cashier  him,  And 
cast  him  off  at  your  pleasure !  What,  do  you 
think  1  was  dubbed  for  nothing  ?  NO,  by  toy  faith, 
lady's  daushter. 

Mary,  rrnjf  sir  John  Pennydub,  let  it  be  de- 
ferred awhile.  I  have  as  big  a  heart  to  marry  as 
you  can  have ;  but,  as  the  fortune*teller  told  me— 

SirJokm  Pot  o*  the  fortutie^teller  I  .Would 
Derrick  had  been  his  fortune  seven  years  ago,'^ 
10  cross  my  lore  thus !  Did  he  know  what  ca^  I 
was  in  ?  Why  this  is  able  to  make  a  man  drown 
bimself  in  his  father's  fish-pond. 

Mary.  And  then  he  told  roe  moreover,  sir  John, 
that  the  breach  of  k  kept  my  father  in  purgaio- 


Sir  Mm.  In  purgatory  ?  ithy  let  him  pmqge  oel 
his  heart  there;  what  have  we  to  do  with  that! 
There's  physicians  enough  there  to  cast  hn  wa* 
ter  :'^  is  that  any  .matter  to  usf  How  can  he  hin- 
der our  love?  Why  let  him  be  hanged,  now  he's 
dead. — Well,  have  I  rid  post  day  and  DiKht,  to 
bring  you  merry  news  of  my  fistbei's  deara^  and 
now— 

Mary.  Thy  iather*s  dea&?  b  the  old  fisnaer 
dead? 

Sir  John.  As  dead  as  his  bam-door,  M<^ 

Mary.  And  you'll  keep  your  vrord  with  me 
now,  dir  John;  that  I  shall^  have  tny  coach  and 
my  coachman  ? 

iSir/oAii.  Ay 'faith.  ^     * 

Mary,  And  two  white  horses  wi^  black  te* 
thers  to  draw  it? 

Sir  John.  Two. 

Mary.  A  guarded  ladiy  to  run  before  it,"  and 
pied  liveries  to  come  traning  after't.^ 


>^  Whp  nov  thou  art  a  good  knaoe  f  worth  a  hundred  Brownkts.-— Sectaries,  so  called  from  lUbcft 
Browti,  ivbo  first  advanced  the  doctrines  held  by  thenii  about  the  year  1583.  See  Fuller's  Chnreh  Bitt, 
B.  IX.  p.S68.— Malonb. 

See  ootcf  ou  7WI/IA  Nighty  last  edit.  vol.  tv.  p.  9^1.— SrsBVSVS* 

^3  Would  Derrick  had  b^en  hit  fortune  ireveH  §eart  ago^^Dorrkk  was  the  coaaown  hangman  aft  the  time 
th  is  play  was  produced. — M  a  lo  n  b. 

So  ia  the  BtU-man  of  London^  I  CIO  t— «*  He  rides  circuit  with  the  devil,  and  Dorrieko  must  be  his  host, 
and  Tybome  the  inne  at  which  be  will  light.*l  Agahi, '« if  Dorricke't  cables  do  bat  bold."  Again,  in  tk^ 
ooclent  Ballad,  entitled, ''  Upon  the  Earle  of  Essex  his  Death  :** 

«*  Derick,  thou  knowV  at  Gales  I  saved 

**  Thy  life>  lost  for  a  rape  there  done, 
**  Where  tboa  thyself  can'st  testiEe 

**  Thine  owne  haud  tbree  and  twenty  hung.-^^BBVBHS. 

'^  ThertU  phy$ieians  enough  there  to  cast  his  water.— l>a  discover  his  distemper  by  the  lospection  ef  hk 
hie.    8olnJrec*eM: 

«  If  thou  Goaldst,  doctor,  eatt 

**  The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease,"  dec.— Malobb* 

Seelknte  on  Macbeth,  lait  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  M7.«^-$TBBYBirs. 

^^  A  guarded  ladeif  to  run  before  tf.— A  running  footman,  with  guards  or  facings  to  his  lively*— Ma* 

LOBB. 

^^  This  word  has  greatly  puzzled  dramatic  critics.  It  occurs  in  Bonduca,  where  Caratach,  dcscri* 
bing  his  retreat,  says, 

- 1  fled  too. 


But  not  so  fast,  yoar  jewel  had  been  lost  then, 
'YoungHengo  there— *he  trashed  me,  Nennius. 

I  took  him,  and  with  my  tough  belt  to  my  back 

I  buckled  him,**  &€•  Digitized  by 
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Mm,  Ami  to  Ittne  faii?«  money  ta  ay^ne^ 
■to  go  whither  I  will. 

hrJohi.  AUtUs. 

Mary,  Then  cofne;  whattoe'er  eoioes  on*t, 
Wn  be  nui4e  wre  together  before  the  maids 
i'tbe  kkebee.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  IL^A  Moom  im  the  Wtdom't  House, 
with  a  doer  eit  the  tide  leading  to  another  apart* 


Enter  Widow,  Trancks,  and  Frailty. 

Wid,  How  now  ?  Where's  mw  brother  sir  God- 
freW  Went  he  fordi  this  memii^  ? 

rraiL  O  no  uMideni ;  he's  ebc^e  at  breakfast, 
with  (sir  reverence)  a  conjurer. 

Wid.  A  coniarerl  Wliat  manner  of  fellow  is 
he?  •* 

l^hnlO,  a  wonderonB  rare  fellow,  oMstrees;  very 
strong^  made  upward,  for  he  goes  in  a  buff  jerkin. 
He  saje  he  wiH  fetch  sir  Godfrey's  chain  again  if 
it  hang  beeween  hewren  and  earth. 

Wid.  What !  he  wiU  not?  Then  he's  an  excel- 
lent fellow,  I  warrant  How  happy  were  that 
woman  to  be  blest  with  such  a  husbaiMl  \  A  coi- 
ning man !  How  doet  he  look,  Frailty?  Very 
twartly,  I  warrant;  with  black  l>eard,  scorched 
cheeks,  and  smoky  eyebrows. 

FridL  Fo!  kei  neither  smoke-dried,  nor 
Korch'd,  nor  black,  nor  nothing.  I  teH  you,  mar 
ibm,  he  looks  as  fair  to  see  to  as  one  of  ns.  I  do 
not  think  but  if  yon  saw  him  onee,  yoaTd  ti^e  him 
to  be  a  Christian. 

Ffwn.  So  fair,  and  yet  so  canning !  that's  to  be 
wonder'd  at,  mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  nnd  Sir  Ai^drew 
Tipstaff. 

jS»r  OiiV.  Bless  yno,  swieet  lady. 

Sir  And,  And  you,  fair  mistress. 

[Exit  Frailty. 

WitL  Coades,  what  do  you  mean,  gentlemen? 
^  did  I  not  give  you  your  answers? 

Sir  Oliv.  Sweet  lady. 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  stkk  with  you  for  a  kiss: 
daughter,  kiss  the  gentleman  for  once. 

Frim.  Ves,  forsooth. 

Sir  And.  Va  proud  of  such  a  favour. 

Wid.  Tmly  la,  sir  diver,  you're  much  to 
blame,  to  oome  again  when  yon  know  my  mind 
so  well  delivered  ae  a  widow  couM  deliver  a 
thing. 

Sir  Oliv.  But  I  expect  a  £arther  comfort;,  lady. 


Wid.  Why  la  yoo  now !  did  I  not  desim  yon 
to  put  off  yoer  suit  <|aiC!e  and  clean  when  yoo 
came  to  me  again?  How  eay  yon?  Did  I  not? 

Sir  OUv.  But  the  siooere  love  which  my  hcMurt 
bears  you-^— 

Wid.  Go  10,  rU  cut  von  off  e-r-Aad  eir  Oliver 
to  put  yoa  in  comfort  a6r  o£^  my  fortune  is  read 
me ;  I  must  marry  acain. 

Sir  Oliv.  O  blest  fortune ! 

Wid.  Bat  not  as  long  as  I  can  chooset-HMy, 
I'll  hold  out  well. 

Sir  Oliv.  Tet  are  my  hopes  now  fairer. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FraiL  O  madam,  madam. 

Wid.  How  now?  wba^s  the  haste? 

[Frailty  whitpart  her. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  mistress  Frances,  I'll  oMintam 
you  gallantly.  I'll  bring  you  to  oonrt ;  wvan  you 
among  the  mir  society  of  ladies,  poor  kinswomen 
of  mine,  in  cloth  of  edver;  beside,  yon  shall  have 
your  monkey,  your  parro^  yo«r  musk-oat,  and 
your  piss,  piss,  piss. 

Fran.  It  will  do  very  well 

Wid.  What  does  he  mean  to  oonfiire  here 
then?  How  shall  I  do  to  be  rid  of  iheee  kniglits? 
Please  yon,  gentlemen,  to  walk  a  while  in  the 
garden,  to  gauier  a  pink  or  a  gilly-6ower  ? 

Both.  With  all  oar  hearts,  lady,  and  'count  us 
favoured.- 

[Exeunt  Sir  Avdrew,  Sir  Oliitkr,  and 
Frailty.  The  Widim  and  Fravces  go 
in  to  the  atfjoinimM  JBoeai* 

Sir  God.  [within.]  8tep  m,  Nicholas;  look,  is 
the  4X)ast  clMr. 

Nick,  [within.]  O,  as  clear  as  a  oat's  eye,  sir. 

.Sir  God.  [within.]  Then  enter  Captain  Conju- 
rer. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Idle,  Pybboard,  ^iioirny 
and  Nicholas. 

Now,  how  like  you  your  noom,  sir? 

Idle.  O,  wonderful  convenient. 

Edm.  I  can  tell  you,  captain,  simply  though  it 
lies  here,  'tis  the  fairest  room  in  my  mother's 
house :  as  dainty  a  room  to  conjure  in,  methinks. 
Why,  you  may  bid,  I  cannot  tell  how  many  devils 
welcome  in't;  my  father  has  had  twenty  in't  at 
once. 

Pwe.  What!  devils? 

£dm.  Devils !  no ;  deputies^-^and  the  wealthiP 
est  men  he  could  get. 

Sir  God.  Nay,  put  by  your  chats  now ;  fall  to 
your  business  roundly :  the  fescue  of  the  dial  is 


That  theremaybe  no  farther  strife  about  this  word,  he  it  known,  that  it  isaterm  ofdog-breakers.  When 
an  ancient  leam-hound-was  disposed  to  range  too  fhst  and  wide,  a  lodg  piece  of  rope  was  fastened  to  his 
collar,  wbkh,  draggii^  loose  on  the  groond,  Impeded  his  movemenu,  and  lessened  bb  impetaosity.  The 
naie  thing  is  dooe  to  a  modem  pointer  in  similar  circurostancet,  and  is  still  called  trashing  The  inne* 
diment  of  the  bay  delayed  Caratach's  light  j  and,  in  the  present  passage;  the  pl«»  Uveries  are  metapho* 
lically  said  to  trash  after  the  coach  like  the  long  rope.  « 
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vpon  the  christ-cross  of  ooon.^^    But  O,  bear  me, 
captain ;  a  qualm  comes  o*er  my  stomach. 

Idie.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  sir? 

Sir  God,  O,  bow  if  the  devil  should  prove  a 
knave  and  tear  the  hangings ! 

Idle,  Fob!  I  warrant  yon,  sir  Godfrey. 

Edm,  Ay,  nuade,  or  spit  fire  upon  the  deling? 

Sir  Cod.  Very  true  too,  for  'tis  but  thin  plais- 
t»r'd,  and  Vwill  quicfcly  take  hold  o*  the  laths ;  and 
i  f  be  chance  to  spit  downward  too,  be  will  bum 
all  the  boards. 

Idle,  My  life  for  yours,  sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  My  sister  is  vety  curious  and  dainty 
of  this  room,  I  can  tell  you;  and  therefore  if  he 
roust  needs  spit,  I  pray  desire  him  to  spit  in  the 
chimney. 

Pye.  Why,  assure  you,  sir  Godfrey,  he  shall  not 
be  broaghi  up  with  so  little  manners,  to  spit  and 
tpawl  o'  the  floor. 

Sir  God.  Why  I  thank  you;  good  captain ;  pray 
have  a  care.  [Idle  and  Pyeboard  retire  to  the 
^pper  end  of  the  Room,]  Ay,  fall  to  your  circle ; 
we^U  not  trouble  you  I  warrant  you.  Come,  we'll 
into  the  next  room ;  and  because  we'll  be  sure  to 
keep  1)im  out  there,  wc'il  bar  up  the  door  with 
some  of  the  godl/s  zealous  works. 

Edm.  That  will  be  a  fine  device,  nuncle ;  and 
because  the  ground  shall  be  as  holy  as  the  door, 
I'll  tear  two  or  three  rosaries  in  pieces,  and  strew 
the  pieces  about  the  chamber.  [Lightning  and 
ihttnder]  OH !  the  devil  already. 

[Sir  GoBFRET  and  Edmond  run  into  the  ad- 
joining Room, 

Pyc^foot, captain,  speak  somewhat  for  shame: 
it  lightens  and  thunders  before  thou  wilt  begin. 
Why  when— 

Idle.  Pray  peace,  George;  thou'it  make  me 
laugh  anon,  and  spoil  all. 

[Lightning  and  thunder. 

Tye.  O,  now  it  begins  again ;  now,  now,  now, 
captiiin. 

Idle.  Rhumhoe  ragdoffwn  pur  pur  colucnndrion 
hoit  plds. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O  admirable  conjurer  ! 
he  ha4  fetchxJ  thunder  already* 

Pve.  Hark,  hark! — again  captain. 

Idle.  Benjatnino  gaspois  hay  gosgothoieron  unh 
broit. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  I  would  the  devil 
would  come  away  quickly ;  he  has  no  conscience 
to  put  a  mian  to  sucb-pain. 

Fye.  Again. 

Idle.    Flow$te  kakopumpot  dragone  lehamenoi 
hodge  podge. 

Pye.  Well  said,  captain. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door^  So  long  a  coming  ?  O, 
woukt  I  had  ne'er  begun  it  now  T  for  1  fear  me 


these  roaring  tempests  will  destroy  air  the  finiti 
of  the  earth,  and  tread  upon  my  com— [^Aaader] 
Oh— in  the  country. 
Idle.  Gogdegog  hobgoblin  hunks  hounsUm  hoekr 
Syte  coombpttrk. 

Wid,  [at  the  door]  O  brother,  brother,  whsts 
tempest's  in  the  garden  !  Sure  there's  some  con- 
juration abroad. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  do0r.]  Tis  at  home,  sister. 

Pue.  By  and  by  I'il  step  in,  captain. 

Idle,  fiunc  nunc  rip-gaikim  ipi dnp — dropHe. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  He  drips  uofi  drops, 
poor  man :  alas,  alasf 

Pye.  Now,  I  come. 

Idle.  O^sulphure  $ootfaee. 

Pye.  ArcbHX>njurer,  what  wouldst  tbou  witb 
me  ? 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  the  devil,  sister,  ia 
the  dining- chamber !  Sing,  sister;  I  warrant  yob 
that  will  keep  him  out  ^— quickly,  quickly,  quickly. 

Pye.  So,  so,  so ;  I'll  release  diee.  EoongV 
captain,  enough ;  allow  us  some  tine  to  laugh  a 
little;  lliey're  shuddering  and  shakiiw  by  diii 
time,  as  if  an  earthquake  were  in  their  ^dnejs. 

idle.  Sirrah  George,  bow  was't,  how  was'i^ 
Did  I  do't  well  enough  ? 

Pye,  Wottlt  believe  me,  captain  ?  better  tbaa 
any  conjurer ;  for  here  was  no  harm  in  this,  sod 
yet  their  horrible  expectations  satisfied  well.  Yos 
were  much  beholden  to  thunder  and  lightniog  st 
this  time ;  it  graced  you  well,  I  can  tell-you. 

Idle.  I  must  needs  say  so^  George.  Sirrah,  if 
we  could  have  convet'd  hither  cleanly  a  cracker 
or  a  fire-wbeel,  it  had  been  admirable. 

Pye.  Blurt,  blurt !  there's  Boibiag  remains  to 
put  thee  to  pain  now,  captain. 

Idle,  Pain  ?  I  protest,  George,  my  beds  are 
sorer  than  a  Whitsun  morris- dancer's. 

Pye.  All's  past  now ;  only  to  reveal  that  the 
chain's  in  the  garden,  where  thoa  knowest  it  has 
lain  these  two  days. 

IdU.  Bat  I  fear  that  fox  Nicholas  has  rereaTd 
it  already. 

Pye.  Fear  not,  captain;  you  must  put  it  to  the 
venture  now.  Nay  'tis  time;  call  upon  tfaco, 
take  pity  on  them ;  for  I  believe  some  of  tbeiu 
are  in  a  pitiful  case  by  this  time. 

Idle.  Sir  Godfrey,  Nicholas,  kinsman.  'Sfoot 
they're  fast  at  it  still,  George— Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.}  O,  u  that  the  dcviTs 
voice  ?  How  comes  he  to  know  my  name  f 

Idle,  Fear  not,  sir  Godfrey ;  all's  quietCitf. 

Enter  Sir  Godfret,  the  Widom,  Fravces^  ni 
Nicholas. 

Sir  God,  What,  u  he  laid  ? 


^^  TTie  fescue  &f  the  digl  is  upon  the  rhrist-crost  of  no9n, — A  feseue  k  a  email  wire^  by  wkicA 
nho  teach  children  to  read,  point  out  the  letters.*— Mai.oH£. 
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Idle,  Liid ;  and  liaa  Dewly  dropped  your  chain' 
iatbe  g^eiu 

&r  OwL  In  the  gardes  ?  in  oar  {garden  ? 

Idle,  Your  garden. 

^  God.  O  sweet  conjurer !  whereabouts  there? 

Idk.  Look  well  about  a  bank  of  rosemary. 

Sir  God,  Sister,  the  rosemary  bank.  Come, 
comt\  there's  my  chain,  he  says. 

WU,  Ohy  happiness !  run,  run, 
[Exeunt  Widowy  Sir  Godfrey,  Frances,  and 
Nicholas. 

Edm,  [ai  the  door,]  Captain  Conjurer? 

Idle.  Who?  Master  Edmond? 

Edm.  Ay,  master  fidmond.  May  I  come  in 
lafely  without  danger,  think  you  ? 

hue.  Pub,  long  ago;  it  is  all  as  'twas  at  iirst. 
Fear  aoihiug ;  pray  come  near :  how  now,  iiiaa  ? 

Enter  Edmond. 

Edm.  O !  this  room's  mightily  hot  lYaith.  'Slid, 
mj  shirt  sticks  to  my  belly  already.  What  a 
steam  die  rogue  has  left  behind  him !  Fob !  this 
loom  must  be  air'd^  gentlemen ;  it  smells  horribly 
of  brimstone :  let's  open  the  windows. 

Pye.  'Faith  master  Edmond,  'tis  but  your  con- 
ceit 

Edm.  I  would  you  could  make  me  believe  that, 
iTaitii.  Why,  do  you  think  I  cannot  smell  hb  sa- 
voar  from  another?  Yet  I  take  it  kindly  from 
yoo,  hecause  you  would  not  pot  me  in  a  fear, 
lYaitb.  On  my  troth,  I  shall  love  you  for  this  the 
longest  day  of  my  iife^ 

Idle.  Pub,  'tis  notlung,  sir;  love  me  when  you 
Keniore. 

Edm.  Mass,  now  I  remember  I'll  look  wbetlier 
he  has  singed  the  hangings,  or  no. 

Pye.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  sport  Ull  thev 
coiae,  myake  him  believe,  youll  charm  him  invi- 
sible. He's  apt  to  admire  any  thing  you  see. 
Let  me  ahiue  to  give  force  to  it. 

Idle.  Go;  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm.  I  protest  you  are  a  rare  fellow;  are  you 
not} 

Idle.  O  master  Edmond,  you  know  but  die 
least  part  of  mc  yet.  Why  now  at  this  instant  I 
could  but  flourish  my  wand  tlirioe  o'er  your  head, 
and  charm  you  invisible. 

Edm.  What !  you  could  not  ?  make  me  walk 
invisible,  roan!  I  should  laugh  at  that  i'faith. 
Troth,*  I'll  requite  your  kindness,  an  you*ll  do*r, 
good  Captain  Conjurer. 

Idle.  Nay,  I  should  hardly  deny  you  such  a 
small  kindness,  master  Edmond  Plus.  Why,  look 
;oa,  sir,  'tis  no  more  but  this,  and  thus,  and  again, 
and  now  you're  invisible. 

Edm.  Am  I  i'faith?  Who  would  think  it? 

Idle.  You  see  the  for^ne-uller  yonder  at  far- 
ther end  o'  the  cnamber.  Go  toward  him ;  do 
what  you  will  with  him,  he  shall  never  find  ^ou. 

Edm,  Say  you  so?  I'll  try  that  i'faith. 

[Jo$tle$  him. 

Pye.  How  now,  captain?  Who's  that  jostled  rac  ? 

Idle.  Jostled  you  r  I  saw  nobody. 


Edm.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Say,  'twas  a  spirit. 

Idle.  Shall  I  ? — May  be  some  spkit  thai  hauats 
the  circle. 

[Edmond  pulls  Pteboard  by  the  no»e» 

Pye.  O  my  nose,  again!  Pfay  conjure  tben^ 
captain. 

Edm.  Troth,  this  is  excellent ;  I  may  do  any 
knavery  now,  and  never  be  seen.  And  now! 
remember,  sir  Godfrey,  my  unde,  abused  me 
t'other  day,  and  told  tales  of  me  to  my  mother. 
Troth  now  I'm  invisible,  I'll  liit  him  a  sound 
wherret  on  the  ear  when  be  comes  out  o'  the  gar- 
den.   I  may  be  revenged  on  bim  now  finely. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  the  Widow^  and  Frances. 

Sir  God.  I  have  my  chain  agwn  ;  my  diaiofis . 
found  aeain.   O  sweetcaptain !  O  adminmle  coa» 
jurer!  [Edmond  ttrikes  him]  Oh!  what  mea» 
you  by  that,  nephew  ? 

Edm.  Nephew?  I  hope  you  do  not  know  mc^ 
uncle. 

Wid.  Why  did  you  strike  your  uncle,  sir  ? 

Edm,  Why,  captain,  am  I  not  invisible  ? 

Idle,  A  good  jest,  George. — Not  now  you  ara 
not,  sir.  Why  did  not  you  see  me,  wheu  I  did 
uncharm  you  r 

Edm.  Nol  I,  by  my  trotb,  captain.— Then  fnf 
you  pardon  me,  unde ;  I  thought  I'd  been  inrisir 
ble  when  I  struck  you. 

Sir  God.  So,  you  would  do't  ?  Go,  yoa're  a  fool- 
ish boy ; 
And  were  I  not  o'ercome  with  greater  joy, 
I'd  make  you  taste  correction. 

Edm.  Correction  !  pish.  No  neither  you  nor 
my  mother  shall  think  to  whip  me  as  you  have 
done. 

Sir  God.  Captain,  my  joy  is  such,  I  know  not 
how  to  thank  you :  let  me  embrace  you.  O  my 
sweet  chain !  gladness  e'en  makes  me  giddy. 
Itare  man  !  'twas  just  i'the-rosemary  hank,  as  if 
one  should  have  laid  it  there.  O  cunning,  cunoitig! 

Wid,  Well,  seeing  my  fortune  tells  me  I  muse 
marry,  let  me  marry  a  man  of  wit,  a  num  of  parts. 
Here  s  a  worthy  captain,  and  'tis  a  6oe  title  truly 
la  to  be  a  captain's  wife.  A  captain's  wife  I  it 
goes  very  fineljr :  beside,  all  the  world  knows  that 
a  worthy  captain  is  a  fit  companion  to  any  lord ; 
then  why  not  a  sweet  bed-fellow  for  any  lady  ? 
I'll  have  it  so. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail.  O  mistress — gentlemea— there's  the 
bravest  sight  coming  alonjr  this  way. 

Wid.  What  brave  sight  ? 

FraiL  O,  one  going  to  burying,  and  another  go- 
ing to  hanging. 

Wtd.  A  rueful  sight. 

Pye.  'Sfoot,  captain,  I'll  pawn  mv  life  the  cor- 
poral's coffin'd,  and  old  Skirmish  i(\e  soldier  go- 
ini;  to  execution ;  and  'tis  now  full  about  the  time 
of  his  waking.  Hold  out  a  little  longer,  sleepy 
potion,  and  we  shall  have  excellent  admiratiuu; 
fur  1*11  take  upon  me  the  cure  of  hxm.    [Ejceunf, 
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SCENE  in.^Tke  Street  before  the  Widow'e 
Houie. 

Bnter,/rmm  the  H&uie^  Sir  GrODrRKT,  the  Wiiowy 
Idle,  Pyeboard,  Edmomd,  Fbailtt,  nnd  Ni- 
cholas. A  Coffin^  with  Corporal  Oath  in  ity 
brought  in.  Then  enter  Skirmish  bounds  and 
led  in  by  Cfficert ;  the  Sheriff,  SfC.  attending, 

WraiU  O  here  they  cam/ty  here  they  come ! 

Fye,  No«r  roast  I  doee  secretly  with  the  sol- 
dier; prevent  hb  impftdeoce,  or  else  all's  (lisa>- 
Yered. 

Wid,  O  lamentahle  seeing !  these  were  those 
brothers  that  fought  and  bled  before  oar  door. 

Sir  Ood^  What !  thej  were  not,  sister ! 

Shir.  George,  look  to^t;  FU  peach  at  Tyboro 
cbe. 

Pye,  Mum.— Gentles  all,  iroochiafe  me  au- 
diei^^e, 
And  you,  especially,  good  SMSter  sheriflT: 
Yon  man  is  bound  to  execotioo, 
Becaa&e  he  wounded  this  that  now  lies  coffin'd. 

Sher,  True,  true ;  he  shall  have  the  law,-— and 
I  know  the  law. 

Tye.  But  under  favour,  master  Aerifl^  if  this 
man  had  been  cured  and  safe  again,  he  should 
have  been  released  then  \ 

Sher.  Why  make  you  question  of  that,  sir? 

Pye»  Then  I  release  him  freely ;  ond  will  take 
upon  me  the  death  that  be  should  die,  if,  within 
a  little  season,  I  do  not  cure  him  to  his  proper 
health  again. 

Sher,  How,  sir !  recover  a  dead  man !  That 
were  most  strange  of  all. 

Fran,  Sweet  sir,  1  love  yoa  dearly,  and  could 
with  my  best  part  yours.  O  do  not  undertake 
such  an  impossible  venture ! 

Pye,  Love  you  me?  Then  for  your  sweet  sake 
111  do't.  Let  me  entreat  the  corpse  to  be  set 
down. 

Sher.  Bearers,  set  down  the  coffin. — ^This  were 
wonderful,  and  worthy  Stowe's  Chronicle. 

Pye,  I  pray  bestow  the  freedom  of  the  air 
upon  oor  wholesome  art.  Mass !  his  cheeks  be- 
gm  to  receive  natural  warmth.  Nay,  ^ood  cor- 
poral, wake  betime,  or  I  shall  have  a  longer  sleep 
than  you.  'Sfoot !  if  he  should  prove  dead  in- 
deed now,  be  were  fully  revenged  upon  me  for 
making  a  property  of  him :  yet  I  had  rather  run 
upon  tne  ropes,  than  have  a  rope  like  a  tetter 
run  upon  me.  O,  he  stirs !  he  stirs  again  !  look, 
gentlemen,  he  recoverb !  he  starts,  he  rises ! 

Sher.  O,  O,  defend  us !  Out,  alas ! 


Pye,  Nay,  prmy be  atHl;  yooll  make hiM ame 
giddy  else.    He  knows  nobody  jet 

Ott^A.  'Zoonds!  where  am  I?  Coteied  widi 
snow !  I  marvel. 

Pye.  Nay,  I  knew  he  wovild  swear  the  fint 
thing  he  did  as  soon  as  ever  be  came  to  hit  life 
again. 

Oath.  'Sfoot,  hostess,  some  hot  porridge.  0^ 
O !— lay  on  a  doien  of  faggots  in  the  Moob  Pkr- 
loar,  there. 

Pye.  Lady,  you  must  needs  takie  a  little  pity 
of  him  i'faitb,  and  send  him  in  to  your  ktfeooco 
fire. 

Wid.  O,  with  ali  my  heaft,  sir:  "Nicholas  and 
Frailty,  help  to  bear  him  in. 

Nich.  Bear  him  in,  quoCh-«!  fVay  call  eot 
the  maids:  I  shall  ne'er  have  the  ktmrt  eo  do^ 
indeed  la. 

FraiL  Nor  I  neither ;  I  cannot  abide  to  I 
a  ghost  of  all  men. 

Oath.  'Sblood,  let  me  see — where  was  I  i 
last  night?  heh? 

Wid.  O,  shall  I  bid  you  ooce  agata  t^Ee  him 
away? 

iraiL  Why  we  are  as  fearM  as  yoa,  I  war- 
rant you.    Oh ! 

Wid,  Away,  villains !  bid  the  naidi  make  him 
a  caudle  presently,  to  settle  hb  braio^— or  m  pos- 
set of  saoL ;  quickly,  quickly. 

Exeunt  Feailtt  and'SiCB»LABfpuikmg 
in  the  CorporaL 

Sher,  Sir,  whatsoever  yon  are,  I  do  more  thaa 
admire  yoa. 

Wid,  O  ay,  if  yoo  knew  all,  master  dieri£(  as 
yoo  shall  do,  you  would  say  then,  that  hera  were 
two  of  the  rarest  men  within  the  waHs  of  Chrb- 
tendooi. 

Sher,  Two  of  them?  O  wonderftiH  Ofioers^I 
discharge  you ;  set  him  free ;  all's  in  tone. 

Sir  God,  Ay,  and  a  banquet  ready  by  tl^  tine, 
master  sheriff;  to  which  I  most  cheerfolly  invite 
you,  and  year  late  prisoner  there.  See  you  this 
goodly  chain,  sir?  Mum !  no  more  words;  ^was 
lost,  and  t«  found  again.  Come,  my  ioes^mable 
bullies,  well  talk  of  your  noble  acts  in  sparkling 
chamico ;  and,  insteisd  of  a  jester,  well  have  the 
ghobt  in  the  white  sheet  sit  at  the  upper  end  ef 
the  table.  * 

Sher.  Excellent,  merry  man^  iYaith ! 

[hreunt  ait  (mt  Frances. 

Fran.  Well,  seeing  1  am  eajoiiied  to  lov^  and 
marry. 
My  foolish  vow  thus  I  cashier  to  air. 
Which  first  begot  it    Now,  Love,  play  ^  part; 
The  scholar  reads  his  lecture  in  my  heart.  [&if. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  tr^Tke  Street  htfare  the  Widow't 
Houie. 

EHter  EoMOKD  mud  Feailtt. 

Edb.  This  IS  the  nuurriage-morniDg  for  my 
Botber  and  my  sister. 
iW»A  0  me,  master  Edmond !  we  shall  have 


Edui  Nay  gO)  Frail^,  run  to  the  seitton ;  you 
know  my  mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Ant- 
liap.  ^  thee;  'tis  past  five;  bid  them  open 
the  cfaarcb-door :  my  sister  is  almost  ready. 

IhU.  What,  ak^ady,  roaster  Edmond  ? 

Sdm.  Nay,  go;  hie  thee.  First  run  to  the 
iextoii,aad  run  to  the  clerk;  and  then  run  to 
master  P^gman  the  parson ;  and  then  run  to  the 
nuUiDer;  and  then  ran  home  again. 

FireiL  Here's  ran,  ran,  run. 

EAik  But  hark.  Frailty. 

FmL  What,  more  yet? 

Edm,  Have  the  maids  remembered  to  strew 
(he  way  to  the  church  ? 

FrmL  Fob !  an  hour  ago :  I  helped  them  my- 
lelf. 

Eim.  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

Frail  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

[Exit  Frailty. 

Edm,  I  shall  have  a  simple  father-in-law,  a 
hra?e  captain,  able  to  beat  all  our  street,— cap- 
tain Idle.  Now,  my  lady-muther  will  be  fitted 
for  a  deBcate  name, — my  lady  Idle,  my  lady 
Idle !  the  finest  name  that  can  be  for  a  woman : 
•od  then  the  scholar,  master  Pyeboard,  for  my 
lister  Frances,  that  will  be  mistress  Frances  Pyt- 
board;  mistress  Frances  Pyeboard  !  they'll  keep 
&  good  tables  I  warrant  you.  Now  all  the  knights' 
Doies  are  put  out  of  joint ;  they  may  go  to  a  bone- 
lettet^snow. 

FiUer  Idle  and  Pyeboasd,  with  Attmubmti, 

Stik,  hark !  O,  who  come  here  with  two  torches 
Iwfore  them?  My  sweet  captain,  and  my  fine 
Kbokr.  O,  bow  bra?ely  the^  are  shot  up  in  one 
^t !  They  look  like  fine  Britons  now  methinks. 
flere's  a  gallant  change  i'faith !  'Slid,  they  have 
^ired  men  and  all,  by  the  dock. 

Idle.  Master  Edmond;  kind,  honest,  damty 
Baster  Edmond. 

Edm,  Foin  sweet  captain  father-in-law !  A  rare 
^erfone  Pfaith. 

Pve.  What,  are  the  brides  stirring  ?  May  we 
<^opoQ  them,  think'st  thou,  master  Edmorid  ? 

£dm*  Foh,  they're  e'en  upon  readiness,  I  can 
Msure  you;  for  they  were  at  their  torch  e'en 
tow  i  l^  the  same  token  I  tumbled  down  the 
tsire. 

Fye,  AJtu,  poor  master  Edmond. 


Mnter  Muiieianu 


Idle,  O,  the  musicians !  I  pr'ythee,  master  Ed- 
mood,  call  them,  and  liquor  aiem  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  sweet  captain  fkther-in- 
law ;  and  make  each  of  them  as  drank  as  a  com- 
mon fiddler.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.-CT« 


Enter  Maby  in  a  Balconi^.    2b  her  below.  Sir 
John  Pbnnydub. 

Sir  John.  Whew !  mistress  Moll,  mistress  MolL 

Mary.  Who's  there? 

Sir  John,  Tis  I. 

Mary.  Who?  sir  John  Pennydub?  O  yoo're 
an  earl?  cock  i'faith.    Who  would  have  thought^ 
you  to  be  so  rare  a  stirrer? 

Sir  John,  Pr'ythee,  Moll,  let  me  come  up. 

Mary.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir  John ;  111  keep  yoa 
down ;  for  you  knighu  are  very  dangerous,  if  onco 
you  get  above. 

Sir  John.  T\\  not  stoy  lYaith. 

Mary,  I'faith  you  shall  stay;  for,  ur  John,  you 
must  note  the  nature  of  the  climates :  your  north- 
era  wench  in  her  own  country  may  well  hold  out 
till  she  be  fifteen ;  but  if  she  touch  the  south  onoe^ 
and  come  up  to  London,  here  the  chimes  go  pre* 
sently  after  twelve. 

Sir  John.  O  thou'rt  a  mad  wench,  Moll :  but 
I  pr'ythee  make  haste,  for  the  priest  is  gone  be- 
fore. 

3Sary.  Do  you  follow  hhn;  111  not  be  long  af« 
ter.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  in.-*-^^  Room  in  Sir  Oliver  Muck- 
hill's  House,  ' 

Enter  Sir  OLtVER  Muckhill,  5»r  Ahdeew  Tifw 
STAFF,  and  Seirmish. 

iSir  OUv,  O  monstrous,  unheard  of  forgery ! 

Sir  And.  Knight,  I  never  heard  of  such  villainy 
in  our  own  country,  in  my  life. 

Sir  OUv,  Why.  lig  impossible.  Dare  you  main* 
tain  your  words  r 

Skir.  Dare  wo  ?  even  to  their  weaion-pipes.  We 
know  all  their  plots ;  they  cannot  squander  with 
us.  They  have  knavishly  abused  u^  made  only 
properties  of  us,  to  advance  themselves  upon  our 
shoulders ;  but  they  shall  roe  their  abuses.  This 
moraing  they  are  to  be  married. 

Sir  OUv,  ^Fis  too  trae.  Yet  if  the  widow  be 
not  too  much  besotted  on  sleights  and  foigeries^ 
the  revelation  of  their  villainies  will  make  them 
loathsome.  And  to  that  end,  be  it  in  private  to 
you,  I  sent  lato  last  night  to  an  honourable  per« 
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trm^ge^  to  whom  I  am  nnch  indebted  in  kind- 
neUf  as  he  is  to  me ;  and  therefore  presume  upon 
the  payment  of  hi»  tongue,  and  that  he  will  lay 
one  good  words  for  mc :  and  to  speak  truth,  for 
ftich  needful  oqcasions  I  only  presenre  him  in 
bond :  and  somefimes  he  may  do  me  more  good 
hieiie  in  the  dty  by  a  free  word  of  his  mouth,  tfaai^ 
if  he  had  paid  one-half  in  hand,  and  took  dooms- 
^iay  for  t*other. 

Sir  And.  In  troth,  sir,  without  soothing  be  it 

rken,  you  have  published  much  judgment  in 
se  few  words. 

^r  Oliv.  For  you  know,  what  such  a  man  ut- 
ters will  be  tliought  eiectual,  and  to  weighty  pur- 
pose; and  therefore  into  his  mouth  we*U  put  the 
approve^d  theme  of  th^r  forgeries. 

Skir.  And  Til  maintain  it,  knight,  if  she'll  be 
inie. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Sir  Oliv.  How  now,  fellow  ? 
Ser.  May  it  please  you,  sir,  my  lord  is  newly 
lighted  from  his  coach. 

Sir  Oliv.  Is  my  lord  come  already  ?  His  ho- 
nour's early. 
You  see  he  loves  me  well.    Up  before  seven  ! 
Trust  me,  I  have  found  him  night>capped  at  ele- 
ven. 
There's  good  hope  yet:  come,  I'll  relate  all  to 
»i»m»  [Efcunf. 

SCENE  IV.— ^  Street ;  a  Church  t^ppeaHng. 

Enter  Idle,  Pyeboaitd,  Sir  Godfrey,  and  Ed- 
si  ok  d;  /A^  WidofD  in  a  bridal  drets;  Sir  3  on  v 
Pemkydud,  Mary,  and  Frances;  Nicholas, 
Frailty,  and  other  Attendants  To  them  a 
Nobleman^  Sir  Oa^iver  Muck  hill,  and  Sir 
Andrew  Tipstaff. 

Nob.  By  your  leave,  lady. 

Wid.  My  lord,  your  honour  is  most  chastely 
welcome. 

Nob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  court, 
1  oome  not  to  flatter  you.  Upon  whom  can  I 
justly  cast  this  blot,  but  upon  your  own  forehead, 
that  know  not  ink  from  milk  ?  such  is  tl^e  Ib^lind 
besotting  in  the  state  of  t^n  pnheaded  woman 
that's  a  widow.  For  it  is  the  property  of  all  you 
that  are  widows  (a  handful  excepted)  to  hate 
those  that  honestly  and  carefully  love  you,  to  the 
maintenance  of  credit,  state,  and  posterity ;  and 
strongly  to  dote  on  those  that  only  love  you  to 
•ndo  you.  Who  regard  you  least,  are  best  re- 
garded; who  hate  you  mobt,  are  best  beloved. 
And  if  there  be  but  one  man  amongst  ten  thou- 
sand millions  of  men,  that  is  accurst,  disastrous, 
and  evilly  planeted;  whom  Fortune  beats  most, 
whom  God  hates  most,  and  all  societies  esteem 
least,  that  man  is  sure  to  be  a  husband.  Such  is 
the  peevish  moon  that  rules  your  bloods.  An  im- 
pudent fellow  best  wooes  you,  a  ftAttcring  lip 


best  wins  yon;  dr  in  a  mirdi,  who  talks  nra^ 
liest,  is  most  sweetest :  nor  can  joa  dtstingimh 
truth  from  fbrgeries,  mists  from  simplicity ;  wit- 
ness those  two  deceitful  monsters,  that  yoa  faivt 
entertained  for  bridegrooms. 

Wid.  Deceitful ! 

Pye.  All  will  out 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  who  has  blabbed,  George;  tint 
foolish  Nicholas  ? 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  besotted  your  etsf 
blood  withal,  were  nought  but  forgeries :  the  fbr> 
tune-telling  for  husbands,  the  conjaring  for  tbe 
chain  sir  Godfrey  heard  the  falsehood  of,  ill, 
nothing  but  mere  knavery,  deceit,  and  coienage. 

Wid.  O  wonderful !  indeed  I  wondered  Ost 
my  husband,  with  all  his  craft,  could  not  keq> 
himself  out  of  purgatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wondered,  that  rav  cfaiiB 
should  be  gone,  and  my  tailor  had  none  of  it 

Mary,  And  I  wondered  most  of  all,  tktt  I 
should  be  tied  from  marriage,  baring  such  a  mind 
to  it  Come,  sir  John  Pennydub^  fair  weather 
on  our  side :  The  moon  has  changed  since  jes- 
ternight 

Pye.  The  sting  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 

Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feign  not 
with  you,  behold  their  fellow  actor  in  tlM»e  for- 
geries; who,  full  of  spleen  and  envy  at  their  so 
sudden  advancements,  revealed  all  ttieir  plot  to 
anger. 

Pye.  Base  soldier,  to  reveal  us ! 

Wid.  Is  t  possible  we  should  be  bHnded  so^  tod 
opreye^open? 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  now  believe  that  libe 
which  too  soon  you  believed  true  ^ 

Wid.  O,  to  my  shame,  I  do. 

Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  my  lord,  my  cfatis 
was  truly  lost,  and  strangely  found  again. 

Nob.  Kesolve  him  of  that,  soldier. 

Skir.  In  few  words,  knight,  then  thou  wert  the 
arch-gull  of  all. 

Sir  God.  How,  sir  ? 

Sffir.  Nay,  I'll  prove  it :  for  the  dbmn  was  km 
hid  in  the  rosemary-bank  all  this  while ;  and  thov 
got'st  him  out  of  prison  to  conjure  for  it,  who  did 
it  admirably,  fustianly ;  for  indeed  what  needed 
any  other,  when  he  knew  where  it  was  ? 

Sir  God.  O  villainy  of  villainies !  But  ham 
carne  my  chain  there? 

Skir.  Where's  Tnify  la.  Indeed  ik,  be  tbitinl 
not  swear,  but  lie ;  he  that  will  not  steal,  but  n^i 
pure  Nicholas  Saint-Antliugs  ? 

Sir  God.  O  villain !  one  of  our  todety. 
Deemed  alwa^  holv,  pure^  religious : 
A  puritan  a  thief !  When  was't  ever  heard  f       i 
Sooner  we'll  kill  a  man,  than  steal,  thou  kao«^ 
Out  slave !  1 11  reed  my  lion  from  thy  back,       | 
With  mine  own  hands. 

Ntch.  Dear  master !  Q !  I 

Nob,  Nay  knight,  dwell  in  patience.  And  ooi;| 
widow,  being  so  near  the  churdi,  'twere  fprcat  pH 
ty,  nay  unclmrity,  to  send  you  home  agaia  nick; 
out  a  husband,    Draw  nearer,  you  of  true  mr4 
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ship,  state,  and  credit;  that  should  not  stand  so 
far  off  from  a  widow,  and  snfier  forged  shapes  to 
come  between  you.  Not  that  in  these  I  blemish 
the  true  title  of  a  captain,  or  blot  the  fair  mar^ 
gent  of  a  scholar ;  for  I  honour  worthy  and  de- 
ser?ing  parts  in  the  one,  and  cherish  fruitful  vir- 
tues in  the  other.  Come,  lady,  and  you  virgin, 
bestow  your  eyes  and  your  purest  affections  upofe 
men  of  estimatiou  both  in  court  and  city,  that 
have  long  wooed  you,  and  both  with  their  hearts 
and  wealth  dncereljr  love  you. 

•Sir  God,  Good  sister,  do.  Sweet  little  Franke; 
tbese  are  men  of  reputation :  you  shall  be  weU 
come  at  court;  a  great  credit  for  a  citizen. — 
Sweet  sister, 
Nob,  Come,  her  silence  does  consent  to^t.  ' 

Wid,  I  know  not  with  what  face 

Nob,  Pob,  poh,  with  your  own  face;  they  de- 
fire  no  othen 


Wid,  Pardon  me,  worthy  ^rs :  I  and  my  daugh- 
ter 
Have  wronged  your  loves. 

Sir  Oliv.  Tis  easily  pardoned,  lady,  if  you 
vouchsafe  it  now. 

Wid.  With  all  my  soul. 

Fran,  And  I,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mary,  And  I,  sir  John,  with  soul,  hearts,  lights^ 
and  all. 

Sir  John,  They  are  all  mine^  Moll. 

Nob,  Now,  lady, 
What  honest  spirit  but  \v\\\  applaud  your  choice^ 
And  gladly  furnish  you  with  hand  and  voice  ? 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  even  heaven  re- 
joice. 
Come,  enter  into  your  joys ;  you  shall  not  want 
For  fathers,  now ;  I  doubt  it  not,  believe  me, 
But  that  you  shall  have  hands  enough  to  give  ye.^' 

[Exeunt  omna. 


''  Thot^h  Shakespeare  has  ridiculed  tbe  PuriUtns  in  bis  JWi  WeU  that  Ends  well,  and  T^oelfth  Night, 
yet  be  seems  not  to  have  bad  the  smallest  share  in  the  present  comedy.  The  author  of  it,  however,  was 
^eU  acquainted  with  Ait  plays,  as  appear*  from  resemblances  already  pointed  oit.  There  is  little  at- 
tempt  at  character  throughont  the  piece,  and  that  little  has  not  proved  very  successful.  The  eaitors  are 
an  mnneanliig  sjonp ;  and,  though  we  have  eight  of  the  sanctimonious  tribe  on  the  stage,  they  are  bv  no 
neans  nicdy  dUcruninated  from  each  other.  Nicholas  St  AtUlingi  indeed  might  have  been  designed  for 
their  chief,  as  he  possesses  most  6t  their  qoalitfes,  i.  e.  b  the  greatest  hypocrite  of  them  all.— I  have  not 
met  with  the  old  ballad  from  which  oar  comedy  receives  its  title  $  but  am  told,  that  the  second  of  these 
perfbrmances  has  no  other  obligation  to  the  first. — Stxetbns. 
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YORKSHIRE  TRAGEDY/ 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Hutbtnd, 

Matter  of  a  College, 

A  Knight^  (a  Magittrate.) 

Several  Gentlemen, 

Oliver, 

Ralph, 


Servants, 


Samuel,  a  Servant, 

Other  Servants  and  Officers, 

A  little  Boy,  ^c 


l-servant. 


Scene— Calveklt  in  Yokkshire. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L^A  Room  in  Caherfy  HalL 
Enter  Oliver  and  Ralph. 

Oliv,  Sirrah  Ralph,  my  young  mistress  is  in 
inch  a  pidfui  passionate  humour  for  the  long  ab- 
sence of  her  love— 

Ralph,  Why,  can  you  blame  her  ?  Why,  apples 
hanging  longer  on  tne  tree  than  when  they  are  I 


ripe,  makes  so  many  fallings ;  .viz.  mad 
because  they  are  not  gathered  in  time,  are  faiato 
drop  of  themselves,  and  then  'tis  oommoa  ym 
know  for  every  man  to  take  them  op. 

Oliv.  Mass  thou  sa/st  true,  'tis  common  io' 
deed.  But  sirrah,  is  neither  our  young  maittf 
returned,  nor  our  fellow  Sam  coooe  fjrom  Loit- 
don? 


■  <*  A  booke  called  J  Vorkshire  Tragedy^**  was  entered  by  Thomas  Pavier  at  Stationers*  Hall,  May?, 
160H,  and  the  play,  or  rather  interlude,  was  printed  by  him  in  the  same  year,  under  the  title  of  A  F«^ 
tAtre  Tragedy,  not  to  nem  as  lamentable  and  true.  The  murder,  on  which  this  ibort  drama  is  foonded,  wai 
committed  in  1604,  and  a  ballad  was  made  npon  it  In  the  following  year;  of  which,  probably,  ibistn- 
gedv  is  only  an  enlargement.  The  fact  Is  thus  related  in  Stowe't  ChronicUt  anno  1604 : — **  Waller  Oi^ 
verfy  of  Calverly,  In  Yorkshire,  Lsqnier,  mordred  two  of  his  young  children,  stabbed  his  wife  iatotkr 
bodie,  with  full  purpose  to  ha?e  murdred  her,  and  Instantly  went  from  his  boose  to  haveslaiaekii 
youomt  child  at  nurse,  but  was  prevented.  For  which  fiict,  at  his  triall  In  Yorke,  bee  stood  nB«te,ssl 
was  judged  to  be  prest  to  death  $  according  to  which  judgment  he  was  executed  at  the  CMtell  of  Yart* 
the  6th  of  August.** 

The  piece  before  us  was  acted  at  the  Globe,  together  with  three  other  short  dramas  that  were  repie* 
seated  on  the  same  day  under  the  name  of  jiU^t  Otte,  as  appean  from  one  of  the  titles  of  the  qaarto,  loWli 
which  run?  thus:  **  All's  One,  or  one  of  the  foure pUnet  in  one^  called  a  Vorkskire  tragedy;  as  it  vs* 
plaied  by  the  king*s  miyestie's  plaiers.**    Shakspeare's  name  is  affixed  to  this  piece. — Malomb, 
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Bafyk.  Neither  of  either,  as  the  puritan  hawd 
eaja.  '81i<i  I  bear  Sam.  Sam's  come;  here  he 
is;  tarry ;-— come  lYaith :  dow  my  nose  itches  for 
news. 

OUv,  And  so  does  mine  elbow. 

Sam.  [Wit kin.]  Where  are  joa  there?  Boy, 
look  you  walk  my  horse  with  discretion.  I  have 
rid  him  simply :  I  warrant  his  skin  sticks  to  his 
back  with  very  heat.  If  he  should  catch  cold, 
and  get  the  cough  of  the  lungs^  I  were  well  ser- 
ved, were  I  not  ? 

Enter  Sam. 

What,  Ralph  and  Oliver ! 

Both,  Honest  fellow  Sam,  welcome  i*faith. 
What  tricks  hast  thou  brought  from  London  f 

Sam.  You  see  I  am  hanged  after  the  truest  fa- 
shion ;  three  hats,  and  two  glasses  bobbing  upon 
them ;  two  rebato  wires  *  upon  my  breast,  a  cap- 
ca^  by  mr  side,  a  brush  at  my  back,  an  almanack 
in  my  pocket,  and  three  ballads  in  my  codpiece.  ^ 
Nay,  I  am  the  true  picture  of  a  common  ser- 
vinsr.inan.  "* 

Oiiv.  Ill  swear  thou  art ;  thou  may*st  set  up 
when  thou  wilt :  there's  many  a  one  begins  with 
less,  I  can  tell  thee,  that  proves  a  rich  man  ere 
he  dies.  But  what's  the  news  from  London, 
Sam? 

Ralph,  Ay,  that's  well  said ;  what's  the  news 
from  London,  sirrah  ?  My  young  mistress  keeps 
such  a  puliug  for  her  love. 

Sam,  Why, the  more  fool  she;  ay,  the  more 
ninny-hammer  she. 

Oltv,  Why,  Sam,  why? 

Sam,  Why,  he  is  married  to  aqother  long  ago. 

Bath,  I'failh?  You  jest. 

Sam.  Why,  did  you  not  know  that  till  now? 
Why,  he's  married,  beats  his  wife,  and  has  two  or 
three  children  by  her :  For  you  must  note,  that 
any  woman  bears  the  more  when  she  is  beaten.  ^ 


Ralph.  Ay,  that^s  tme,  for  she  bears  the  blows. 
.  OUv,  Sirrah  Sam,  I  would  not  for  two  years' 
wages  my  young  mistress  knew  so  much ;  she'd 
run  upon  the  left  hand  of  her  wit,  and  ne'er  be 
her  own  woman  again. 

Sam,  And  I  think  she  was  blest  in  her  cradle, 
that  he  never  came  in  her  bed.  Why,  he  has 
consumed  all,  pawned  his  lands,  and  made  his 
university  brother  stand  in  wax  for  him  :  there's 
a  fine  phrase  for  a  scrivener.  Pub !  he  owes 
more  than  his  skin  is  worth. 

OUv.  Is't  possible  ? 

Sam,  Nay,  1*11  tell  you  moreover,  he  calls  his 
wife  whore,  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll 
and  Dolt;  and  his  children  bastards,  as  naturally 
as  can  be.— But  what  have  we  here  ?  I  thought 
'twas  something  pulled   down  my  breeches;   I 

?iuite  forgot  my  two  poking  sticks :  these  came 
rom  London.  Now  any  thing  is  good  here  that 
comes  from  London. 

OUv.  Ay,  far-fetched,  you  know,  Sam. — But 
speak  in  your  conscience  I'fmth ;  have  not  we  as 
good  poking-sticks  i't'he  country  as  need  to  be 
put  in  the  fire? 

Sam,  The  mind  of  a  thing  is  all ;  the  mind  of 
a  thing  is  all ;  and,  as  thou  said'st  even  now,  far* 
fetched  are  the  best  things  for  ladies. 

OUv.  Ay,  and  for  waiting-gentlewomen  too. 

Sam*  But  Ralph,  what,  is  our  beer  sour  this 
thunder  ? 

Ralph,  No,  no,  it  holds  countenance  yet. 

Sam,  Why  then,  follow  me ;  I'll  teach  you  the 
finest  humour  to  be  drunk  in :  I  learned  it  at 
London  last  week. 

Both,  I'faith,  let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it. 

Sqm.  The  bravest  humour !  'twould  do  a  man 
good  to  be  drunk  in  it :  they  cnll  it  knighting  in 
London,  when  they  drink  upon  their  knees.  ^ 

Both.  Taith,  that's  eicellent. 

Sam,  Come  follow  me ;  I'll  give  you  all  the  de- 
grees^f  it  in  ord^ri  ^  [Eseunt. 


^  See  notes  on  Much  Ado  about  Nothings  last  edit.  vol.  ii.  p.  321.— Stecvehs^ 

RAato  was  th^jiame  of  an  ancient  head-dress.  The  wires  were  used  to  distend  the  hAir  or  lace.— 
Peecy.  *^ 

^  Jn  mjf  codpiece.— See  Bote  on  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona^  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  ISr^.^STEEVEifS. 

^  The  true  picture  of  a  common  eorvhtg'man.^l  remember  to  have  seen  oiie  of  these  representations  of 
a  mao  loaded  with  several  domestic  instruments  and  utensils,  it  was  painted  against  a  buttery  fronting 
the  screen  of  an  apcient  hall.  1  think  another  hieroglyphic  of  the  same  iLind  is  still  visible  at  one  of  our 
public  schools  or  colleges.  In  the  year  1506  Is  entered  on  the  Stationers'  books  '^  The  poartralctnre  of 
a  trosty  servant." — Steevens. 

'  Jny  woman  bears  the  more  when  $he  is  beaten,  Alludhig  to  the  old  unmannerly  proverb,  that  says,  A 
9oman  and  a  walnut  tree  bear  the  better  for  being  thrashed. — Stbev  ens. 

^  They  call  it  knighting  in  London,  when  they  drirOc  upon  their  knees.^^o  in  K.  Henry  IV.  Part  II. : 

"  Do  me  light, 

<<  And  dii6  ffM  knighi:' 


ee  the  note  there,  ^ol.  v.  p.  Wn,  edit  1778.— Malons. 
ru  give  you  all  the  degrees  of  it  in  order. — Alluding  i 


J  perhaps  to  Philorothenista^  or  the  Drunkard  i  a 
pamphlet  by  Thomas  Haywood,'in  which  all  these  degrees  are  set  down  with  the  most  minale  exactness. 
The  eifrliest  copy  of  this  piece  that  I  have  met  with,  was  published  in  1635,  but  the  Erst  edition  of  it  is 
Perhaps  of  much  elder  date. — ^Steevens. 
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SCENE  IL-^Anotber  Apertmemt  in  the  same. 
Enter  Wlji.^ 

Wife.  What  will  become  of  us?  All  wiU  away : 
My  huBbaud  never  ceases  in  expense, 
Both  ta  coDsame  bis  credit  and  bis  boave ; 
And  'tis  set  down  by  beaven's  juat  decree, 
Ttiat  riot*s  cbild  must  needs  be  beggary. 
Are  these  the  virtues  that  bis  youtn  did  promiie  ? 
T)ice  and  voluptuous  meetings,  widaigbt  revelsy 
Taking  his  bed  with  surfeits;  ill  beseemiag 
The  ancient  honoar  of  bis  house  and  name  ? 
And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  nost, 
W  ben  he  recounts  his  loists  and  folse  fortunes. 
The  weakness  of  his  state  so  much  deieeted. 
Not  as  a  man  repentant,  but  half  mad 
liis  Airtunes  cannot  answer  his  expense. 
}1«  sits,  and  salieniy  iocks  up  hb  arms; 
yorje^ttiny^  heaven^  iooks^downwyd:  whick  makes 
"•  bus  -  -^^  *iui.  w 

Appear  so  dreadful  that  he  frights  my  beavt: 
Walks  heavily,  as  if  bis  soal  weve  earth; 
Not  penitent  for  those  his  sins  are  past, 
Bur  vexed  his  money  cannot  make  theoi  last : 
A  fearful  melancholy,  ungodly  sorrow. 
O,  yonder  he  comes ;  now  in  de^ght  of  ills 
ril  speak  to  him,  and  I  will  bear  him  apeak. 
And  do  my  bast  to  drive  it  from  fak  bcnrt. 

EMer  Builnmd. 

Hui,  Pox  o*  th6  last  throw  f  It  made  ^ve  hun- 
dred angels 
Vanish  from  my  sight.  I  am  damned, Fm  damned; 
The  angels  have  forsook  me.  Nay,  it  is 
Certiiinly  true  :  fbr  he  that  has  no  coin 
Is  damned  in  this  world ;  he  is  gone,  he's  gone. 
Wife.  Dear  husband ! 
Hu8,  O !  most  punishment  of  all,  I  have  a 

wife. 
Wife.  I  do  entreat  you,  as  yon  love  your  soul. 
Tell  me  the  cause  of  this  your  discontent. 

Bug.  A  vengeance  strip  thee  naked !  thou  art 
cause. 
Effect,  quality,  property ;  thou,  thou,  thou.  [Exit. 
Wife,  Bad  turuj^d  to  worse;  both  beggai^  of 
the  soul 


Aid  oF^body;^uid  lomudi  uohke 
Himsalf  at  ^am*  ^b  if  soaie  v«<ad  ^lirit 
Had  govt  bis  imjoi^Mifif   H#cua«fl 

lU-enter  Huiband, 

lie  81^  I  am  tha  cause :  I  never  yet 
Spoke  less  than  words  of  d«ty  and  of  love. 

Iftts.  If  marriage  be  boaouniUe,  then  cackoldi 
are  honourable,  wr  they  cannot  be  made  wiibont 
marriage.  Fool  1  what  meant  I  to  many^  to  get 
t>egi^rs  ?  Now  must  my  eldest  sod  be  a  knave  or 
nothing ;  be  cannot  live  upon  the  fool,  for  be  will 
have  no  land  to  mainlaio  him.  That  mortgsf^sitg 
like  a  snaffle  upon  mine  inheritance,  and  makes 
me  chew  upon  iron.  My  second  son  mist  be  t 
promoter,  and  my  third  a  thie^  or  an  anderfat- 
ter ;  a  slave  pander.  Oh  beggary,  beggsn,  to 
what  base  uses  dost  thou  put  a  nan !  I  thiBkthe 
devi^  scorns  to  be  a  bawd ;  be  bean  himself  more 
proudlv,  baa  mo^e  car^  of  bis  craifit— Base^  da- 
vish,  ahjec^  ilthy  poverty  1 

ff^.  Good  sic,  t^  ail  oar  vosrs  I  do  beeeedi 
yoa. 
Show  me  the  true  cause  of  your  discontent 

Hu$^  Money,  money,  money;  aad  thoaoMBt 
supply  B^. 

Wtfe,  Alas,  I  am  die  least  cause  of  yoor  di»* 
content; 
Yet  what  is  mine,  either  in  rin^  or  jewds. 
Use  to  yoor  own  desire ;  hot  I'beseecb  yoo, 
Aa  yoH  are  a  gantlemi^n  by  many  bloods, 
Though  1  myself  be  out  of  yoor  respect, 
Think  on  the  state  of  these  disce  loively  boys 
You  have  been  father  to. 

Hu$.  Pub !  bastards,  bastards,  bastards;'  be- 
got in  tricks,  begot  ia  tricks. 

Wife,  Heaven  knows  bow  those  woids  wiods 
me :  but  I  may 
Endure  these  griofii  among  a  tboosaad  more. 

0  call  to  mind  your  binds  alfieadY  morteaged, 
Yourself  wound  into  debts,  voor  kopoftJ  bfodMr 
At  the  university  in  bonds  for  you, 

like  to  be  seized  upon ;  and— — 

Hui.  Have  done,  thon  harlot, 
Whom,  though  for  fashion-sake  I  married, 

1  never  could  abide.    Thiok'st  thou,  thy  words 
Shalt  kiU  my  pleasores?  FaU  e«^g  tby  fneadi; 


*  £s4er  Wifo.    U  h  observable,  that  the  poet  has  ao4  |;iven  a  name  to  any  of  the  penpos  exhibited  ia. 
tbb  piece,  except  the  three  servants. — Malonb. 

The  aathoi;  might  oot  thm^  hiiVMlf  at  liberty  to  use  the  real  aamm  beiongm^  to  hb  characten,  aod  at 
the  same  time  was  of  opinion  that  ftctitieus  ones  would  appear  umatitf^ctory,  as  the  true  wcienaivt^ 
sally  known,  either  from  the  ballad  spoken  of  by  Mr  Malone,  or  from  the  prose  narratives  pablished  soos 
after  these  notorious  murders  were  committed.     See  note  the  last. — Steevens.  ' 


and  to  have  sirark  one  of  his  chiUren  in  the  pfeience  of  his  wife,  who  piertly  tpld  himj  to  corrcd  ckH- 
drm  of  hit  «icm,  icAen  hit  could  produce  anjf.  On  this  single  piov<¥:atiua  be  is  said  to  have  imi9e4iaM5 
committed  all  the  bloody  facts  ^i  fwiuih  mat^r  for  tije  tragedy  before  us«  lie  died  posicmed  o|  a  laiit 
estate.  »>  S)tekvrv«.  ^ 


estate,— Stebtei  s* 
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Thofl md  ihy  bastards  b<^;  I  will  not  Imte 
A  wbit  io  hinnqor.  Midnight,  still  I  iare  you. 
And  revel  in  jour  company!  Curbed  in, 
SM  it  be  laid  in  all  sopietiet, 
Thtt  I  broke  custom  I  that  I  iagg'd  in  monciy  ? 
N(v  tboie  thj  jewels  I  will  play  as  freely 
A^  when  my  ^ti^  was  fullest 

Wife.  Be  it  so. 

Hus,  Iff^I  pn^flut,  (and  tak^  tbat  for  an  ear^ 
nest)  [Spunu  her. 

I  will  for  ever  hc^ld  thee  in  contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  sheets  tbat  cover  theei 
Bat  be  divorced  in  bed,  till  thou  consent 
Thy  dowry  shall  be  sold,  to  give  new  life 
Upto  tbese  pleasures  which  I  most  affect. 

Wife.  $r,  do  but  turn  a  gentle  eye  on  me. 
And  what  the  law  shall  give  me  leave  to  do. 
You  shall  command. 

Httf.  Look  it  be  done.  ShaU  I  want  dnst, 
And,  like  a  slave,  wear  nothing  in  my  pockets 

{Bold*  hk  handM  in  hi^  Pockeh' 
Bat  0^  bare  hands,  to  fill  them  up  with  nails  ? 

0  iDodb  against  my  blood !  Let  it  be  done ; 

1  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  oq, 

A  bawd  to  dice ;  FU  shake  the  drabs  myself, 
And  make  them  yield :  I  say,  look  it  be  done. 

Wife.  I  take  my  leave :  it  shall.  [  JilxiV 

Bum.  Speedily,  speedily. 
I  hate  the  very  hour  I  chose  a  wife : 
A  trouble,  trouble !  Three  children,  like  three  evils. 
Hang  00  me.  Fie,  ^  6e !  Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

Enter  three  Gentlemen. 

teurapet  and  bastards ! 
X  Gent,  Still  do  these  loathsome  thou^ts  jar 
on  your  tongue  ? 
Yourself  to  staio  t^  honour  of  your  wife, 
K[obIy  descendied  ?  Those  whom  men  call  raad, 
Bodangers  others ;  but  he's  more  than  mad 
Tbat  wounds  himself;  whose  own  words  do  pro- 
claim 
Scandals  unjust,  to  soil  bis  better  name. 
It  is  not  fit;  I  pray,  forsake  it. 

2  Gent.  Good  sur,  let  modesty  reprove  yocu 

3  Gent.  Let  honest  kindness  sway  sooiuch  with 


you, 
J7iM.Good 
Adie) 


;  1  thank  ycMiy  sir;  how  do  you? 


J  am  glad  to  sec  yoo.    Farewell  instructions,  ad- 
^  Vintkmiu. 


momtions 


barewell  msti 


Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  sinah  ?  What  would  ycA  ? 

ikr.  Only  to  certify  you,  sir,  thiat  my  mistress 
was  met  Ia  thf  way,  by  them  who  were  seat  for 
her  up  to  Le^doiA  by  her  honourable  uncle,  your 
worship's  late  guardian. 


Hum.  So,  sir,  then  she  b  gone;  and  so  may  yon 
be; 
But  let  her  look  the  thiog  be  done  she  wots  of, 
Or  hell  will  sUnd  more  pleasant  than  her  house 
At  home.  [Exit  Servant. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 

Gent.  WeH  or  ill  met,  I  eare  not 
Hut.  No,  nor  I. 

Gent.  I  am  oome  with  confidence  to  chide  yoo. 
Hut.  Who?  me? 
Chide  me  ?  Do*t  finely  then ;  let  it  not  move  me : 
For  if  thou  chid'st  roe  angr^,  I  shall  strike. 
Gent.  Strike  thiue  own  follies,  for  'tis  they  de« 
serve 
To  be  well  beaten.  We  are  now  in  private ; 
There's  none  but  thou  and  L  Thou  art  fond  and 

peevish; 
An  unclean  rioter;  ihy  lands  and  oredifc 
Lie  now  both  sidi  of  a  consumpt^ : 
1  aarsercy  tor  the(^  That  man  spends  witb  skame^ 
That  with  his  riches  doth  coqwwo  bis  name; 
And  such  art  thou.  ^ 

Hut.  Peace. 

Gent.  No,  thou  shak  bear  ma  Airthei. 
Thy  fathers  and  fore-fhthers'  worthy  bonouri^ 
Wliich  were  our  country  monumeoti^  our  gra^ 
Follies  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  spriug-time  of  thy  youth  did  fairly  promise 
Such  a  most  fruitful  summer  to  thy  friend^ 
It  sccurce  can  enter  into  mea's  beliefs, 
Such  dearth  should  haug  upon  thce«  We  that  see 

it. 
Are  sorry  to  believe  it.    In  thy  change. 
This  voice  into  all  places  will  be  huri'd— 
Thou  and  the  devil  have  deceived  the  world. 

Hut.  I'll  not  endure  thee. 

Gent.  But  of  all  th^  worst. 
Thy  virtuous  wife,  right  honourably  allied, 
Thou  bast  proclaimed  a  strumpet. 

Hut.  Nay,  then,  I  know  thee ; 
Thou  art  her  champion,  thou ;  her  priva^  frieodl 
The  party  you  wot  on. 

Gent.  6  ignoble  thought ! 
I  am  past  my  patient  blood.  Shall  I  stand  idlei 
And  see  my  reputation  touched  to  death  ? 

Hut.  It  has  galled  you, this;  hasjt? 

Gent.  No» monster;  I  will  prove 
My  thoughts  did  only  tend  to  virtuous  Ipveu 

Iftfi.  Love  of  her  virtues  ?  there  it  goes. 

Gent.  Da&e  spirit, 
To  lay  thy  bate  upon  the  (roitful  hopour 
Of  thine  own  bed ! 

[Theyjight,  and  the  Huiband  is  huri^ 

Hut.  Oh ! 

Gent.  Wilt  thou  yield  it  vet? 

Hut.  Sir,  sir^  I  have  not  dope  with  yop. 


'**  E*tf.— Betweca  tbl*  sceac  and  ibe  aeit,  tbe  lady  has  travelled  from  Calverly,  In  Te^ksW^e,  to 
l^oaaon,  and  from  London  back  agam  to  Calverly ;  in  all  about  l^ree  boMlr^  a^ad  ei^hty«9lx  mpes. 
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'  Gent,  I  hope,  nor  ne'er  shall  do. 

[Theyjifht  agmn. 
Hut,  Have  yon  got  tricks  ?  Are  you  m  cunning 

u  iih  roe  ? 
Gent.  No,  plain  and  right : 
He  needs  no  cunning  thai  for  truth  doth  iight. 

[Husband falls  dotcn. 
Hu$,  Hard  fortune !   am  I  levelled  with  the 

ground  ? 
Gent.  Now,  sir,  you  lie  at  mercy. 
Hut,  Ay,  you  slave. 

Gent.  Alas,  that  hate  should  bring  us  Co  our 
grave! 
You  see,  my  sword's  not  thirsty  for  your  life : 
I  am  sorrier  for  your  wound  than  you  yourself. 
You're  of  a  virtuous  house ;  show  virtuous  deeds ; 
Tis  not  your  honour,  'tis  your  folly  bleeds. 
Much  good  has  been  expected  in  vour  life ; 
Cancel  not  all  men's  hopes  :  you  have  a  wife, 
Kind  and  obedient ;  heap  not  wrongful  shame 
On  her  and  your  posterity ;  let  only  sin  be  sore, 
And,  by  this  fall,  rise,  never  to  fall  more. 
And  so  I  leave  you.  [Exit, 

Hut,  Has  the  dog  left  me  then. 
After  his  tooth  has  left  roe^  O,  my  heart 
Woukl  fain  leap  after  him  !  Revenge,  J  sinr ; 
I'm  mad  to  be  revenged.  My  strumpet  wife, 
It  is  thy  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  flesh. 
And  makes  my  breast  spit  blood ; — but  thou  shalt 

bleed. 
Vanquished  ?  got  down  f  unable  even  to  speak  ? 
ijdrely  'tis  want  of  money  makes  men  weak : 
Ay,  'twas  that  o'ertbrew  me :  I'd  neVr  been  down 
else.  [Exit. 

SCENE  UL-^Another  Room  in  the  tame. 
Enter  Wife  and  a  Servant, 

Ser,  'Faith,  mistress,  if  it  might  nut  be  pre- 
sumption 
In  me  to  tell  you  so,  for  his  excuse 
You  had  ^mall  reason,  knowing  his  abuse. 

Wife.  I  grant  I  had;  but  alas. 
Why  should  our  faults  at  home  be  spread  abroad  ? 
Tis  grief  enough  within  doors.    At  first  sight, 
Mine  uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodigal  life 
As  perfectly,  as  if  his  serious  eye 
Had  numbered  all  his  follies : 
Knew  of  his  mortgaged  lands,  his  friends  in  bonds, 
Himself  withered  with  debts ;  and  in  that  ipinute 
Had  I  added  his  usage  and  unkindness, 
Twould  have  confounded  every  thought  of  good: 
Where  now,  fathering  his  riots  on  his  youth. 
Which  time  and  tame  experience  will  shake  off,-« 
Guessing  his  kindness  to  me,  (as  I  smoothed  him 
With  all  the  skill  I  had,  though  his  deserts 
Are  in  form  uglier  than  an  unshaped  bear,) 
He's  ready  to  prefer  him  to  some  office 
And  place  at  court;  a  good  and  sure  relief 
To  ail  his  stooping  fortunes,  ^will  be  a  means,  I 

hope, 
To  make  new  league  between  us,  and  redeem 
His  virtues  with  bis  lands. 

Ser,  1  should  think  so,  mistress.    If  he  should 


not  now  be  kind  to  you,  and  love  you,  and  che- 
rish yon  up,  I  •hnn)^^  rhink  tl^^  ^\\  hfmw'f  ^T»^ 
open  house  in  Turn. 

WifeTl  doubt  not  but  he  will.  Now  pr'ythee 
leave  me ;  I  think  I  bear  him  coimng. 

Ser,  1  am  gone.  [Exit. 

Wife.  By  thb  good  means  I  shall  preserve  my 
lands. 
And  free  my  husband  out  of  usurers'  bands. 
Now  there's  no  need  of  sate ;  my  uncle^s  kind : 
I  hope,  if  aught,  this  will  content  his  mind. — 
Here  comes  my  husband.  ^ 

Enter  Huiband. 

Hut.  Now,  are  you  come?  Where's  the  mo- 
ney ?  Let's  see  the  'money.  Is  the  rubbish  sold  ? 
those  wise-acres,  your  lands  ? — Why  when  ?  The 
money?  Where  is  it?  Pour  it  down;  down  witii 
it,  down  with  it:  I  say  pour't  on  the  ground; 
let's  see  it,  let's  see  it. 

Wife,  Good  sir,  keep  but  in  patience,  and  I 
hope  my  words  shall  like  vou  well.  I  bring  you 
better  comfort  than  the  sale  of  my  dowry. 

Hut.  Ha!  what's  that? 

Wife.  Prajf  do  not  fright  me,  sir,  but  voodi- 
safe  me  heanns.  My  uncle,  glad  of  your  kindness 
to  me  and  mild  usage,  (for  so  I  nume  it  to  him,) 
hath,  in  pity  of  your  declining  fortunes,  provided 
a  place  tor  you  at  court,  of  worth  and  credit; 
wnich  so  much  overjoyed  me— 

Hut.  Out  on  thee,  filth !  over  and  overjoyed, 
when  I  am  in. torment?  [^panis  her.'}  Thou  po- 
litic whore,  subtilcr  than  nine  devils,  was  this  thy 
journey  to  nunck  ?  to  set  down  the  history  of  me, 
of  my  state  and  fortunes  ?  Shall  I,  that  dedicated 
myself  to  pleasure,  be  now  confined  in  service? 
to'  crouch  and  stand  like  an  old  man  i'tbe  hams, 
my  hat  off?  \jhV  ^r'l'  '  i^^^^^^^.^.,^.,.,,^ 

rpxheadi'ihii  ihaiThi^  Base  slut!  this  fruit  bear 
tby  complaints. 

Wife,  O,  heaven  knows 
That  my  complaints  were  praises,  and  best  words 
Of  you  and  your  estate.  Only,  my  friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgaged  lands,  and  were  pos- 
sessed 
Of  every  accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  suspect  it  but  a  plot  in  me     ^ 
To  keep  my  dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good. 
Or  my  poor  children's,  (though  it  suits  a  mother 
To  show  a  natural  care  in  their  reliefs,) 
Yet  111  forget  myself  to  cakn  your  blood : 
Consume  it,  as  your  pleasure  counsels  yoa. 
And  all  I  wish  eyen  clemency  afibrds ;    • 
Give  me  but  pleasant  looks,  and  modest  words^ 

Hut,  Money,  whore,  money,  or  1*11— 

[Draifft  m  Dagger, 

Enter  a  Servant,  hastily,      ^ 

What  the  devil !  How  nowY  thy  hasty  news? 

Ser.  May  it  please  you,  sir— 

Hut.  What !  may  I  not  look  upon  my  dumet? 
Speak,  villain,  or  1  will  execute  the  poin^  on.  tbet ; 
Qnick|  short.  ^ 
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Sar,  Wbjr,  ur,  agentlemao  from  the  aniversity 
stays  below  to  speak  with  you.  f^Exit, 

Utts.  From  the  university?  so;  university:— 
that  long  word  rans  through  me.  [Exit, 

Wife.  Was  ever  wife  so  wretchedly  beset  ? 
Had  not  this  news  steppM  in  betweeoy  the  point 
Had  oflfered  violence  unto  my  breast. 
That  which  some  women  call  great  misery. 
Would  show  but  little  here;  would  scarce  be  seen 
Among  mv  miseries.    I  may  compare 
Tor  wretched  fortunes,  wi^  all  wives  that  are. 
Nothing  will  please  him,  until  all  be  nothing. 
He  calls  it  slavery,  to  be  preferred ; 
A  place  of  credit,  a  base  servitude. 
What  shall  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  children. 
Two  here,  and  one  at  nurse  ?  my  pretty  b^ars ! 
I  see  how  Ruin,  with  a  palsied  hand. 
Begins  to  shake  this  ancient  seat  to  dust : 
The  heavy  weight  of  sorrow  draws  my  lids 
Over  Diy  dankish  eyes :  I  can  scarce  see ; 
Thus  grief  will  last; — it  wakes  and  sleeps  with 
me.  [Exit 

SCENE  IV j^ Another  Jpartment  in  the  same, 
Enier  Husband,  and  the  Master  of  a  College, 

Htu,  Please  you  draw  near,  sir;  you're  ex- 
ceeding welcome.  ^ 

Mast.  That's  my  doubt;  I  fear  I  come  not  to 
be  welcome. 

Hus,  Yes,  howsoever. 

Mast.  'Tis  not  my  fashion,  sir,  to  dwell  in  long 
circumstance,  but  to  be  plain  and  effectual ; 
therefore  to  the  purpose.  The  cause  of  my  set^ 
ting  forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable.  That 
hopeful  young  gentleman,  your  brother,  whose 
virtues  we  all  love  dearly,  through  yoor  default 
and  unnatural  negligence  lies  in  bond  executed 
for  your  debt^ — a  prisoner ;  all  his  studies  ama- 
zed. His  hope  struck  dead,  and  the  pride  of  his 
youth  muffled  in  these  dark  clouds  of  oppression. 

Hus.  Umph,  umph,  omph  ! 
f^Mast,  O  you  have  killed  the  towardest  hope  of 
all  our  university:  wherefore,  without  repentance 
and  amends,  expect  ponderous  and  sudden  judge- 
ments to  fall  gnevously  upon  you.    Your  brother, 
a  man  who  profited  in  his  divine  employments, 
and  might  have  made  ten  thousand  souls  fit  for 
^  heaven,  is  now,  by  your  careless  courses,  cast  into 
t  prison,  which  you  must  answer  for;  and  assure 
\  your  spirit  it  will  come  home  at  length. 
^  Hus,  O  God !  oh  ! 

Mast.  Wise  men  think  ill  of  you ;  others  speak 
ill  of  you ;  no  man  loves  you ;  nay,  even  those 
whom  honesty  condemns,  condemn  you :  And 
take  this  from  the  virtuous  affection  I  bear  your 
.brother;  never  look  for  prosperous  hour,  good 
thoughts,  quiet  sleep,  contented  walks,  nor  any 
thing  that  makes  man  perfect,  till  you  redeem 
him.  What  is  your  answer }  How  will  you  bestow 
himf  Upon  desperate  misery,  or  better  hopes  ? — 
I  suffer  till  I  bear  your  answer. 

Hus.  Sir,  you  have  much  wrought  with  me ;  I 


feel  you  in  my  soul :  you  are  your  art's  master.  I 
'never  had  sense  till  now ;  your  syllables  have  cleft 
me.  Both  for  your  words  and  pains  I  thank  you. 
I  cannot  but  acknowledge  grievous  wrongs  done 
to  my  brother ;  mighty,  mighty,  mighty,  mighty 
wrongs «— Within,  there. 

Enter  Servant, 
Hus.  Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.    [Exit  Servant.] 
Alas,  poor  brother, -bruised  with  an  execution  for 
my  sake  ! 
Mast,  A  bruise  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal 
sore, 
Till  the  grave  cure  them. 

Re-'enter  Servant  with  Wine. 

Hus.  Sir,  I  begin  to  you ;  you've  chid  your 
welcome. 

Mast,  I  could  have  wished  it  better  for  yoor 
sake.  I  pledge  you,  sir :— To  the  kind  oum  in 
prison. 

Hus.  Let  it  be  so.  Now,  sir,  if  you  please  to 
spend  but  a  few  minutes  in  a  walk  about  my 
grounds  below,  my  man  here  shall  attend  you.  I 
doubt  not  but  by  that  time  to  be  furoishecl  of  a 
sufficient  answer,  and  therein  my  brother  fully  sa- 
tisfied. 

Mast.  Good  nr,  in  that  the  angels  would  be 
pleased. 
And  the  world's  murmurs  calmed ;  and  I  should 

sav, 
I  set  forth  then  upon  a  lucky  day. 

[Exeunt  Master  and  Servant. 

Hus.  O  thou  confused  man  !  Thy  pleasant  sins 
have  undone  thee ;  thv  damnation  has  beggared 
thee.  That  heaven  should  say  we  must  not  sin, 
and  yet  made  women !  give  our  senses  way  to 
find  pleasure,  which,  being  found,  confounds  us ! 
Why  should  we  know  those  things  so  much  mis- 
use us  ?  0,  would  virtue  had  been  forbidden  !  We 
should  then  have  proved  all  virtuous;  for  'tis  our 
blood  to  love  what  we  are  forbidden.  Had  not 
drunkenness  been  forbidden,  what  roan  would, 
have  licen  fool  to  a  beast,  and  zany  to  a  swine,— 
to  show  tricks  in  the  mire  ?  What  is  there  in 
three  dice,  to  make  a  man  draw  thrice  three 
thousand  acres  into  the  compass  of  a  little  round 
table,  and,  with  the  gentleman's  palsy  in  the  hand, 
shake  out  his  posterity  thieves  or  boggars  ?  Tis 
done ;  I  have  dop't  i'faith :  terrible,  horrible  mi- 
sery!—How  well  was  I  left!  Very  well,  very 
well.  My  lands  show'd  like  a  full  moon  about  me ; 
but  now  the  moon's  in  the  last  quarter— wauing, 
vianing;  and  I  am  mad  to  think  that  moon  was 
mine ;  mine  and  my  father's,  and  my  fore-fathers'; 
generations,  generations. — Down  goes  the  house 
of  us ;  down,  down  it  sinks.  Now  is  the  name  a 
beggar;  begs  in  me.  That  name,  which  hundreds 
of  years  has  made  this  shire  famous,  in  me  and 
my  posterity,  runs  out.  In  my  seed  five  are  made 
miserable  besides  myself:  my  riot  is  now  my 
brother's  gaoler,  my  wife's  sighmg,  my  diree  boys 
penury,  and  mine  own  confusion. 
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Why  tit  my  hiurs  upon  my  cartMd  hMd  ? 

[TatHhiihttir. 
Will  not  this  poison  scattef  them  f "  O,  my  iiro- 

fher's 
In  eiecution  among  dterils  that 
Stretch  him  and  make  him  give ;  '*  and  I  in  wakit^ 
Not  able  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him ! 
Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  hell. 
But  in  m?  heart  her  seteral  torments  dwdl ; '' 
Slaverr  and  misery.    Who,  in  this  case, 
Would  not  take  up  money  upon  his  soul  ? 
Pawn  his  salvation,  live  at  interest  ? 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell, 
For  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  hell'^ 

Enter  a  little  Botf^  mith  a  Thp  and  a  Scourge. 

San.  What  ail  ybu,  fatlier  ?  Are  you  not  well  f 
I  cannot  scourge  my  top  as  long  as  you  stand  so. 
You  take  up  all  the  room  with  votir  wide  legs.-^ 
Poh!  you  cannot  make  me  a^aid  with  this;  1 
fear  no  vizards,  nor  bugbears. " 

[He  take*  up  the  Child  by  the  tJurtt  of 
hii  Umg  Coat  with  one  hand,  and 
.  dtatot  All  Dagger  with  the  other. 
Hid.  Up,  sir,  for  here  thou  halt  no  inheritance 

left.** 
Son.  O,  what  will  you  do,  father?  I  am  yotti^ 
white  boy. 

Hu$,  Thou  shalt  be  my  red  boy ;  take  that. 

[StHkethim, 
Son.  O,  you  hurt  me,  father. 
Hut.  My  eldest  beggar, 
Thou  shalt  not  lire  to  ask  an  usurer  bread ; 
To  cry  at  a  great  man's  gale;  6rfollov», 


Oootf  jrovr  Aefi0iii%  by  a  coach ;  BQ^  ttor  yoW  bio* 

ther: 
Tis  chahty  tb  braih  you. 
Son.  How  shall  I  learn,  now  my  bend's  broke? 
Hat.  Bleed,  bleed,  [Stakhm. 

Rather  than  beg.    Be  not  thy  name's  msgrace : 
Spurn  thou  thy  fbrttldes  first;  if  they  be  bate, 
Come,  vie#  thv  seciond  brtither's.    Fates!  toy 

children's  blood 
Shall  spin  itito  your  fisoes;  yon  shAll  see^ 
How  confidently  we  scorn  beg^ty ! 

lExUjtiihkiiSm 

SCENE  V.—A  Maid  ditcovered  wUk  a  CkUd 
in  her  arm$;  the  Mother  on  a  Comck  by  her^ 
aileep. 

Maid.  Sleep,  sweet  babe;  s6rro#  makes  % 

mother  sleep : 
It  bodes  small  good  when  heaviness  falls  to  deep. 
Hush,  pretty  boy;  thy  hopes  might  have  beoi 

better. 
Tis  lost  at  dice,  what  ancient  honour  won  t 
Hard,  when  the  father  plays  away  the  son  ! 
Nothing  but  Misery  serves  in  this  hoase  ;  '^ 
Ruin  and  desolation.    OIi ! 

£nler  Hutband^  with  his  Son,  bleeding. 

Hui.  Whore,  give  me  that  boy. 

[Strivei  with  her  fir  the  CMiU. 
Maid.  O  help,  help !  Out  alts !  murder,  mai^ 

dcr! 
JBTas.  Are  vou  gossiping,  you  pratiiig,  sturdy 

quean f 


^'  Whv  Ht  my  hairs  upon  my  cuned  head  f 

WiU  not  thh  poison  scatter  them  ?— Allading  to  the  effects  of  some  kiaii  of 
poison.  So  IB  LefcMferV  Commonwtalth  :  **  yet  was  be  like  to  have  lost  hb  life,  bat  escaped  in  the  ckd 
(being  yong)  with  the  lone  oaely  of  hii  Aafr«."  Tke  author  is  here  speaking  of  a  page  who  had  tasied  a 
liotion  prepared  by  Leirester  for  the  earl  of  Essex. — hTBBVsas. 

■^  And  maico  him  give. — Loatker  wkca  stretched  is  said  to  ^tw.— Malovb. 

'3  Divines  and  dying  ntm  may  talk  of  holly 
But  in  my  heart  hef  tevorot  iormenU  dmlU — Thai  ia  Rowers  Tamorhmes 

** the  restless  damned 

*<  (If  mai/Zief  lye  not)  watider  thus  in  hell.**— Steev bus. 

'^  /,  that  did  over  in  abundance  dwells 

For  me  to  wa^t  exctede  the  throee  ofholL-^The  sasse  aggravation  of  tk«  BiBe> 
ries  dccasioned  by  unexpected  poverty,  is  Introduced  in  Tlmon  t 

•<  But  iayself, 
**  That  had  the  world  as  my  confectioaary— ^ 

•«  I  to  bear  this 
**  That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  sufferance.**— Stbbtbhs* 

''  Ifedr  no  vitarde  nor  bugbean. — This  is  a  natuM  circamstanee.    The  ohMd  mistakes  tie  diitnfH— i 
of  real  ^assida,  for  grimaces  exhibited  only  with  a^sportive  intention  to  fright  kiai.-^tBBVBas.    ' 

■6  Up,  «ir,/or  here  tk^u  ktut  no  inheHtnnce  (e/^.— He  meass,  1  believe,  that  his  child  haVhig  i 
left  on  earth,  be  will  send  him  to  heaven.— Ma lo ice. 

'7  Nothing  but  Misejy  serves  in  tkie  Aotu^.— In  K.  Henry  Fill,  we  have  a  similar  pcnaalicalloA  & 

'<  And  Danger  itrvet  among  them.*'— SteevBIts. 
J8 
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HI  break  yo«r  okmoar  with  your  neck.    Down 

stairs; 
IWUe^twiible, headlong.    So:— 

[He  throws  her  down,  and  stabs  the 
ChUd. 
T1»  soreit  way  to  charm  a  woman's  tongue/' 
Is-break  her  neck:  a  politician  did  it'^* 
Stm,  Mother,  mother;  I  am  killed, mother ! 

[Wife  awakes. 
)  me  I  mv  chil- 


my  chil- 


Wifc  Ha,  who's  that  cried?— O  me 
di«n! 
Both,  both,  bloody,  bloody! 

[Catches  up  the  youngest  Child, 
Ems,  Strampetflet  go  the  boy ;  let  go  the  beg- 

W9«.  O  my  sweet  husband  ! 
fl«i.  Filth,  harlot 

KE.  0,  what  will  you  do,  dear  liusband  ? 
.  Give  me  the  Ustard. 
W^i/e.  Your  own  sweet  boy — 
Att.  There  are  too  many  beggars, 
^e.  Good  my  husband— 
Hus,  Dost  thou  prevent  nae  still  ? 


Wife.  O  God ! 

Hus.  Have  at  his  heart. 

[Stabs  at  the  Child  in  her  arms. 
Wife,  O,  my  dear  boy  ! 
Hus,  Brat,  thou  shalt  not  live  to  shame  thy 

house — 
Wife.  Oh  heaven! 

[She  is  hurt,  and  sinks  down, 
Hus.  And  perish  ! — Now  be  ^one : 
There's  whores  enough,  and  want  would  make 
thee  one. 

Enter  a  Servant, 

Ser,  O  sir,  what  deeds  are  these  ? 
Htts,  Base  slave,  my  vassal ! 


S2^J2^%d^.tt,have  un^^ 
Hus,  Tug  at  thy  mastcfr 


To  charm  a  wmak's  imtgue.-'-^o  liknce  her. — Malon  r. 
'^  BreMk  her  n«ck :  a  politicimt  did  it. — The  satire  in  this  passage  is  undoabtedly  personal.  The  poH- 
'Jcjo  alluded  to  was  queen  Elizabeth^  favourite,  the  earl  of  l^icester,  the  death  of  whose  first  wife  is 
thus  described  in  the  celebrated  libel  entitled  his  Commontotdlth.  This  work  is  attributed  to  Parsons  the 
Jmit,  though  sir  William  Cecil,  lord  Burleigh,  is  suspected  Of  bavii%;  furnished  his  materials.  It  was 
int  printed  abrosd  In  the  year  1664,  and  was  circulated  with  maliciou  industry  by  means  of  multiplied 
edition,  throughout  our  kingdom,  and  through  others  by  repeated  traaslationB  into  various  languages. 

*<  The  death  of  Leicester's  first  lady  and  wife.*' 

*'  For  first  his  lordship  bath  a  speciall  fortune,  that  when  he  desireth  any  woman^s  fovour,  then  what 
P^non  so  ever  standeth  In  his  way,  hath  the  luck  to  dye  quickly  for  the  flnishing  of  bis  desire.  As  for 
example,  when  hu  lordship  was  in  fhll  hope  to  marry  her  miyesty,  and  his  owne  wife  stood  in  his  light, 
»  he  supposed;  be  did  but  send  her  aside  to  the  house  of  his  servant  Forster  of  Cumner  by  Oxford, 
Vhoe  shortly  afler  she  had  the  chance  to  fall  from  a  poire  ofstairss^  and  to  to  breake  her  neck,  but  yet 
vithoat  hurting  of  her  hood  that  stood  upon  her  head  But  sir  Richard  Vamey,  who  by  commandment 
renained  with  her  that  day  alone,  with  one  man  onely,  and  had  sent  away  perforce  all  hier  servants  fh>m 
ker  to  a  market  two  miles  oif,  he  (I  say)  with  his  man,  can  tell  how  she  died,  which  man  being  taken  af- 
terward for  a  felony  in  the  marches  of  Wales,  and  ofi'ering  to  publish  the  manner  of  the  said  murder^  was 
Bade  away  privily  In  the  prison  :  and  sir  Richard  himself  dying  about  the  sane  time  in  London,  cried 
pUiottsly  and  blasphemed  God,  and  said  to  a  gentleman  of  worship  of  mine  acquaintance,  not  long  he- 
me his  death,  that  all  the  devib  in  hell  did  teare  him  in  pieces.  The  wife  also  of  Bald  Butler,  kinsman 
to  my  lord,  gave  out  the  whole  fact  a  little  before  her  death.  But  to  return  unto  my  purpose,  thb  was 
my  lord's  good  fertone  to  have  h'ls  wife  dye,  at  that  time  when  it  was  like  to  tunne  most  to  his  profit." 

When  this  book  was  republished  for  reasons  of  policy,  in  1041,  a  metrical  monologue,  called  Leicester's 
Okostf  was  appended  to  it,  and  there  likewise  the  same  ftict  b  recorded.  The  following  quotation  b 
tnm  a  more  perfect  and  ample  BIS.  copy  of  the  same  poem. 

'*  My  first  wife  she  fell  downe  a  pairs  ofstaires 
**  jind  brake  her  necke,  and  so  at  Conmore  dyed, 
**  Whibt  her  true  servants  led  with  small  afikires, 
"  Unto  a  fayre  at  Abbhigdon  did  ride; 
**  Thb  dbmall  happ  did  to  my  wife  betyde : 

*'  W  hether  ye  call  yt  chance  or  desthile, 

<<  Too  true  y  t  b,  she  did  untimely  dye.'* 

Lest  H  sboidd  be  oloected  to  the  probability  of  Shakespeiu^'s  having  written  the' Yorkshire  Tragedy, 
that  he  would  not,  on  account  of  hb  intlnmcy  with  the  friend  of  Essex,  have  treated  the  memory  of 
Leicesler  wHh  so  much  freedom,  let  me  add,  that  the  former  was  executed  in  1600,  and  our  author  was 
therefore  left  at  foil  liberty  to  adopt  the  common  sentiments  relative  to  this  great  but  profligate  stetes- 
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[Anontmotjs, 


Bus,  UtiveJ  no j^ys^tLJShtM  »y.. 

An^uv  tKen  the  dfTJI  ifrfit!tttJ[nTn  ThrnTrn 
ifttf.  O  villain !  now  1*11  tug  thee,  nowTIl  tear 
thee; 
Set  quick  spurs  to  my  vassal  ;^^  braise  biro^  tram- 
ple him. 
So;  I  think  thou  wile  not  follow  me  in  haste. 
My  horse  stands  ready  saddled.    Away,  away  ; 
Now  to  my  brat  at  nurse,  my  sucking  beggar : 
Fates !  1*11  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  yi Court  before  the  Hoiue. 

Enter  Hutband;  to  him  the  Matter  of  the  Col- 
lege, 

JJa$tp  Hpw  is  it  with  you,  sir? 
Methinks  you  look  of  a  distracted  colour. 

Hut.  Who,  1,  sir?  Tis  bpt  your  fancy. 
Please  you  wafk  in,  sir,  and  Tn  soon  resolve  you : 
I  want  one  small  part  to  make  up  the  sum. 
And  then  my  brother  shall  rest  satisfied. 

Matt.  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  it :  Sir,  111  attend 
you.  [Eieunt, 

SCENE  VII.— il  Ttoom  in  the  Houte. 
The  Wife,  Servant,  and  Children,  ditcooered. 

Ser,  Oh,  I  am  scarce  able  to  heave  up  myself, 
He  has  so  bruised  me  with  his  denlistupeight, 
And  torn  my  flesh  with  liis  blood-has^spur : 
A  man  before  of  easy  constitution. 
Till  now  hell  power  supplied,  to  bis  soul's  wrong : 
O  how  damnation  can  make  weak  men  strong ! 

Enter  the  Matter  of  the  College,  and  two  Ser* 
vantt, 

Ser,  Q  the  most  piteous  deedy  ^^  since  you 

camel 
Matt.  A  deadly  greeting !  Hath  be  summ*d  up 
these, 
fo  satisfy  his  brother?  Here's  another; 
And  hy  the  bleeding' infants,  the  dead  mother. 
Wife.  Oh!  oh! 


Matt.  Surgeons !  surgeon* !  she  recovers  life>-^ 
•One  of  his  men  all  faint  and  bloodied ! 

1  Ser.  Follow ;  our  murderous  master  has  took 
horse. 
To  kill  bis  child  at  nurse.    O,  follow  quickly. 

Mast,  I  am  the  readiest ;  it  shall  be  my  charge 
To  raisQ  the  town  upon  him.*' 

1  Ser.  Good  sir,  do  follow  him. 

[Exeiint  Matter,  and  two  Sertentt. 

Wife.  O  my  children ! 

1  Ser.  How  is  it  with  my  most  afflicted  iu»- 
tress? 

Wife.  Wh)r  do  I  now  recover  ?  Why  »ialf  live, 
To  see  my  children  bleed  before  mine  c^es? 
A  sight  able  to  kill  a  mother's  breast,  withoat 
An  executioner. — What,  art  thou  mangled  too? 

1  i$fr.  I^  thinking  to  prevent  what  his  quick 
mischiefs 
Had  80  soon  acted,  came  and  rushed  upon  him. 
We  struggled;  but  a  fouler  strength  than  ha 
Overthrew  me  with  bis  arms  ;^  then  did  be  braise 

me. 
And  rent  my  flesh,  and  robb'd  roe  of  my  hair; 
Like  a  man  mad  in  execution,*^ 
Made  me  unfit  to  rise  and  follow  him. 

And  stole^ away  hu manity  from  his  breastf 
T&  stay1i!s  Chlldieii,  pttl^WJg  tt  UlTBTWIfe, 
Amh^n  bis  8^mfWf 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Please  yon  to  leave  this  most  accorse^ 
place: 
A  surgeon  waits  within. 

W^e.  Willing  to  leave  it? 
nris  guilty  of  sweet  blood,  innocent  blood : 
Murder  has  took  this  chamber  with  foil  haods» 
^d  will  ne'er  out  as  long  as  the  bouse  stands. 

[EstuMt. 

SCENE  VllL^A  Highroad. 

Enter  Hutband.    HefaU*. 

Hut.  O  stumbling  jade !  The  spavio  overtiUi 
thee!  | 


«o now  rU  tear  thsef 

Set  quick  spurs  to  mjf  vattal,  &c.  Sp  i^fterwards  the  Servant  says. 

He  has 

• ^orn  my  flesh  with  his  blood-hasty  tpur. 

To  render  tbb  intelligible,  it  should  be  understood,  that  the  ancient  spurs  had  roweb  whose  poioli  voi 
more  than  an  inch  long,  with  Iceeq  broad  edges  lilie  daggers. — Pbrcy. 

^'  To  raise  the  town  vpon  Atm.~J  he  town  of  Calverly,  as  |  am  informed,  is  about  a  mile  froa  tb| 
Fpot  where  these  murders  were  committed. — Steevems. 

^'^  O'ertkrew  me  with  his  arms— 1.  e.  employed  his  arms  as  its  inslruroent,  or  agent. — SrEETBifs. 

^3  Like  a  man  mad  in  execution, — The  servant  means  to  compare  his  master  either  to  a  pertoa  wlM# 
rage  kindles  in  the  progress  of  its  gratification  $  or  to  a  madman  busied  in  the  commisslcm  of  ftaotic  ks^ 
barity. — Si  be  v  Elf  s. 
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The  6ftj  diseases  stop  thee !  ^ 
Qh,I  aim  sorely  bruised !  Plague  founder  thee ! 
Idou  ruo'st  at  ease  and  pleasure.  Heart  of  chance! 
To  throw  me  now,  withm  a  Qi^ht  o*  the  town, 
Id  such  plain  even  ground  too !  'Sfoot,  a  man 
May  dice  upcm  it,  and  throw  away  the  meadows. 
FdtbT  beast ! 

{Cry  tpithin.]  Follow,  follow,  follow. 

Hui,  Ha !  I  hear  sounds  of  men,  like  hue  and 
cry. 
Up,  op,  and  struggle  to  thy  horse ;  make  on ; 
Dupjitch  that  little  beggar,  and  all's  dune. 

[Cry  within.]  Here,  bere;  this  way,  this  way. 

uus.  At  my  back  ?  Oh, 
What  fate  have  I !  my  limbs  deny  me  go. 
My  will  is  l>ated ;  begi^ary  claims  a  part 

0  could  I  here  reach  to  the  infant's  heart? 

Enter  the  Master  of  the  CoUegey  three  OetitUr 
meny  and  Attendant^  with  halberds* 

AIL  Here, here;  yonder, yonder. 
Mast,  Unnatural,  flinty,  more  than  barbarous ! 
The  Scythians,  even  the  marble-hearted  FatiM, 
Could  not  have  ac^  more  remorseless  deeds, 
In  their  relentless  natures,  tlian  these  of  thine. 
Was  this  the  ansvjrer  I  lon^  waited  on  ? 
Tbe satisfaocioD  for  thy  (Misoned  brother? 
,  Hicf.  Why,  he  can  have  no  oiore  of  us  than  our 
'         skins,  *     ■     • . 

And  some  of  them  want  but  ddaing. 
1  Gent,  Great  sins  have  made  him  impudent. 
Mut,  He  has  shed  so  much  blood,  that  he  caii- 

not  blush. 
i  Oent.  Away  with  him ;  bear  him  to  the  jus- 
tice's. 
A  gentleman  of  worship  dwells  at  hand : 
There  shall  his  deeds  be  blazed. 

Hus.  Why  all  the  beher. 
My  glory  'tis  to  have  my  action  known ; 

1  grieve  for  nothing,  but  I  roiss'd  of  one. 

Mast.  There's  little  of  a  father  in  that  grief : 
Bear  him  away.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IX.— ^  Room  in  the  House  of  a  Magi- 

sttaU, 

Enter  a  Knight  and  three  Gentlemen, 

Knight.  Endangered  so  his  wife?  murdered  his 
children? 


1  Oent,  So  the  cry  goes. 

Knight.  .1  am  sornr  I  e'er  knew  him ; 
That  ever  he  took  life  and  natural  being 
From  such  an  honoured  stock,  and  fair  descent* 
Till  this  black  minute  without  stain  ot  blemish.^^ 

1  Gent.  Here  come  the  men. 

Enter  Master  of  the  College^  SfC,  with  the  Pri, 
sontr. 

Knifhi,  The  serpent  of  his  house  !  I  am  sorry 
For  this  time,  that  I  am  iu  place  of  justice.. 
Mast,  Please  you,  sir— 
Knight.  Do  not  repeat  it  twice ;  I  know  too 
much: 
Would  it  had  ne'er  been  thought  on  !  Sir,  I  bleed 
For  you. 

1  Gent,  Your  father's  sorrows  are  alive  in  me. 
What  made  you  show  such  monstrous  cruelty  ? 

.  Hus,  In  a  word,  sir,  I  have  consumed  all, 
played  away  long-acre ;  and  I  thought  it  the  cha- 
ritahlest  deed  I  could  do,  to  cozen  beggary,  aud 
knock  my  house  o'  the  head.  ^ 

Knight.  0,in  a  Cooler  blood  you  will  repent  it, 
Mus.  I  repent  now  that  one  ut  left  unkilled  ; 
My  brat  at  nurse.  1  would  full  fain  have  weaned 
him. 
Knight.  Well,  I  do  not  think,  but  in  to-mor- 
row's judgment. 
The  terror  will  sit  closer  to  your  soul. 
When  the  dread  thought  of  death  Remembers 

>    *  you  :  • 
To  {urther  which,  take  this  sad  voice  from  me, 
Never  was  act  played  more  unnaturally. 
Uiis.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Knight.  Go  lead  him  to  the  gnol : , 
Where  justice  claims  ail,  there  must  pity  fail. 
Hus.  Come,  come ;  away  with  me. 

[Exeunt  Husband,  SfC. 
Mast,  Sir,  you  deserve  the  worsliip  of  your 
place: 
Would  all  did  so  !  In  you  the  law  is  grace. 
Knight.  It  is  my  wish  it  should  be  so.— Ruin- 
ous man !. 
The  desolation  of  his  house,  the  blot 
Upon  his  predecessor's  honoured  nanoe  I, 
That  man  is  nearest  shame,  that  is  past  shame.  ^ 

[Exeunt. 


*^  Tkefi/tif  distases  slop  ihee  /— <*  Had  he  as  many  diseases  as  two  and  fifty  horses,'*  occors,  I  think.  So 
tbe  TtuUmg  of  a  SArrto.— Malone. 

There  is  an  old  book,  entitled  the  Fifty  Diseases  of  a  ftorte ;  by  Gervase  Markham.— Stbevkns. 
'  7*1//  this  black  minute  without  $tain  or  blemish, — U  should  seem  from  hrnce,  that  the  worthy  magis- 
trate was  the  only  person  in  the  neighbourhood  unacquainted  with  this  gentleman's  course  of  life,  or 
that  he  thought  his  preceding  extravagance,  and  inhumanity  to  his  wife,  was  no  disgruce  (o  his  family. 
The  fmher  1  proceed,  the  more  am  i  convinced,  that  our  little  drama  was  a  piece  ot  hasty  patchwork. 

OTBIVBNS. 

^  That  mam  is  nearest  shame,  that  is  past  shame, — The  compositor  perhaps  caught  this  word  from  tie 
^  of  the  liae.    The  author,  I  believe,  w  rote : 

That  man  is  nearest  sin,  that  is  past  sbame.— Mai^om £• 
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SCENE  X.'^Before  Caherly  Hall. 

Enter  Husband  guarded^  Master  of  the  College, 
Gentleimenf  and  Attendants. 

Hus,  I  am  right  against  my  Iu>ii8e,-^aeat  of  mj 
ancestors :  *' 
I  hear  my  wife's  ali?e,  but  much  endangered. 
Let  me  entreat  to  speak  with  her»  before 
The  prison  gripe  me. 

Hit  Wife  is  brought  in. 

Gent,  See,  here  she  comes  of  herself. 
Wife.  O  my  sweet  husband,  my  dear  distressed 
husband, 
Now  in  the  hands  of  unrelenting  laws, 
My  greatest  sorrow,  my  extremest  bleeding; 
Now  my  soul  bleeds. 

Hus,  How  now  ?  Kind  to  me  ?  Did  I  not  wound 
thee? 
Left  thee  for  dead? 

Wife.  Tut,  far,  far  greater  wounds  did  my 
breast  feel ; 
Unkindness  strikes  a  deeper  wound  than  steeL 
You  have  been  still  unkind  to  me. 

Hus.  Taiib,  and  so  I  think  I  have ; 
I  did  my  murders  roughly  out  of  hand. 
Desperate  and  sudden ;  but  thou  hast  devised 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  me :  thou  hast  g^ven  mine 

eyes 
Seven  wounds  apiece,  gjow  glides  the  Devil  from 

Departs  at  every  jomt ;  heaves  up  my  nwU. 
O  catch  him  torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented ! 
Bind  him' one  thousand  more,  you  blessed  angelsy 
In  that  pit  bottomless !  Let  him  not  rise 
To  make  men  act  unnatural  tragedies ; 
To  spread  into  a  father,  and  in  fury 
Make  him  his  children's  executioner; 
Murder  his  wife,  his  servants,  and  who  not ! — 
For  that  man's  dark,  where  heaven  is  quite  for- 
gotV 

Wife.  (T\nj  repentant  husband ! 

Hus.  O  my  dear  soul,  whom  I  too  much  have 
wroni^; 


[Ahontmovs. 


For  death  I  die,  and  for  this  have  I  longed. 

Wife.  Thou  should'st  not,  be  assured,  for  thesi 
faults  die. 
If  the  law  could  forgive  as  soon  as  1. 

iThe  two  Children  Imd  mt. 

Hus.  What  sight  is  yonder? 

Wife.  O,  our  two  bleeding  boyi. 
Laid  forth  upon  the  thresliold. 

Hus.  Here's  wei^t  enough  to  make  a  bevt- 
string  crack. 
O  were  it  lawful  that  your  pretty  souls 
Might  look  from  heaven  into  your  father^  em 
Then  should  you  see  the  penitent  glasses  melt, 
And  both  your  murders  snoot  npoo  my  cbeeb  L 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  i^ngeis'  laps. 
And  will  not  look  on  me,  who,  Toid  of  graoe^ 
Killed  you  in  beggvj. 

0  tbat  I  might  mv  wishes  now  attain  ! 

1  should  thai  wish  you  living  were  apia. 
Though  I  did  beg  with  you,  which  thing  I  fesied: 
Qt^Ltwasjly^fiBfiniMgmjK  Wfara? 


O!  woujd  j[0u 

That  vill  wiiQ~iijw»4jM»« 

mws, 
4niUyft.A|»rtwithj^ 

OM.  Come,  will  you  go? 

Hus.  ni  kiss  the  blood  I  spilt,  and  thenlllio: 
My  soul  is  bloodied,  well  may  my  lips  be  so.— 
Farewell, dear  wife;  now  thou  and  I  must  part; 
I  of  thy  wrongs  repent  me  with  my  heart. 

Wifk  O  stay !  thou  shalt  not  go. 

Hus.  That's  but  in  vain ;  j<yi  jy  it  mn^besfti 
Farewell  ye  bloody  ashes  of  my  bojrs ! 
My  punishments  are  their  eternal  jojs. 

And  tb$p,  ib&l ,  hf in  PW  PT^fPfTi  "^^  ""* 
"'^  i^Leedau  [Exeunt  HuAand  ^sdOfiteru 
Wife.  More  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  distress 

Than  former  sorrows  made  me. 
Mastf  O  kind  wife. 

Be  comforted ;  one  joy  is  yet  nnmurdered ; 

You  have  a  boy  at  norse;  jour  joy's  in  biro. 
Wife.  Dearer  than  all  is  my  poor  husbaocT' 
life. 


'^'^  lam  right  agahut  my  houses  seat  0/  my  ancestors :— I  an  told,  sacli  general  horror  was  inpirai  ^ 
the  fad  on  which  this  plav  it  founded,  that  the  mansion  of  Mr  Calverly  was  relinqidsbed  by  all  h»  rri»- 
tions,  and,  being  permitted  to  decay,  has  never  since  proved  the  residence  of  persons  of  fuhioo  or  n^sit, 
being  at  present  no  more  thao  a  fknn- house.  They  say  ako.  It  woold  be  difBcult  even  now  to  penas^ 
some  of  the  common  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  that  the  unfortunate  master  of  Calverly  Hallv- 
dcrwent  the  fate  of  Regulus,  and  was  rolled  down  the  hill  before  his  own  seat,  enclosed  in  a  barrel  stirk 
with  nails.  Such  is  one  of  the  stories  current  among  the  yeomanry  of  the  circunyaceat  villages;  wkctv 
it  is  likewise  added,  that  the  place  of  Mr  Calverly''s  interment  was  never  exactly  known,  several  coiv, 
supposed  to  be  filled  with  sand,  having  been  deposited  in  various  parishes,  that  his  remains  niglit  di^ 
the  pursuit  of  the  populace,  who  threatened  to  expose  them  to  public  infamy  on  a  gibbet.  Tbeyw^ 
imagined  however,  at  last,  to  have  been  clandestinely  conveyed  into  the  family  vault  In  Calveriy  cbarrb, 
where  the  bodies  of  his  children  lie ;  and  it  was  long  believed,  that  his  ghost^rode  every  night  «Hk 
dreadlbl  cries  through  the  adjoining  woods,  to  the  terror  of  ihotee  whose  business  compelled  them  to tn- 
vel  late  at  night,  or  early  in  the  morning. — I  have  related  all  tMsmixlute  of  truth  and  fiible«  asH  t# 
gain  an  opportunity  of  observing,  that  no  murders  were  ever  more  deeply  execrated,  or  bid  fairer  for  > 
lasting  remembrance.— Steevens. 
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Hea?en  ghre  my  bodj  strength,  which  is  yet  fkint 
With  mach  expense  of  blood,  and  1  will  kneel, 
Sue  for  his  life,  number  ap  all  my  friends 
To  plead  fur  pardon  for  my  dear  husband's  life. 
Mast.  Was  it  in  man  to  wound  so  kind  a  crea- 
tore? 


Ill  erer  praise  a  woman  for  thy  sake. 
I  must  return  with  grief;  my  answer's  set ; 
I  shall  bring  news  weighs  heavier  than  the  debt; 
Two  brothers,  one  in  bond  lies  overthrown^ 
This  on  a  deadlier  execution*       [Ereuni  <mme$. 


Concerning  this  play  I  have  not  been  able  to  form  any  decided  opinion.  The  arguments  pro- 
duced by  Mr  Steevens  in  support  of  its  authenticity,  appear  to  me  to  have  considerable  weight.  If 
its  datew^e  not  so  precisely  ascertained,  little  doubt  would  remain,  in  my  mind  at  least,  upon  the 
subject.  I  find  it,  however,  difficult  to  believe  that  Shakespeare  could  have  written  Macbeth^  King 
Lcar^  and  the  Yorkthire  Tragedy^  at  nearly  the  same  period. — Ma  lone. 

Tke  Yorkthire  Tragedy  hath  been  frequently  called  Shakspeare's  earliest  attempt  in  the  drama ; 
bat  most  certainly  it  was  not  written  by  our  poet  at  all.  The  fact  on  which  it  is  ouilt,  was  perp&^ 
trated  no  sooner  than  1605 ;  much  too  late  for  so  mean  a  performance  from  the  hand  of  Shakespeare. 
Faemer. 

Long  ago  was  it  observed  by  Dr  Johnson,  that  from  mere  inequality  in  works  of  imagination,  no- 
thing could  with  exactness  be  inferred ;  but  if  Dr  Farmer's  argument  be  allowed  to  operate  in  re>- 
spect  to  Shakespeare  on  this  occasion^  may  it  not  be  employed  hereafter  with  equal  force  in  regard 
to  Dry  den  and  Rowe?  It  will  surely  tend  to  prove,  that  the  author  of  Don  Sebastian  did  not  finish 
his  dramatic  career  with  so  moan  a  performance  as  Love  Triumphant,  or  that  the  despicable  Biter 
was  produced,  earlier  than  all  the  other  plays  by  the  same  hand,  as  much  as  that  Shakespeare  was  not 
the  writer  of  tlie  Yorkshire  Tragedy,  because  it  is  unworthy  of  his  ripened  genius  and  amended 
judgment. 

I  confess  I  have  always  regarded  this  little  drama  as  a  genuine  but  a  hasty  production  of  our  au- 
thor.^ Though  he  was  seldom  vi^lant  of  reputation  as  a  poet,  he  might  sometimes  have  been  at* 
tentive  to  gain  as  a  manager.  Laying  hold,  tnerefore,  on  the  popular  narrative^  of  this  "  bloody 
business,"  it  was  natural  enough  that  he  should  immediately  adapt  it  to  the  stage.  His  play,  indeed, 
has  all  the  marks  of  an  unpremeditated  composition.  As  fast  as  ideas  on  die  subject  presented 
themselves,  whether  clothed  in  verse  or  prose,  they  seem  to  have  been  thrown  on  paper,  without 
the  slightest  regard  to  method  or  uniformity  of  writing.  The  piece  was  probably  meant  for  repre- 
sentation no  longer  than  while  its  original  continued  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  audience ;  and  we 
therefore  find  the  corruptions  in  it  are  few,  being  proportioned  to  the  shortness  of  its  run.  Other 
reasons,  however,  may  be  assigned  for  the  appearance  of  a  tragedy  compressed  within  such  narrow 
limits.  Perhaps  it  was  contrived  as  a  prop  to  some  feeble,  or  as  a  supplement  to  some  scanty  per- 
formance;— was  produced  through  a  wish  to  join  with  three  particular  friends  in  the  entertainment 
of, a  single  afternoon  ; — or  was  only  intended  as  a  sketch  which  the  author  would  at  leisure  have 
trauitplanted  on  a  more  extensive  canvas.  It  is  possible,  also,  that  it  was  manufactured  out  of  some 
loose  unconnected  scenes,  attempted  in  the  infancy  of  Shakespeare's  art,^^  being  meant  by  him  to 
have  comprehended  the  whole  arcle  of  misfortunes  incident  to  an  unthinking  iMdon  Prodigal ;  ^\ 


^  It  was  not  only  printed  as  Shakespeare's,  but  is  entered  with  hit  name  on  the  Stationen*  Books,  See 
alM  the  c*iocideDces  between  bis  otker  plays  and  this,  which,  considering  its  size,  exhibits  as  many  as 
will  be  foMd  in  Perictet. 

^  Oo  the  I9tb  of  Jane  1605,  the  following  entry  was  made  on  the  books  of  the  Stationers'  Company  : 
*'  Tweo  oaDatnimll  marthers,  the  one  practised  by  Mr  Coverly  a  Yorkshire  gent,  nppon  bis  wife,  and 
happened  on  his-cbildrea  tbe  8Sd  of  April  1605.  The  other  practised  by  Mrs  Browne,  and  performed  by 
her  servant  upon  her  hosbaod,  who  in  Lent  last  were  executed  at  Berry  in  Soffolke.** 

A^o,  July  1606 :  **  A  ballad  of  a  lamentable  murther  done  in  Yorkesbire  by  a  gent,  nppon  2  of  hb 
•wae  children,  sore  wounding  his  wife  and  nurse:" 

Again,  Aonst  !i24, 1605 :  ^  The  Arraignement  and  Condempnacion  of  Mr  Calverly  at  Yorke  in  Au- 
g«t  16115.'* 

'^  The  frequent  mixture  of  rhyme  with  blank  verse,  may  serve  to  strengthen  this  supposition. 

^'  Tbe  hero  of  tbe  Yorkthire  Tragedy  first  enters  reflecting  on  the  fatal  throw  that  cost  him  the  small 
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and  as  tliit  intention  of  his  was  divulged  in  the  theatre  among  his  comrades,  it  might  prove  the  ret- 
son  whv  another  piece  with  the  same  title  was  afterwards  ascribed  to  him.  When  the  news  of  the 
Yorkshire  catastrophe  arrived  in  London,  he  might  have  been  tempted  to  accommodace  this  bis  early 
prolusion,  as  well  as  haste  would  permit  (tor  indeed  his  later  corrections  often  militate  against  bis 
original  plans^  to  the  particulars  of  another  story,  (as  Otway  has  since  converted  Rwneo  into  the 
yoanger  Mariut)  for  many  events  are  introduced  into  our  tragedy  which  form  no  part  of  tlie  tale,  as 
1  received  it  from  a  person  who  heard  it  frequently  related  in  the  paiish  where  the  hero  of  it  lired. 
Hence  the  incongruity  of  the  beginning,  &c.  with  all  the  rest,  and  the  accumulation  of  incidents  nei- 
ther to  be  found  in  Stowe's  Continuator,  or  the  ballads  of  the  age,  which  usually  confined  themselves 
within  the  bounds  of  circumstantiality  and  truth.  Ye(  whatever  was  its  origin  or  mode  of  constroo- 
tion,  though  by  no  means  one  of  our  author's  most  powerful  effusions,  it  rs  still  entitled  to  better 
treatment  than  it  has  hitherto  met  with  from  its  various  editors.  If,  on  the  whole,  it  has  less  poeti- 
cal merit  than  some  of  the  serious  dialogues  in  the  Midsummer  Night^s  Dream^  or  Lovers  Labour  t 
jAUt^  it  has  surely  as  much  of  nature  as  will  be  discovered  in  many  parts  of  these  desultory  dramas. 
Murder,  which  appears  ridiculous  in  TUu9  Andronicut^  has  its  pro^r  effect  in  tbe  Torkskirt  2V«- 
gedy ;  and  the  command  this  little  piece  may  claim  over  the  passions  will  be  found  to  equal  an^ 
our  author  has  vested  in  the  ittigxc  divisions  of  Troilui  and  Cremdoy—l  had  almost  »{d  in  King 
Richard  the  Second,  which  critics  may  applaud,  though  the  successive  audiences  of  more  than  a  cen- 
tury have  respectfully  slumbered  over  it  as  often  as  it  has  appeared  on  the  stage.  Mr  Garrtck  bad 
once,  resolved  on  its  revival ;  but  his  good  sense  at  last  overpowered  his  ambition  to  raise  it  to  the 
dignity  of  the  acting  list.  Yet  our  late  lloscius*s  chief  cxpecutions  from  it,  as  he  himself  confessed, 
would  have  been  founded  on  scenery  displaying  the  magnificence  of  odr  ancient  barriers. — To  return 
to  my  subject;— this  tragedy  in  miniature,  (exhibiting  at  leant  three  of  the  characteristics  of  Shake- 
speare, I  mean  his  quibbles,  his  facility  of  ni^re,  and  his  struggles  to  introduce  comic  ideas  into  tra- 
gic situations)  appears  at  present  before  the  reader  with  every  advantage  that  a  careful  comparison 
of  copies,  and  attf^ntion  to  obscurities,  could  bestow  on  it ;  and  yet  a'mbng  the  slight  outlines  of  oar 
theatrical  Raphael,  and  not  amon?  his  finished  paintings,  can  it  expect  to  maintain  a  place. 

The  Companion  to  the  Playhouse,  however,  informs  us,  that  the  late  Mr  Aaron  Hill  has  founded 
on  it  '^  a  very  beautiful  piece  of  one  act,  entitled.  Fatal  Extravagance!*  It  was  represented,  if  not 
published,  in  1720,  under  the  name  of  Joseph  Mitchell ;  an  unfortunate  though  an  amiable  man,  who 
was  then  in*  need  of  pecuniary  assistance.  I  have  never  met  with  this  pn«duction ;  but  addition^ 
respect  is  surely  due  to  the  plot  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy,  since  if  has  been  adopted  by  the  transla- 
tor of  Merope  and  Zayre,  who  possessed  no  common  share  of  dramatic  sagacity,  and  has  tlie  merit  of 
being  the  first  who  showed  our  theatrical  adventurers  llie  way  into  the  treasury  of  Voltaire,  Mr  Hill, 
however,  was  not,  like  some  of  his  successors,  a  boi  rower  vrithout  acknowledgment,  or  a  copier  who 
had  produced  no  originals. 

As  the  ability  and  erudition  displayed  by  Mr  Malone  in  the  publication  of  the  preceding  plays,  can- 
not fail  to  obtain  for  them  a  greater  nnmber  of  readers  than  they  have  hitherto  met  with,  perhaps  this 
is  no  improper  time  to  suggest  an  inquiry,  how  it  happened,  that  the  name  of  Shakespeare  should  be 
prefixed  to  five  dramas  of  discordant  styles,  and  inconsiderable  merit,  rather  thaij  to  as  many  others 
npproaching  nearer  to  his  own  language,  and  not  altogether  so  much  beneath  his  acknowledged  ex- 
cellence. The  scanty  light  1  can  throw  on  this  mntier,  is,  by  supposing  that  our  author  had  casually 
mentioned  a  future  design  of  adopting  suljecis  siniilar  to  those  ol  Locrine,  the  Puritan^  &c. ;  and  was 
afterwards  known  to  have  been  instrunjental  m  bringing  pieces  with  such  titles  oil  the  stage  ;• 


remains  of  his  fortane.    Concerning  this  too  he  expresses  himself  as  of  a  receof  calamity,  an  occmreBce 
that  bad  happened  inmiediately  before  his  appearance  on  the  scene. 

Pox  0*  the  tost  throw,  &c. 

Here  Mr  Malone  observes,  that,  being  jost  returned  from  London  into  the  country,  the  circmiKtaBce 
which  occasioned  his  final  loss  might  yet  be  uppermost  in  his  mind.  I  am  still  however  Influeoced  by 
the  suspicion  1  have  already  encouraged ;  for,  considering  the  state  of  roads  a  century  and  a  half  mgg, 
our  hero  could  not  have  reached  his  seat  at  Culverly  in  less  than  six  or  eight  days  i  and,  before  tbat  time 
was  elapsed,  it  is  natural  to  conceive,  that  all  his  recollection  of  the  particulars  of  loss  mast  ba^e  cWea 
way  to  the  single  overwhelming  idea  of  hopeless  misery  and  decisive  ruin. 

If,  as  Mr  Malone  observes,  this  couple  were  just  arrived  from  the  metropolis,  bow  happened  it  thai 
no  application  was  made  by  the  wife  (as  soon  as  her  husband  was  beggared  by  gaming)  to  ber  uncle  wIm 
resided  in  London  ?  Vfas  It  necessary  for  her  to  travel  down  into  Yorkshire,  only  that  she  mi^t  raters 
to  town,  and  then  go  back  again  ?  1  am  more  and  more  confirmed  in  my  former  belief,  that  thu  play  was 
hastily  and  carelessly  constructed  with  heterogeneous  mateilals. 
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that  he  recommencled  some  trivial  alterations  in  them  while  they  were  vet  in  rehearsal ;— or  that  their 
real  owners  being  carefaUj  concealed,  these  productions  were  imputed  to  him  as  to  one  whose  repu- 
tation was  best  able  to  promote  their  sale,  or  support  their  credit  with  an  aodience.  The  necessity  of 
sheltering  the  plays  of  unpopular  poets  under  borrowed  names,  was,  I  believe,  at  that  period  unknown^ 
as  well  as  the  more  maliciouspractice  of  fathering  unsuccessful  scenes  on  persons  by  whom  they  were 
never  written.  Neither  was  it  then  customarv  (as  since)  for  distinguished  authors  to  lend  or  sefl  their 
names,  or  to  permit  (like  some  Italian  artists)  the  scholar  to  vend  his  paintings  for  those  of  the  mas* 
ter.  It  seems,  however,  that  it  was  not  unusual  for  booksellers  to  issue  out  the  works  of  one  man 
under  the  nominal  sanction  of  another.  He^wood,  in  his  preface  to  the  Brofsen  Age,  complains,  that 
a  noted  pedagogue  had  impudently  stolen  from  him  certain  versions  of  Ovid,  and  published  them  as 
his  own.  Shirley  likewise  claims  a  play  which  was  sent  into  the  world  as  Fletcher^s*^^  I  know  in- 
deed that  our  ancient  stationers  were  not  very  scrupulous  in  this  particular.'^  Anticipated  by  their 
rivals  in  procuring  copies  of  some  of  Shakespeare's  genuine  labours,  by  way  of  retaliation  they  might 
have  placed  his  name  before  the  next  tragedies  or  comedies  that  fell  into  their  hands.  Part  of  this 
indeed  is  but  conjecture.  I  have  merely  started  the  subject,  and  leave  it  to  be  pursued  by  literary 
antiquarians,  whose  saf^city  and  experience  are  P^^fttcr  than  mine ;  repeating  only,  that  Locrine  and 
the  Puritan  were  possibly  the  works  of  two  different  academics ;  that  Ol£:<utU  and  Cromwell  (as 
Br  Farmer  observes)  might  be  ranked  amon^  the  ahnost  innumerable  dramas  of  Uevwood ;  and 
that  the  Prodigal,  having  nothing  characteristic  in  its  composition,  may,  with  eonal  likelihood,  be 
ascribed  to  a  pen  distinct  from  all  the  rest  Here,  however,  I  shoald  observe,  that  Locrine,  Cromwell^ 
and  the  Puritan,  were  not  publicly  ascribed  to  our  author  nil  the  appearance  of  the  folio  in  1664. 
What  has  been  previously  urged  with  r^If^tion  tQ  the  Two  ^oble  Kinsmen,  Pericles,  and  the  York- 
shire Tragedy,  is  submitted  to  every  reader  with  that  total  diffidence  which  should  always  accompa- 
ny imperfect  knowledge,  and  would  by  no  means  disgrace  even  opinions  built  on  more  solid  grounds 
than  those  of  bare  probability. 

I  cannot  conclude  this  note  without  observing,  how  fortunate  a  circumstance  it  is  for  any  socie- 
tj,  and  especially  for  one  immediately  subservient  to  learning,  whep  an  intelligent  man  is  placed  by 
the  chance  of  rotation  at  its  head.  To  the  careful  researches  and  liberal  curiositjr  of  Mr  Lockyer 
Davis,  the  present  Master  of  the  Stationers'  Company,  we  owe  a  recent  discovery  of  the  greater  part 
of  the  first  volume  of  their  records,  which  was  long  supposed  to  have  been  lost  through  negligence, 
or  to  have  been  destroyed  in  the  fire  of  London.  The  numberless  dates  of  our  earliest  intenudes, 
plays,  ballads,  &c.  which  will  hereafter  be  ascertained  by  the  aid  of  these  annals,  cannot  fail  to  rank 
the  name  of  the  gentleman  already  mentioned  among  those  of  the  best  benefactors  to  the  history  of 
ancient  English  literature.  Many  of  our  critical  or  biographical  performances  may  also  in  time  to 
come  be  indebted  to  the  warmth  of  his  zeal,  and  the  success  of  his  investigations.  At  least  I  am 
sure,  that  the  labour  of  turning  over  the  memoirs  which  he  has  rescued  from  oblivion,  will  be  consi- 
derably alleviated,  should  his  successors  entrust  them  to  future  authors,  with  a  readiness  and  polite- 
ness like  his  own«— Steev^vs. 


^^  These  particulars  escape^  me  till  after  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare  was  printed  off.  See  note  on 
Pericles,  p,  176. 

''  I  affirm  this  on  repeated  Inspection  of  their  books,  in  which  both  their  fk'eqaent  frauds  and  Invasions 
of  each  other's  property,  and  their  respective  fines  on  discovery,  are  minutely  recorded.  The  names  of 
ei^ht  of  the  printers  of  the  quarto  editiom  of  our  author's  plays,  appear  on  the  list  of  these  delinquents. 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


THB 


PINNER  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


The  author  ofthU  TUy  %$  unknown.  Philips  and  Wimtunley  utcribe  it  to  John  He^fwooi,  outhar 
tf  the  Four  Ps,  and  other  pieces  which  bear  not  the  least  resemblance  to  the  present  perforwmnet. 
The  storvon  which  it  is  grounded  seems  to  have  its  foundation  in  the  particular  traditions  rf  the 
town  of  Wakefield :  that  part  which  relates  to  Robin  Hood  is  contained  in  one  o/*  the  popular  Bel- 
hds  concerninc^  that  celebrated  outlaw^  printed  in  the  first  volume  of  Evan's  Collection  of  Old  Bal« 
bd9>/i.  99,    Ttiis  Ballad  is  mentioned  by  Drayton^  in  his  Polj-olbioOy  Song  the  I\K>entieth'-eighth : 

*^  It  cbaaccd  sbe  in  her  conne  on  Kirkbey  cast  ber  eye»' 

Wkere  merry  Robin  Hood,  that  honest  thief,  doth  liei 

Beholding  fitly  too  before  how  Wakefield  stood. 

She  doth  not  only  think  of  lusty  Robin  Hood, 

But  of  his  merry  man,  the  Pindar  of  the  town 

Of  Wakefield,  George  a  Green,  whose  fames  so  far  are  blown 

For  their  so  taliant  fight,  that  every  free  man's  song 

Can  tcU  yon  of  the  same,  quoth  she  be  talk*d  on  long. 

For  ye  were  merry  lads,  and  those  were  merry  days ;"  &c« 

And  Richard  Braithaaite,  in  the  Strappado  for  the  Devil,  1615,  Bvo.  p„  1?03,  $mfS  i 

*'  At  least  SBch  places  labour  to  make  known. 

As  tonaer  times  have  honoured  with  renown* - 

So  by  thy  true  relation  *t  may  appear 

They  are  no  others  now,  than  as  they  were 

£Ter  esteem'd  by  auntieot  times  records, 

Which  shaU  be  shadow'd  briefly  in  few  words. 

The  fint  whereof  that  I  intend  to  show. 

Is  merry  Wakefield,  and  her  Pindar  too  s 

Which  Fame  hath  blaz'd  with  all  that  did  beloi^. 

Unto  that  Towne  in  many  gladsome  song : 

The  Pindar's  valour,  and  how  firm  he  stood 

In  the  Townes  defence,  *gainst  the  rebel  Robin  Hood  ; 

How  stoutly  he  behaved  himselfe,  and  would. 

In  spite  of  Kobin  bring  his  horse  to  th*  fold  i 

His  many  Maygames  which  were  to  be  seene, 

Yeerely  presented  upon  Wakefield  greene, 

Where  lovely  Jmgge^  and  lustie  Tib  would  go. 


To  see  Tom  Uvefy  tume  upon  the  toe; 

Bob^  Lobf  and  Crowde  the  fidler  would  be  there. 

And  many  more  I  will  not  speake  of  here  t 
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trood  God  I  how  glad  hath  been  this  hart  of  mioe, 
To  see  that  towoe,  which  hath  in  former  time 
So  flourish 'd  and  so  gloried  in  her  name, 
Famous  b>  tlie  Pindar  who  first  raised  the  same ; 
Yea,  I  have  paced  ore  that  greene  and  ore, 
And  th*  more  I  saw't,  I  tooke  delight  the  more ; 
For  where  we  talce  contentment  in  a  place, 
A  whole  daies  wailee  seemes  as  a  cinqae  pace. 
Unto  thy  taslie,  my  mose,  and  now  malie  knowoe 
The  jolly  shoo- maker  of  Bradford  towne,  ' 

lifs  gentle  craft  so  raised  in  former  time, 
By  princely  joamey-men  his  discipline. 
Where  he  was  wont  with  passengers  to  quafie. 
Bat  suffer  none  to  carry  up  their  staffe 
Upon  their  shoulders,  whilst  they  past  through  town. 
For  if  they  did,  he  soon  should  beat  them  downe. 
(So  valiant  was  the  Souter),  and  from  hence, 
'Twixt  Hobin  Hood  and  him  grew  th'  difference  i 
AVhich,  cause  it  is  by  most  stage  poets  writ. 
For  brevity,  I  thought  good  to  omit.'* 


DRAMAllfe    PERSONS 


Edward,  King  (^  England. 
James,  King  of  Scotland, 
Earl  of  Kendall. 
Lord  Warwick. 
Lord  Bon  FIELD. 
Lord  Humes. 
Sir  Gilbert  Armstrong. 
Sir  Nicholas  Mannerinq. 
George  a  Greene. 
Old  Musgrove. 
Young  CuDDiE,  hit  Sm. 
Mr  Grime. 


Bettris,  hit  Daughter* 

B^BiN  Hood. 

Jen  kin,  a  Clown, 

Wily, 

Much,  the  MilkrU  Son. 

Maid  Marion. 

Scarlet. 

A  Juttice. 

A  Towntman. 

John. 

Jane  a  Barley. 

A  Shoemaker,  Soldierty  Mettengert,  &c 


THE 

PINNER  1  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


Enter  the  Enr^  ^Kendall,  with  him  the  Lord 
BoNFiEi'Dy  iSir  Gilbert  Armstrong,  and 
John. 

Ken,  Welcome  to  Bradford,  martial  gentlemen, 
Lord  Bonfield,  and  sir  Gilbert  Armstrong  both. 


And  all  my  troops,  even  to  my  basest  groom, 
Courage  and  welcome ;  for  tlie  day  is  ours. 
Our  cause  is  good,  it  is  for  the  lanas  avail  : 
Then  let  us  f^ht  and  die  for  England's  good. 

Ornnet,  We  will,  my  lord. 

Ken.  As  I  am  Henry  Momford,  Kendall's  earl, 


■  Ptuner,  or  Pindar  ;— The  keeper  of  the  Pinfolds  belonging  to  the  common  fields  about  Wakefield. 
JiuiUtt,  in  bis  Etymohgicon,  voce  Pende,  says :  <*  Pende  Includere  ch.  ab  A.  S.  penoan  pyodan  idem  sig- 
nMcaote.  **  Hue  pinder  pinner.  Qai  flecora  ultra  fiaes  ▼agantia  septo  indudit.'*  Mr  Steevens  obienres, 
that  the  figure  of  this  rustic  hero  is  still  preserved  on  a  sign  at  the  bottom  of  GrayViiin*Lane« 


YOL.  !• 
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^  GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[AllONTMOUg. 


You  honour  me  with  this  assent  of  yoors; 

^  And  here  upon  my  sword  I  make  protest. 

For  to  relieve  the  poor,  or  die  myself. 

And  know,  my  lords,  that  James,  the  kinc  of  Scots, 

Wars  hard  upon  the  borders  of  thb  land : 

Here  is  his  post ;  say,  John  Taylor, 

What  news  with  king  James  ? 

John.  War,  my  lord,  I  tell ;  and  good  news  I 
trow; 
For  king  Jain^  vows  to  meet  you  the  twenty-sixth 
Of  this  montl^  God  willing ;  marry  doth  he,  sir. 

Ken,  My  friends,  you  see  what  we  have  to  win. 
Well,  John,  commend  me  to  king  James,  and  tell 

Mm, 
I  will  meet  htm  the  twenty-sixth  of  this  month, 
And  all  the  rest;  and  so  farewell.    [Exit  John. 
Bonfield,  why  stand'st  thou  as  a  man  m  dumps  ? 
Courage;  for  if  I  win,  Fll  make  thee  duke. 
I  Henry  Momford  will  be  kins  myself. 
And  I  will  make  thee  duke  of  LaiK»ster, 
And  Gilbert  Armstrong  lord  of  Doncaster. 

JBofi.  Nothing,  my  lord,  makes  me  amazed  at  all, 
But  that  our  soldiers  find  our  victuals  scant 
We  must  make  havock  of  those  country  swains  ; 
For  so  will  the  rest  tremble  and  be  afraid, 
And  humbly  send  provision  to  your  camp. 

Gii,  My  lord  Bonfield  gives  good  advice ; 
They  make  a  scorn  and  stand  upon  the  king : 
So  what  is  brought  is  sent  from  them  perforce ; 
Ask  Mannering  else. 

Ken,  What  sayest  thou,  Mannering? 

Man,  When  as  I  shewed  your  high  commission, 
Tliey  made  this  answer. 
Only  to  send  provision  for  your  horses. 

Ken,  Well,  hie  thee  to  Wakefield,  bid  the  town 
To  send  me  all  provision  that  I  want; 
Lest  I,  like  martial  Tamberlaine,  lay  waste 
Their  bordering  countries,  leaving  none 
Alive  that  contradicts  my  commission. 

Man,  Let  me  alone,  my  lord,  FU  make  them 
Vail  their  plumes;  for  whosoever  he  lie. 
The  proudest  knight,  or  justice,  or  other,  that 

r'nsayeth 
,  I  clap  him  fast,  to  make  the  test  to 
fear. 
Ken,  Do  so,  Nick  !  hie  thee  thither  presently. 
And  let  us  hear  of  thee  to-morrow. 
Man,  Will  you  not  remove,  my  lord  ? 
Ken,  No,  I  will  lie  at  Bradford  all  this  night. 
And  aH  the  next    Come,  Bonfield,  let«w  go, 
And  listen  out  some  bonny  lasses  here. 

[Exeunt, 


Enter  ike  Juttice^  a  Tbanumm,  Geoeos  a 
Greens,  and  Sir  Nicholas  Manvxaiiio, 
with  hi$  commistioH. 

Just,  M.  Mannering,  stand  aside,  whilst  wc 
confer 
What  is  best  to  do,  townsmen  of  Wakefield : 
The  earl  of  Kendall  here  hath  sent  for  Tictoili; 
And  in  aiding  him,  we  shew  ourselves 
No  less  than  traitors  to  the  king ; 
Therefore  let  me  bear,  townsmen. 
What  is  your  consents. 

Towns,  Even  as  you  please,  we  are  all  oontent 

Just.  Then  M.  Mannering  we  are  resolved 

Man,  As  how  ? 

Just,  Marry,  sir,  thus. 
We  will  send  the  earl  of  Kendall  no  victnali^ 
Because  he  is  a  traitor  to  the  king, 
And  in  aiding  him  we  shew  ourselves  no  less. 

Man.  Why,  men  of  Wakefield,  are  you  wazeu 
"  mad, 

Tliat  present  danger  cannot  whet  your  wits, 
\||8ely  to  make  provision  of  yourselves  ? 
The  earl  is  thirty  thousand  men  strong  in  power, 
And  what  town  soever  him  resist. 
He  lays  it  flat  and  level  with  the  ground : 
Yc  silly  men,  you  seek  your  own  oecajr : 
Therefore  send  my  lord  such  provision  as  be 

*•      wants, 
So  he  will  spare  your  town,  and  come  no  nearer 
Wakefield  than  he  is. 

Just.  Master  Mannering,  you  have  your  answer ; 
You  may  be  gone. 

Man.  Well,  Woodroffe,  for  so  I  guess  is  tbj 
name, 
Fll  make  thee  curse  tfiy  ^  overthwart  denial ; 
And  all  that  sit  upon  the  bench  this  day 
Shall  rue  the  hour  they  have  withstood  my  lord's 
Commission. 

Just,  Do  thy  worst,  we  fear  thee  not 

Man,  See  you  these  seals  f  before  yon  pass  the 
town, 
I  will  have  all  things  my  lord  doth  want. 
In  spite  of  you. 

Oeo,  Proud  dapper  Jack,  vail  bonnet  to  tiie 
bench 
That  represents  the  person  of  the  king ; 
Or,  sirrah,  I'll  lay  thy  head  before  thy  feet 

Man.  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 

Geo.  Why,  I  am  George  a  Greeny 
True  liegeman  to  my  king, 
Who  scorns  that  men  of  such  esteem  as  Uicsc^ 


^  Ana  here  upon  my  iyoerd  I  make  protest :— It  was  formerly  £ommoD  to  swear  upon  the  sword  ;  that  is, 
upon  the  cross  which  the  4>ld  swords  always  had  upon  the  hilt.  Of  this  custom  many  lostances  are  qaoSei 
by  Dr  Farmer  and  Mr  Bteevens,  in  their  Notes  on  Hamlet,  A.  1.  S.  A. 

Again,  in  Your  five  Oallants,  by  Middletoo,  A.  4  :— **  Sweare  on  this  sword  then  to  set  spars  to  yotf 
hone,  not  to  looke  bacV,  to  g^lve  no  markes  to  any  passenger." 

3  Overthwart  denial  :-^So  io  Erasmui's  Praiu  of  Folic,  l&49«  S«gn.  C  8  :  "  »  hot  when  the  Gads  ait 
sette  at  bankctte,  he  plaieth  the  jester,  now  wyth  hys  lymphaakynge,  now  with  hb  skofiage,  mndmow 
with  bis  overthwarte  woords  to  provoke  them  ajj  to  laughter.'* 

EuphusM  an^  his  EngUmd^  p.  57 : — "  As  one  to  young  to  underrtande,  or  obstinate  to  overthwart^'' 

a 
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^SinouM  brook  the  braves  of  any  traitorous  squire. 
Yoa  of  the  l)encb,  and  jou  my  fellow- friends, 
Kdghbotirs,  we  subjects  all  unto  the  kine ; 
We  are  English  t!oni,  and  therefore  Edward's 

friends, 
Vow'd  onto  him,  even  in  our  mothers*  womb, 
Oar  minds  to  Ood,  our  hearts  unto  our  king ; 
Oar  wealth,  our  homage,  and  our  carcases. 
Be  all  king  Edward's.    Then,  sirrah,  we  have 
Nothing  left  for  traitors,  but  our  swords, 
Whetted  to  bathe  them  in  your  bloods, 
ylad  die  apinst  you,  before  we  send  you  any 
victuals. 
Jutt.  Well  spoken,  Creorge  a  Greene  ! 
7hwnt,Fny  let  George  a  Greene  speak  for  us. 
Geo,  Sirrah,  you  get  no  victuals  here. 
Not  if  a  hoof  of  beef  would  save  your  lives. 
Man,  Fellow,  I  stand  amazed  aC  thy  presump- 
tion. 
Why,  what  art  thou  that  darest  gainsay  my  lord, 
Knowing  his  mighty  puissance  and  his  stroke  ? 
Why,  my  friend,  I  come  not  barely  of  myself^ 
For  see,  I  have  a  large  commission. 
Geo.  Let  me  see  it,  sirrah.    Whose  seals  be 

these? 
Ifdii.  This  is  the  earl  of  Kendall's  seal  at  arms ; 
This  lord  Chamel  BonHeld's; 
And  tins  ar  Gilbert  Armstrong's.  ^ 

Geo,  I  tell  thee,  sirrah,  did  good  king  Edward's 
son 
Seal  a  commission  ajpainst  the  king  his  father, 
Thai  would  I  tear  it  in  despite  of  him, 

[  He  tears  the  commission. 
Being  traitor  to  my  sovereign, 
ifoo.  What !  hast  thou  torn  my  lord's  com- 
mission? 
Thou  shalt  rue  it,  and  so  shall  all  Wakefield. 
Geo,  What,  are*  you  in  choler  ?  I  will  give  you 
pills 
To  cool  your  stomach.    Seest  thou  these  seals  ^ 
Kow,  by  my  father's  soul,  which  was  a  yeoman^ 
When  be  was  alive,  ^  eat  them,  or  eat 
My  dagger's  point,  proud  squire. 
Man,  But  thou  doest  but  je4t»  I  hope  ? 
Geo.  Sure  that  shall  you  see,  before  we  two 

pare 
Mm.  Well,  and   there  be  no  remedy^  so 
George,— 
One  is  gon^ ;  I  pray  thee,  no  more  now. 
Geo.  O  sir,  if  one  be  good,  the  others  cannot 
hurt.*^ 
So,  HTi  now  you  may  go  tell  the  ^arl  of  Kendall, 


Although  I  have  rent  his  large  commission, 

Yet  of  curtesy  I  have  sent  all  his  seals 

Back  again  by  you. 

Man.  Well,  sir,  I  will  do  your  errand.    [Exit, 
Geo.  Now  let  him  tell  his  lord,  that  be  haih 

Spoke  with  George  a  Greene,  right  Pinner 

Of  merry  Wakefield  town,  that  hath  physic  for  a 
fool. 

Pills  for  a  traitor  that  doth  wrong  his  sovereign. 

Are  you  content  with  this  that  I  have  done  ? 
Just.  Ay,  content,  George ; 

For  highly  hast  thou  honour'd  Wakefield  town. 

In  cutting  of  proud  Mannering  so  short. 

Come,  thou  shalt  be  my  welcome  guest  to-day ; 

For  well  thou  hast  deserved  reward  and  favour. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  old  Musgrove,  and  young  CuDbiE, 
his  Son. 

Cuddie.  Now,  gentle  father,  list  unto  thv  son. 
And  for  my  mother's  love,  that  erst  was  blytlie 
And  bonny  in  thine  eye,  grant  one  petition 
That  I  shall  demand. 

Old  Mus.  What  b  that,  my  Cuddie? 

Cuddie.  Father,  you  know 
The  ancient  enmit^of  late  between  the  Musgroves 
And  the  wily  Scots,  whereof  they  have  oath. 
Not  to  leave  one  alive  thai  ^  strides  a  launce. 
O  father,  you  are  old,  and  waining  age  unto  the 

grave: 
Old  William  Musgrove,  which  whilom  was  thought 
The  bravest  horseman  in  all  Westmorland, 
Is  weak,  and  forced  to  stay  his  arm  upon  a  sta£^ 
That  ^  erst  could  wield  a  launce. 
Then,  gentle  father,  resign  the  hold  tome; 
Give  arms  to  youth,  and  honour  unto  age. 

Mus.  Avaunt,  false-hearted  boy !  my  joints  do 
quake 
Even  with  anguish  of  thy  very  words. 
Hath  William  Muserove  seen  an  hundred  years  ? 
Have  I  l^en  feared  and  dreaded  of  the  Scots, 
That,  when  they  heard  my  name  in  any  road, 
They  fled  away,  and  posted  thence  amain  ? 
No,  Cuddie^  no :  thus  resolve  I, . 
Here  have  I  lived,  and  here  will  Musgrove  die. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Lord  Boy  field.  Sir  Gilbert  Arm- 
strong, M.  Grim^  md  Bettris  his  Daugh* 
ter, 

BoT^,  Now,  gentle  Grime,  god  a  mercy  for  ou9 
good  cheer, 


^  Eat  them^  &c. — This  incident  bears  so  near  a  resemblance  to  a  story  related  of  Robert  Greene,  that 
it  probably  was  taken  from  it.  **  Had  he  lived,  Gabriel,  and  thou  ihonldat  so  unartificlally  and  odl- 
ooily  libelled  agaiut  him  as  thou  hast  done,  he  would  have  the^  ai^  example  of  ignominy  to  all  ages  that 
are  to  come,  and  driven  thee  to  eate  tky  inme  booke  bwtteridf  as  J  same  Aim  tMke  an  appariter  one*  inatm* 
vera  eate  his  citation^  waxe  and  all,  very  ha/idsomtljf  ssrv'd  twtxt  two  dishes." 

1<I49B>  jipologie  of  Pierce  PennelessBf  4to.  1503. 

In  the  Play  of  Sir  John  Oldcastle^  the  Sumner  Is  compelled  to  eat  his  citation  in  like  manner. 

'  Strides  a  launce  :— i,  e.  not  to  leave  even  ft  child  of  thCQ  ftlivei  one  who  e^nitat  in  antndim  Unga^  S. 

^  Erst  :«i.  e,  oncci  In  former  times*    Si*  -^ 
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Our  fare  was  royall,  and  oar  welcome  great ; 
And  sith  so  kindly  tliou  ha&t  entertained  U5, 
If  we  return  with  happy  victory, 
We  will  deal  as  friendly  with  thee  in  recompence. 
Grime,   Your  welcome  was  but  duty,  gentle 

lord: 
For  wherefore  hare  we 'given  us  our  wealth, 
But  to  make  our  betters  welcome  when  they 

come  ? — 
O,  this  ^s  hard  when  traitors  roust  be  flattered  ; 
But  life  is  sweet,  and  I  cannot  withstand  it 
Cod,  1  hope,  will  revenge  the  quarrel  of  my  king. 

GiL  What  said  you,  Grime  ? 


[Atide, 


Grime.  I  say,  sir  Gilbert,  looking  on  my  daughter, 
I  curse  the  hour  that  ere  I  got  the  girl : 
For,  sir,  she  may  have  many  wealthy  suitors, 
And  yet  she  disdains  them  all,  to  have 
Poor  George  a  Greene  unto  her  husband. 

Bon,  On  that,  good  Grime,  I  am  talking  with 
thy  daughter ; 
But  she,  in  quirks  and  quiddities  of  love, 
Sets  me  to  school,  she  is  so  overwise. 
But,  gentle  girl,  if  thou  wilt  forsake 
The  Pinner,  and  be  my  love,  I  will  advance  thee 

high; 
To  dignify  those  hairs  of  amber  hue, 
I'll  grace  them  with  a  chaplet  made  of  pearl. 
Set  with  choice  rubies,  sparks,  and  diamonds. 
Planted  upon  a  velvet  hood,  to  hide  that  head. 
Wherein  two  sapphires  bum  like  sparkling  fire : 
This  %^ilt  I  do,  lairBettri^  and  far  more, 
If  thou  wilt  love  the  lord  of  Doncaster. 

Bet.  Heigh  ho !  my  heart  is  in  a  higher  place, 
Perhaps  on  the  carl,  if  that  be  he. 
See  where  he  comes,  or  angry,  or  in  love; 
For  why  ?  his  colour  looketh  discontent. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Kendall  and  Nicholas  Man- 

ISERIMG. 

Ken.  Come,  Nick,  follow  me. 

Bon,  How  now,  my  lord,  what  news? 


Ken,  Sodi  newi»  Bon£eld,  at  will  make  tbee 
laugh. 
And  fret  thy  fill,  to  hear  how  Nick  was  used. 
Whv,  the  justices  stand  on  their  terms. 
Nick,  as  you  know,  is  haughty  in  his  words; 
He  laid  the  law  unto  the  justices 
With  threatening  braves,  that  one  looked  on  ano* 

ther, 
Readv  to  stoop;  but  that  a  diorl  came  in, 
One  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner  of  tbe  town. 
And,  with  his  daeger  drawn,  laid  hands  on  Nick, 
And  by  no  beggars  swore  that  we  were  traitors; 
Rent  our  commission,  and  upon  a  brave 
Made  Nick  to  eat  the  seals,  or  brook  the  stab. 
Poor  Mannering,  afraid,  came   posting  hither 
straight. 
Bet,  Oh  lovely  Geoi^e,  fortune  be  still  thy 
friend  ! 
And  as  thy  thoughts  be  high,  so  be  th j  mind 
In  all  accords,  even  to  thy  heart's  desire ! 
Bon.  What  says  fair  Bettris  ? 
Grime.  My  lord,  she  is  praying  for  Geor^  S 
*  Greene; 

tie  is  the  man,  and  she  will  none  but  bim.^ 

Bon,  But  him !  why,  look  on  me,  my  girL 
Thou  knowest,  that  yesternight  I  courted  tbee^ 
And  swore  at  my  return  to  wed  with  thee. 
Then  tell  me,  love,  shall  I  ^  have  all  thy  lair? 
Bet.  **  I  care  not  for  earl,  nor  yet  for  knight^ 

Nor  baron  that  is  so  bold  ; 
For  George-a-Greene,  the  merry  Pinner, 

He  hath  my  heart  in  hold.** 
Bon.  Bootless,  my  lord,  are  many  vain  replies. 
Let  us  hie  us  to  Wakefield,  and  send  her  tbe  Pin- 
ner's head. 
Ken.  It  shall  be  so.    Grime,  gramercie. 
Shut  up  thy  daughter,  ^  bridle  her  afiects. 
Let  me  not  miss  her  when  I  make  return ; 
Therefore  look  to  her,  as  to  thy  life,  good  Grime. 
.  Grime.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Gbime  and  Bcmus. 
Ken,  And,  Bettris,  leave  a  base  Pinner, 


7  Have  all  thy  fair  f-^ln  the  former  edition  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered /<ifr  to  faith.  Fair  was,  however, 
frequentlv  used  by  contempiirary  vtriters  as  a  substantive;  and  several  instances  of  it  arc  produced  by 
Mr  Steevcns,  in  his  note  on  the  words,  **  iienietrius  loves  your  fair.'*  A.  I.  S.  1.  of  Midsummer^t  Nigkt't 
Bream. 

*  Bridle  her  afftctn. — Affects  are  affecHom,  and  in  that  sense  the  word  is  used  in  many  contemporary 
authors;  as  Ciascoigi'e's  h'abltofJeronimi,  p.  250:— •*  Neyther  seemeth  it  reasonable,  that  one  shoald 
have  the  power  to  discover  the  thoughts,  or  at  least  io  bridle  the  affects  of  all  the  rest.** 

Enphues  and  his  England^  p.  7  :— "  Saving  that  either  carried  the  motion  of  his  minde  io  kis  manaeni 
and  that  the  affects  of  tbe  heart  were  bewrayed  by  the  eyes." 

Ben  Jonson's  Qifnthia's  Revels^  A.  3.  8.  S  : 


'  the  same  affects 


That  he  doth  bear  to  his  sick  patient. 
Should  a  right  mind  carry  to  such  as  these.^ 

^arston^s  What  you  Will,  \,  S.  h.  1 : 

**  Is't  possible  I  should  be  dead  so  BQo^ 
In  her  affects.** 
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For  to  lore  an  earl.    Fain  would  I  see 
This  Pinner,  George  a  Greene.    Ir  shall  be  thos ; 
^ick  Mannering  shall  lead  on  the  battle. 
And  we  tliree  will  go  to  Wakefield  in  some  dis- 
guise; 
Bat  howsoever.  Til  have  his  head  to^ay. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  of  Scor^  Lord  Humes,  with  Sol- 
diers, and  Job  NY. 

King,  Why,  Johny,  then  the  £arl  of  Kendall  is 
blithe, 
And  hath  brave  men  that  troop  along  with  him  ? 

Johny.  Ajf  marrjr,  my  liege, 
Aiid  bath  good  men  that  come  along  with  him, 
And  vows  to  meet  you  at  Scrasblesea,  God  willing. 

King,  If  good  St  Andrew  lend  King  Jamie 
leave, 
I  will  be  with  him  at  the  appointed  day. 
Bot,  soft :  Whose  pretty  boy  art  thou  ? 

Enter  Jane  a  Barley's  Son. 

Ked,  Sir,  I  am  son  unto  Sir  John  a  Barley, 
IBldest,  and  all  that  ere  my  mother  had* 
£dward  my  name. 

Jane,  Aiid  whither  art  thou  going,  pretty  Ned  ? 

Ned.  To  seek  some  birds,  and  kill  them,  if  I  can. 
And  now  mv  school-master  is  also  gone, 
So  liave  I  liberty  to  ply  my  bow ; 
For  when  he  comes,  I  stir  not  from  my  book. 

James,  Lord  Humes,  but  mark  the  visage  of  this 
phild ; 
By  biro  I  guess  the  beauty  of  his  mother; 
None  but  Laeda  could  breed  Helena.— 
Tell  me,  Ned,  who  is  within  with  thy  mother? 

Ned,  None  but  herself  and  household  servants, 
sir. 
If  you  would  speak  with  her,  knock  at  this  gate. 

James.  Johny,  knock  at  that  gate. 

Enter  J  AVE  a  Barley  upon  the  Walls. 

Jane.  O,  I  am  betrayed !  What  multitudes  be 

these  ? 
James.  Fear  not,  fair  Jane,  for  al!  these  men 
are  mine, 
And  all  thy  friends,  if  thou  be  friend  to  me. 
I  am  thy  lover,  James,  the  king  of  Scots, 
That  oft  have  sued  and  wooed  with  many  letters, 
Painting  my  outward  passions  with  my  pen. 
When  as  my  inward  soul  did  bleed  for  woe. 


little  regard  was  given  to  my  suit. 
But  haply  thy  husband's  presence  wrought  it* 
Therefore,  sweet  Jane,  1  6tted  me  to  time. 
And,  hearing  that  thv  husband  was  from  home. 
Am  come  to  crave  what  long  I  have  desired. 

Ned.  Nay,  soft  you,  sir,  you  get  uo  entrance 
here. 
That  seek  to  wrong  Sir  John  a  Barley  so, 
And  offer  such  dishonour  to  my  mother. 

Junes.  Why,  what  dishonour,  Ned? 

Ned.  Though  young. 
Yet  oflen  have  I  heard  my  father  say, 
rCo  greater  wrong  than  to  be  made  a  cuckold. 
Were  I  of  age,  or  were  my  body  strong. 
Were  he  ten  kings,  I'd  shout  him  to  the  heart. 
That  should  attempt  to  give  Sir  John  the  horn.— • 
Mother,  let  him  not  come  in,  I  will  go  lie 
At  Jockie  Miller's  house. 

James.  Stay  him. 

Jane,  Ay,  weil  said,  Ned, 
Thou  hast  given  the  king  his  answer ; 
For,  were  the  ghost  of  Cesar  on  the  earth. 
Wrapped  in  the  wonted  glory  of  his  honour. 
He  should  not  make  me  wrong  my  hustiand  so^ 
But  good  King  James  is  pleasant,  as  I  uuess, 
And  means  to  try  what  humour  I  am  in ; 
Else  would  he  never  have  brought  an  ho^t  of  men, 
To  have  them  witness  of  his  Scottish  lust. 

James.  Jane,  in  faith,  Jane — 

Jane  Never  reply. 
For  I  protest,  by  the  highest  holy  God, 
That  doometh  just  revenge  tor  things  amiss, 
King  James,  of  all  men,  shall  not  have  my  love. 

James,  Then,  list  to  me  !  Saint  Andrew  be  my 
boot. 
But  I'll  rase  thy  castle  to  the  very  ground. 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane,  I  fear  thee  not.  King  Jamie;  do  thy 
worst 
Ttiis  castle  is  too  strong  for  thee  to  scale ; 
Besides,  to-morrow  willSir  John  come  home. 

James,  Well,  Jane,  since  thou  disdainest  King 
James's  love, 
I'll  draw  thee  cm  with  sharp  and  deep  extremes; 
For,  by  my  father's  soul,  this  brat  of  thine 
Shall  perish  here  before  thine  eyes, 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane,  O  deep  extremes !   my  heart  begins  to 
break ; 
My  little  Ned  looks  pale  for  fear.    Cheer  thee. 
My  boy,  I  will  do  much  for  thee. 


JhUch  Cowinan^  A  S.  S.  I : 
Oaeao,A.  KS.S: 


'  Give  entertain  to  mutual  affects* 


^  (The  young  effects 


In  me  defooct.)*' 
Sfe  also  the  several  instances  quoted  by  Mr  Steevens,  in  his  note  on  the  last  passi^, 
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Ned.  But  not  so  mach  as  to  didionoar  roe. 

Jane,  And  if  tbou  diest,  I  cannot  live,  sweet 
Ned. 

Ned.  Then  die  with  honour^  mother,  djing 
chaste. 

Jane.  I  am  armed. 
My  hu8band*s  love,  his  honour,  and  his  fame. 
Joins  victory  by  virtue.    Now,  King  James, 
If  mother's  tears  cannot  allay  thine  ire, 
Then  butcher  bim,  for  I  will'  never  yield. 
The  son  shall  die,  before  I  wrong  the  father. 

Jisfnes.  Why,  then,  he  dies. 

Alarum  within.    Enter  a  Mes$enger. 

Met.  My  lord,  Musgrove  is  at  hand. 
James.  Who,  Mu8grove?The  devil  he  is !  Come, 
My  horse.  [JBxettn*. 

Enter  Old  Musgrove,  with  King  James  Pri- 
toner. 

Mui.  Now,  King  James,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 
Jame$.  Not  thipe,  but  fortune's  pnsoner. 

Enter  Cuddie. 

Cuddle.  Father,  the  field  is  ours ; 
Their  colours  we  have  seized,  and  Humes  is  slain ; 
I  slew  him  hand  to  hand. 

Mut.  ^  God,  and  Saint  George ! 

Cuddle.  O  father,  I  am  sore  atbirst. 

Jane,  Come  in,  young  Cuddie ;  come,  and  drink 
thy  fill. 
Bring  in  King  Jamie  with  you,  as  a  guest; 
For  all  this  broil  was  *causa  he  could  not  enter. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  George  a  Greene  alone, 

Geo,  The  sweet  content  of  men  that  live  in  love, 
Breeds  fretting  humours  in  a  restless  mind ; 
And  fancy,  being  checked  by  fortune's  spite, 
Grows  too  impatient  in  her  sweet  desires; 
Sweet  to  those  men,  whom  love  leads  ou  to  bliss, 
But  sour  to  me,  whose  bap  is  still  amiss. 

Enter  Jenkin,  the  Claan» 

Jen.  Marry,  amen,  sir. 
-    Geo,  Sir,  what  do  you  cry  amen  at  f 
Jen.  Why,  did  not  you  talk  of  love  } 
Geo,  IIow  do  you  know  that? 


Jen.  Well,  tboudi  I  say  it,  that  should  not  917  it, 
There  are  few  fellows  in  oar  parish 
So  nettled  with  love  as  I  have  been  of  late. 
Geo.  Sirrah,  I  thought  no  less,  when  the  ocfaer 
morning 
You  rose  so  early  to  go  to  your  wenches. 
Sir,  I  had  thought  you  had  gone  about 
My  honest  business. 

Jen.  Trow,  you  have  hit  It; 
For,  master,  be  it  known  to  }rou. 
There  U  soipe  good-will  betwixt  Mai%e  die  So«ie- 

wife 
And  I ;  piarry  she  hath  another  lover. 

Geo.  Canst  thou  brook  any  rivab  in  tby  love? 
Jen.  A  rider  ?  no,  h^  is  a  sow-gelder,  and  pMS 
a-foot. 
But  Madg^  'pointed  to  meet  me  in  your  wheal 
close. 
Geo.  Well,  did  she  meet  you  there? 
Jen.  Never  make  question  of  that. 
And  first  1  saluted  her  with  a  green  gown, 
And  after  fell  as  hard  a  wooing,  as  if 
The  priest  had  been  at  our  backs  to  hare  mar- 
ried us. 
Geo.  What!  did  she  grant? 
Jen,  Did  she  grant !  never  make  qnestioo  of 
that. 
And  she  gave  me  a  shirt-collnr,  wroug^  era 
With  no  counterfeit  stuff. 
Geo,  What !  was  it  gold  ? 
Jen.  Nay,  it  was  better  than  gold. 
Geo.  What  was  it? 
Jen.  '®  Right  Coventry  blue. 
Who  bad  uo  sooner  come  there,  but  wot  joo  who 
came  by  ? 
Geo,  No;  who? 
Jen.  dim,  the  sow-gelder. 
Geo,  Ctime  he  by  ?  . 
Jen.  He  spied  Madge  apd  I  sit  together. 
He  \eKpt  from  his  horse,  laid  his  baud  od  hit 

dagger, 
And  l^egan  to  swear.    Now  I  seeing 
He  had  a  dagger,  aiul  I  nothing 
But  this  twig  in  my  hand,  I  gave  him  fair  words, 
And  said  nothing.    He  comes  to  roe, 
And  takes  me  by  the  bosom ;  You  whoreson  slave 
Said  he,  hold  my  horse,  and  look 
He  take  no  cold  in  his  feet. 
No  marry  shall  he,  sir,  quoth  I, 


9  Oodamd  Saint  George, — This  exclamation  is  made  by  Richmond,  in  Riihard  IIL^  Immediately  befiwt 
atlarking  bis  adversary.  Mr  Wharton  observes,  that  St.  George  was  the  common  cry  of  the  ti^nginh  s«l* 
diers  when  they  charged  the  enemy.    See  Note  in  the  last  edition,  vol.  vii.  p.  158. 

'°  Right  Coventry  blue.-^Coventry  blue  Is  mentioned  by  several  writers  of  (he  times. 

Laugh  and  lie  doton,  or  the  Worlde't  Folfjf,  1605,  Sign.  £  2 : — *'  It  was  a  simple  napkinne  wroiyht  wilk 
Coventry  bUw.^* 

S(ephens*8  Satyrical  Essayes,  1615,  p.  .S&5 : — ^*  He  must  savour  of  gallantry  a  little,  though  he  peffiois 
(he  table  with  rosle-cake;  or  appropriate  bone  lace,  and  Coventry  ^dtc." 

Ben  JoQsoD*s  Masque  ofOyptiet: 

<*  The  Coventry  blue 
Hangs  there  upon  Pns,** 
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111  lay  my  cloak  underneath  him. 
I  took  mr  cloak,  spread  it  all  along, 
And  his  horse  on  the  midst  of  it 

Geo.  Thoa  down,  didst  thou  set  his  horse  upon 
thy  cloak? 

Jen,  Ay,  but  mark  how  J  served  him. 
Madge  and  be  was  no  sooner  gone  down  into  the 

ditcb, 
But  I  pludced  out  my  knife. 
Cut  four  boles  in  my  cloak, 
And  made  bis  horse  stand  on  the  hare  ground: 

Oto,  'Twas  well  done; 
l^w,  sir,  go  and  survey  my  fields; 
If  you  find  any  cattle  in  the  corn, 
To  pound  with  tbem. 

Jen.  And  if  I  find  any  in  the  pound, 
I  shall  turn  them  out.  \E^t  J^inkin. 

JEnter  the  Earl  of  Kendall,  Lord  Bonfield, 
Sir  Gilbert,  aU  disguised,  with  a  Train  of 
Men, 

Ken,  Now  we  have  put  the  horses  in  the  com, 
Let  us  stand  in  some  corner  for  to  hear 
AVbat  braving  terms  the  Pinner  will  breathe^ 
Wbea  be  spies  our  borses  in  the  coi*n. 

Enter  Jevkiv  blowing  of  fus  Horn, 

Jen,  O  master,  where  are  you?  we  have  a 

prize. 
Oea  A  prize!  what  is  it? 
Jen,  Three  goodly  horses  in  our  wheat  dose. 
Oeo,  Tbree  horses  in  our  wheat  close !  whose 
be  they? 

Jen,  Marry,  that*s  a  riddle  to  me;  but  they  are 
there. 
Velvet  horses,  and  I  never  saw  such  borses  be* 

fore. 
Afl  my  duty  was,  I  put  o£f  my  cap,  and  said  as 

followeth : 
My  masters,  what  do  you  make  in  our  close  ? 
One  of  them  hearing  me  ask  what  he  made  there, 
held  op  his  head  and  neighed,  and  after  his  man- 
ner lauded  as  heartily  as  if  a  mare  had  been  tied 
to  his  girdle.  My  masters,  said  I,  it  is  no  laugh* 
ing  matter;  fur,  if  my  master  take  you  here,  you 
go  as  round  as  a  top  to  the  pound.  Another  un- 
toward jade  bearing  me  threaten  him  to  the  pound, 
and  to  tell  you  of  them,  cast  up  both  his  heels, 
and  let  a  monstrous  great  fart;  that  was  as  much 
as  in  his  language  to  say,  a  fart  for  the  pound, 
and  a  fart  for  George  a  Green.  Now  I,  hearing 
this,  put  on  my  cap,  blew  my  horn,  called  them 
all  jades,  and  came  to  tell  you. 

beo.  Now,  sir,  go  and  drive  me  those  three 
horses 
To  the  pound. 

Jen,  Do  you  hear?  I  were  best  take  a  constable 
With  me. 

Geo.  Why  so? 

Jm,  Why,  they  being  gentlemen's  horses,  may 
stand 


On  their  reputation,  and  itill  not  obey  me. 

Geo,  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you,  sir. 

Jen.  Well,  I  may  go. 

[The  Earl  of  Kendall,  the  Lord  Boh- 
FIELD,  and  Sir  Gilbert  Armstrong, 
meet  them. 

Ken,  Whither  away,  sir  ? 

Jen.  Whither  away !  I  am  going  to  put  the 
horses  ^ 

In  the  pound. 

Ken,  Sirrah,  those  three  horses  belong  to  us. 
And  we  put  them  in,  and  they  must  tarry  there 
And  eat  their  fill. 

Jen,  Stay,  I  will  go  tell  my  master. 
Hear  you,  master,  we  have  another  prize ; 
Those  three  horses  be  in  your  wheat  close  still. 
And  here  be  three  geldings  more. 

Geo.  What  be  these  ? 

Jen,  These  are  the  masters  of  the  borses. 

Geo,  Now,  gentlemen, — 1  know  not  your  degrees, 
But  more  you  cannot  be,  unless  you  be  kings, — 
Why   wrong  you    us   of  Wakefield  with  your 

horses? 
I  am  the  Pinner,  and  before  you  pass. 
You  shall  make  good  the  trespass  they  have  done. 

Ken,  Peaoe,  saucy  mate,  prate  not  to  us. 
I  tell  diee,  Pinner,  we  are  gentlemen. 

Geo.  Why,  sir,  so  may  I,  sir,  although  I  give  no 
arms. 

Ken.  Thou !  how  art  diou  a  gentleman  ? 

Jen,  And  such  is  my  master,  and  be  may  give 
as  good 
Arms  as  ever  your  great  grandfather  could  give. 

Ken,  Pray  thee,  let  me  hear  how  ? 

Jen,  Marry,  my  master  may  give  fur  bis  arms 
The  picture  of  April  in  a  green  jerkin. 
With  a  rook  on  one  fist,  and  an  born  on  the 

other ; 
But  my  master  gives  his  arms  the  wrong  way. 
For  be  gives  the  horn  on  bis  fist; 
And  your  grandfather,  because  he  would  not  lose 
His  arms,  wears  the  horn  on  his  own  head. 

Ken,  Well,  Pinner,  since  our  horses  be  in. 
In  spite  of  thee,  they  now  shall  feed  their  fill. 
And  eat  until  our  leisures  serve  to  go. 

Geo,  Now,  by  my  father's  soul. 
Were  eood  King  Edward's  borses  in  the  corn. 
They  shall  amend  the  scaith,  or  kiss  the  pound ; 
Much  more  yours,  sir,  whatsoe'er  you  be. 

Ken.  Why,  man,  thou  knowest  not  us. 
We  do  belong  to  Henry  Momford,  earl  of  Ken- 
dall, 
Men  that,  before  a  month  be  full  expired. 
Will  be  King  Edward's  betters  in  the  land. 

Geo,  King  Edward's  betters !  rebel,  thou  liest 
[George  strikes  him, 

Bon,  Villain,  what  bast  thou  done  ? 
Thou  hast  struck  an  earl. 

Geo,  Why,  what  care  I  ?  a  poor  man,  that  is 
true. 
Is  better  than  an  earl,  if  he  be  false. 
Traitors  reap  no  better  favours  at  my  hands 
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Ken,  AVf  so  methinks;  bat  thou  shalt  dear 
''aby  this  blow. 
Now,  or  never,  lay  hold  on  the  Pinner. 

Enter  all  the  Ambush, 

Ged.  Stay,  my  lonis,  let  us  parley  on  these  broils; 
Not  Hercules  against  two,  the  proverb  is, 
Nor  1  against  so  great  a  multitude. 
Had  not  your  troops  come  marching  as  they  did, 
I  ^%ou)d  have  stopt  your  passage  into  London : 
But  now  ril  fly  to  secret  policy.  [Atide, 

Ken.  What  dost  thou  murmur,  George  r 

Geo.  Marry  this,  my  lord ; 
I  muse,  if  thou  be  Henry  Momford,  Kendali'searl, 
That  thou  wilt  do  poor  George  a  Greene  this 

wrongs 
Ever  to  mutch  me  with  a  troop  of  men. 

Ken,  Why  didst  tliou  strike  me  then } 

Geo,  Why,  my  lord,  measure  me  bat  bj  joar- 
self; 
Had  vou  a  man  had  served  you  long. 
And  heard  your  foe  misuse  you  behind  your  back, 
And  would  not  draw  his  sword  in  your  defence, 
You  would  cashier  him.    Much  more, 
King  Edward  is  my  king :  and  before  I'll  hear  him 
So  wron|^d,  fll  die  within  this  place. 
And  maintain  good  whatsoever  I  have  said. 
And,  if  I  speak  not  treason  in  this  case. 
What  1  have  said  Til  maintain  in  this  place. 

Bon,  A  pardon,  my  lord,  for  this  Pinner ; 
For  trust  me,  he  speaketh  like  a  man  of  worth. 

Ken.  Well,  George, 
Wilt  ihou  leave  Wakefield,  and  '*  wend  with  me; 
I'll  freely  put  up  all,  and  pardon  thee. 

Geo,  Ay,  my  lord,  considering  me  one  thing, 
You  will  leave  these  arms,  and  follow  your  good 
king. 

Ken,  Why,  George,  I  rise  not  against  king 
Edward, 
But  for  the  poor  that  is  opprest  by  wrong ; 


And,  if  king  Edward  will  rtdrett  die  i 
I  will  not  offer  bim  dispara^ment, 
But  otherwise,  and  so  let  this  suffice. 
Thou  hear^st  the  reason  whj  I  rise  in  arms, 
Now  wilt  thou  leave  Wakefield,  and  wend  with 

me, 
111  make  thee  captain  of  a  hardy  band, 
And,  when  I  have  my  will,  dub  thee  a  lougbt 

Geo.  Why,  my  lord,  have  ve  any  hope  to  win  ^ 

Ken,  Why,  there  is  a  prophecy  doth  say. 
That  king  James  and  I  snail  meet  at  London, 
'^  Aud  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both. 

Geo.  If  this  were  true,  my  lord,  this  were  t 
mighty  reason. 

Ken,  Why,  it  is  a  miraculous  prophecy,  tod 
cannot  foil. 

Geo.  Well,  my  lord,  you  have  almost  tamed  me. 
Jenkin,  come  hither. 

Jen,  Sir. 

Geo.  Go  your  ways  home,  sir. 
And  drive  me  those  three  horses  home  unto  my 

house. 
And  pour  them  down  a  bushel  of  good  oats. 

Jen.  Well,  I  will— Must  I  give  these  scurry 
horses 
Oau  ?  [Exit  Jeniik. 

Geo,  Will  it  please  you  to  command  your  train 
aside  r 

Ken,  Stand  aside.  [Excuni  the  TratM, 

Geo,  Now  list  to  me: 
Here  in  a  wood,  not  far  from  hence. 
There  dwells  an  old  man  in  a  cave  alone. 
That  can  foretel  what  fortunes  shall  befid  yoo ; 
For  he  is  greatly  skilful  in  magic  art. 
Go  vou  tl^re  to  him  early  in  the  morning 
And  question  him ;  if  he  says  good. 
Why  then,  my  lord,  I  am  the  torenaoat  man. 
We  will  march  up  with  your  camp  to  Londoa*. 

Ken,  George,  thou  honourest  me  in  thssi 
But  where  shall  we  find  him  out  f 


''  jiby  this  fttoip.— To  o^,  is  to  pay  dear  for,  to  suffer.    So  in  Tom  Tyler  and  bia  Wife,  p.  19  : 

'*  My  neighbour  and  f  might  hap  to  abie^ 
^  If  we  should  so  do,  as  he  suffereth  you.** 

Churchyard's  Challenge,  p.  273 : 

'*  O  God  forbid  for  mother's  fault 

I'he  children  should  abye : 
No  graine  of  grudge,  nor  ground  of  guile. 

Id  guiltlease  babes  doe  lye." 

Midsummer's  Night's  Dream,  A.  3^  S.  2  r 
<*  Thou  shalt  aby  it." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  the  last  passage. 

«a  fVend^Sce  Note  to  Tancred  and  Oismundoj  A.  1.  8.  8.  vol.  li.  p.  174. 

>'  And  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both,]  To  vaU  baimet,  is  a  phrase  which  occnri  in  Edmari  If. 
vol.  1 1,  p.  .^^1  and  also  in  Edward  111.  A.  4.  S.  7.  In  all  these  places  it  mean  to  stand  uncovered  ait 
mark  of  submission.  Again,  we  find  to  vailjlagy  to  vail  cap,  to  vail  top,  in  other  writers  of  the  tiaie ;  sad 
all  these  several  modes  of  expression  are  intended  to  denote  either  inferiority  or  respect  io  the  pefioi> 
doing  these  several  acts* 
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Geo.  Mj  mao  afaidl  conduct  70a  to  the  place ; 
But,  good  my  lords,  tell  roe  tme  what  the  old  man 
saith. 

Ken.  That  will  I,  at  I  «a  earl  of  Kendall 

Geo.  Why  then,  to  honour  George  a  Greene 
the  more, 
Voachsafe  a  piece  of  beef  at  my  poor  hooae ; 
Yoa  shall  have  wafer  cakes  your  fill, 
A  piece  of  beef  hung  up  since  Martilmas; 
If  that  like  you  not,  take  what  you  bring  for  roe. 

Ken.  '^  Gramerdes,  George.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Geobge  a  Greene's  Bc^  Wily,  disguised 
lUu€  WoBian* 

Wibf.  O  what  is  love  1  it  is  some  mighty  power, 
Else  could  it  never  conquer  George  a  Greene. 
Here  dwells  a  churl  that  keeps  away  hb  krve. 
I  know  the  worst,  and  if  I  be  espied, 
Tis  but  a  t>eating ;  and  if  I  by  this  means 
Can  get  fair  fiettris  forth  her  fatber^s  door, 
It  is  enough.    Venus,  be  for  roe,  and  she  alone 
Be  aiding  to  my  wily  enterprise ! 

[He  knocks  at  the  Door. 

Enter  Gbimb. 

Grime.  How  now  !  who  knocks  there  ?  what 
would  you  have  ? 
Frum  whence  came  you  ?  where  do  you  dwell  ^ 
Wify.  I  aro,  lorsooth,  a  sempster's  maid  hard- 

That  hath  brought  work  home  to  your  daughter. 

Grime.  Nay,  are  ye  not  some  craftv  quean, 
That  comes  from  George  a  Greene,  tnat  rascal, 
Willi  some  letters  to  my  daughter? 
I  will  have  you  search'd. 

Wilu,  Alas !  sir,  it  is  Hebrew  unto  me. 
To  tell  me  of  George  a  Green,  or  any  01  her. 
Search  me,  good  sir,  and  if  you  find  a  letter 
About  me,  let  me  have  the  punishment  that  is  due. 

Grisie.  Why  are  you  muffled  ?    I  like  you  the 
worse  for  that. 

Wify.  I  am  not,  sir,  ashamed  to  shew  my  face; 
Yet  loth  I  am  my  cheeks  should  take  the  air : 
Nor  am  I  '^  chary  of  my  beauty's  hue. 
But  that  I  aro  troubled  with  the  tootli-ache  sore. 

Grime.  A  pretty  wench,  of  smiling  counte- 
nance! 
Old  men  can  like,  although  they  cannot  love ; 
Ay,  and  love,  though  not  so  brief  as  young  men 

can. — 
Well,  go  in,  my  wench,  and  speak  with  my  daugh- 
ter.— [ExU  Wily. 
I  wonder  much  at  the  earl  of  Kendall,  I 
Being  a  mighty  man,  as  still  he  is,                        j 


Yet  for  to  he  a  traitor  to  his  king. 
Is  more  than  God  or  roan  will  «vell  allow. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  talk  of  him  i 
My  mind  is  more  here  of  the  prettv  lass : 
Had  she  brought  some  forty  pouncis  to  town, 
I  could  be  content  to  make  her  my  wife  c 
Yet  I  have  heard  it  in  a  proverb  said, 
lie  that  is  old,  and  marries  with  a  lass, 
Lies  but  at  home,  and  proves  himself  an  ass. 

Enter  B1TTRI8,  m  Wilt's  etpparti,  foOatMi. 

How  now,  my  wench,  how  is  it?  what,  not  a  word  ? 
Alas,  poor  soul !  the  tooth-ache  plagues  her  sore. 
Well,  my  wench,  here  is  an  angel  for  to  buy 
Thee  pins,  and  I  pray  thee  use  mine  house ; 
The  oftener,  the  more  welcome :  farewell.  [Exit. 
Bet.  O  blessed  love,  and  blessed  fortune  both! 
But,  Bettris,  stand  not  here  to  talk  of  love, 
But  hie  thee  straight  unto  thy  George  a  Greene. 
Never  went  roebuck  swifter  on  the  downs. 
Thau  I  will  trip  it  till  I  see  my  George.     [Exit. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  KENbALL,  Lard  Bovfield, 
Sir  Gilbert,  ami  Jenxin  the  Clown. 

Ken.  Come  away,  Jenkin* 

Jen.  Come,  here's  his  house.— Where  be  you^ 

ho? 
Geo.  Who  knocks  there  ? 
Ken.  Here  are  two  or  three  poor  men,  father, 
Would  speak  with  you. 
Geo.  Pray,  give  your  man  leave  to  lead  Ac 

forth. 
Ken.  Go,  Jenkin,  fetch  him  forth. 
Jen.  Come,  old  man. 

Enter  Georob  a  Greene  disguised. 

Ken.  Father^  here  is  three  poor  men  come  to 
question 
Thee  a  word  in  secret,  that  concerns  their  lives. 

Geo.  Say  on,  my  sons. 

Ken,  Father,  1  am  sure  you  bear  the  news. 
How  that  the  earl  of  Kendall  wars  against  the 

king. 
Now,  father,  we  three  are  gentleroen  by  birth. 
But  younger  brethren  that  want  revenues. 
And  for  the  hope  we  have  to  be  prefer^d. 
If  that  we  knew  that  we  shall  win. 
We  will  march  with  him  : 
if  not,  we  will  not  march  a  foot  to  London  more. 
Therefore,  good  fistther,  tell  us  what  shall  happen. 
Whether  the  king  or  the  earl  of  Kendall  shall  win. 

Geo.  The  king,  my  son. 

Ken.  Art  thou  sure  of  that? 

Geo.  Ay,  as  sure  as  thou  art  Henry  Mom  ford. 
The  one  lord  Bonfield,  the  other  sir  Gilbert. 


QramerdtSt  Otorge.^^Qrameraf,  that  ii,  aays  Mt  Hawkins,  Origin  of  Dranu^  Vol.  III.  90f>,  grand 
rf ;  or,  I  thank  ye.    Je  vmu  remereU.     In  this  sense  It  was  constantly  used  by  our  first  writefs. 
CA«ry.*— Careful.    80,  in  fiavAaiet,  p  ft.  ^  Yea  have  aiade  so  large  profer  of  your  service,  and  so 
nyrc  promises  of  your  fldelitie,  that  were  I  not  over  eharie  of  nune  honesty,  you  would  inveigle  me  t# 
rhandswUkchastMe.*' 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[AnOHYMO^f. 


Ken,  Why,  this  is  wondrous,  being  blind  of 

sight,' 

His  deep  perceivance  should  be  such  to  know  us. 

Gil.  Magic  is  mighty,   and  foretellcth  greal 

matters. — 

Indeed,  fattier,  here  is  the  earl  come  to  see  thee, 

'*  And  therefore,  good  father,  fable  not  with  him. 

Geo.  Welcome  is  the  earl  to  my  poor  cell, 
And  so  are  you,  my  lords ;  but  let  me  counsel  you 
To  lea?e  these  wars  against  your  king. 
And  live  in  quiet. 

Ken.  Fattier,  we  come  not  for  advice  in  war. 
But  to  know  whether  we  shall  win  or  '^  leese. 
Geo.  Lose,  gentle  lords,  but  not  by  good  king 
Edward : 
A  baser  man  shall  give  you  all  the  foil. 
Ken.  Ay,  marry,  father,  what  man  is  that  ? 
Geo.  Poor  George  a  Greene^  the  Pinner. 
Ken.  What  shall  he  ? 
Geo,  Pull  all  your  plumes,  and  sore  dishonour 

you. 
Ken.  He !  as  how  ? 
Geo.  Nay,  the  end  tries  all ;  but  so  it  will  fall 

out. 
Ken.  But  so  it  shall  not,  by  my  honour,  Christ! 
ni  raise  my  camp,  and  fire  Wakefield  town, 
And  take  that  servile  Pinner  George  a  Greene, 
And  butcher  him  before  king  Edward's  face. 

Geo.  Good  my  lord,  be  not  offended. 
For  I  speak  no  more  than  art  reveals  to  me : 
And,  for  greater  proof. 
Give  your  man  leave  to  fetch  me  my  staff. 
Ken.  Jenkin,  fetch  him  his  walking-staE 
Jen.  Here  is  your  walking-staff. 
Geo.  Vi\  prove  it  good  upon  your  carcases*. 
A  wiser  wizard  never  met  you  yet, 
Nor  one  timt  better  could  foredoom  your  fall : 
Now  I  have  singled  you  here  alone, 
I  care  not  though  you  be  three  to  one. 
Ken.  Villain,  hast  thou  betray'd  us  ? 
Geo.  Momford,  thou  liest !  never  was  I 
A  traitor  yet;  only  devised  this  guile 
To  draw  you  on,  for  to  be  combatants. 
Now  conquer  me,  and  then  march  on  to  London. 
But  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  hold  you  task. 
Gil.  Coin^,  my  lord,  cheerly,  Til  kill  him  hand 

to  hand. 
Ken.  A  thousand  pound  to  him  that  strikes 

that  stroke. 
Geo,  Then  gwe  it  me,  for  I  will  have  the  first 
[Here  theyfight^  Geobge  kills  Gil- 
bert, and  takes  the  other  two  Fri- 
soriers. 


Bon.  Stay,  George,  we  do  appeal 

Geo,  To  whom? 

Bon.  Why,  to  the  king : 
For  rather  had  we  bide  what  he  appoints, 
Than  here  be  murthered  by  a  servile  groom; 

Ken.  What  wilt  thou  do  with  us? 

Geo.  Even  as  lord  Bonfield  '•  wist : 
You  shall  unto  the  king,  and  for  that  porpoae, 
See  where  the  justice  is  placed. 
Enter  Justice, 

Just.  Now,  my  lord  of  Kendall,  where  be  all 
your  threats  ? 
Even  as  the  cause,  so  is  the  coml»at  fallen. 
Else  one  could  never  have  conquer'd  ihrec. 

Ken.  I  pray  thee,  Woodroffe,  do  not  twit  ae ; 
If  I  have  Suited,  I  must  make  amends. 

Geo.  Master  Woodroffe,  here  b  not  a  place 
for  many  words. 
I  beseech  ye,  sir,  discharge  all  his  soldiers, 
That  every  man  may  go  home  unto  his  own  house. 

Just.  It  shall  be  so ;  what  wilt  thou  do,  GeoiBef 

Geo,  Master  Woodroffe,  look  to  your  charge, 
Leave  me  to  myself. 

Just,  Come,  my  lords. 

[Exeunt  all  but  George. 

Geo.  Here  sit  thou,  George,  wearing  a  wBlow 
wreath. 
As  one  despairing  of  thy  beauteous  love. 
Fie,  George!  no  more; 
Pine  not  away  for  that  which  cannot  be, 
I  cannot  joy  m  any  earthly  bliss. 
So  long  as  1  do  want  my  Bettris. 

Enter  Jenkin. 

Jen.  Who  see  a  master  of  mine  ? 

Geo.  How  now,  sirrah,  whither  away? 

Jen.  Whither  away  ?  why,  who  do  you  take  me 

to  be? 
Geo.  Why,  Jenkin,  my  man. 
Jen,  I  was  so  once  indeed,  but  now  the  casen 

altere<j. 
Geo.  I  pray  thee,  as  how  ? 
Jen.  Were  not  you  a  fortune-teller  to-day  ? 
Geo,  Well,  what  of  that? 
Jen,  So  sure  am  I  become  a  juggler. 
What  will  you  say  if  I  juggle  your  sweetheart? 
Geo.  Peace,  prating '*  losell ;  her  jealous  fa- 
ther .  ,        

Doth  wait  over  her  with  such  suspicious  eyes, 
That,  if  a  man  but  dally  by  her  feet. 
He  thinks  it  straight  a  witch  to  charm  his  daugb- 
l  ter. 


■^  And  therefore^  &c. — ^Tbe  same  exprenion  is  In  Shakespeare  and  IdUliOD. 
The  First  Part  of  HcnrjfY I.  Act  4.  8c.  2.  r 


ComuM,  1.  800. 


BefdbUs  not,  I  hear  the  enemy." 
'  She  fabte*  not,  I  feel  that  I  do  fear.** 


*7  i^^gtg  — i.  ^,  logg^    Ancienily  spelt  In  this  manner.  .  . 

'»  fTw*,— I  bought.    So,  in  Uugfi  and  lie  dinen  at  the  fTorld's  Folly^  1605,  Blgn.  E  4:  " •  wrtfc  a 

deepe  slghe,  saying,  Had  I  mist  Ihb  would  have  falne  out.*' 

»!?  Lmc//— Sec  J 


i  hote  06.  on  Qammcr  Gurtoh's  Needle,  p.  117. 
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Jen,  Well,  what  will  joa  gire  me,  if  I  briog 

her  hither? 
Geoi  A  sQit  of  greeDy  and  twenty  crowns  be- 
sides. 
Jen,  Well,  by  your  leave,  give  me  room ; 
Tou  must  give  me  something  that  yoo  have  late- 
ly worn. 
Geo.  Here  is  a  gown,  will  that  serve  yon  ? 
Jm,  Ay,  this  will  serve  me ;  keep  out  of  my 
circle, 
Lwt  ye  be  torn  in  pieces  with  she-devils: 
Bfistress  Bettris»  once,  twice,  thrice. 

[He  throws  thegroundiny  and  she  comes  out, 
Ob,  is  this  no  canning  ? 
Geo,  Is  this  my  love  ?  or  is  it  but  her  shodow? 
Jen,  Ay,  this  is  the  shadow,  but  here  is  the  sub- 
stance. 
Geo,  Tell  me,  sweet  love,  what  good  fortune 
brought  thee  hither  ? 
For  one  it  was  that  favoured  George  a  Greene. 
Bet,  Both  love  and  fortune  brought  mc  to  my 
George, 
lo  whose  sweet  sight  is  all  my  heart's  content. 
Geo.  Tell  roe,  sweet  love,  how  cam'st  thou 

from  thy  father's  ? 
Bet,  A  willing  mind  hath  many  slips  in  love. 
It  was  not  I,  but  Wily  thy  sweet  boy. 
Geo.  And  where  is  Wily  now  ? 
Bet,  In  my  apparel  in  my  chamber  still. 
Geo.  Jenkin,  come  hither  :  go  to  Bradford, 
And  listen  out  your  fellow  Wily. — 
Come,  Bettris,  let  us  in, 
Aod  in  my  cottage  we  will  sit  and  talk. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  King  Edward,  the  King  of  Scots,  Lard 
Warwick,  ^cmng  Cuddy,  and  their  Train** 

Edw.  Brother  of  Scotland,  I  do  hold  it  hard. 
Seeing  a  league  of  truce  was  late  confirm'd 
^wixt  you  and  roe,  without  displeasure  ofiered, 
Tou  should  make  such  invasion  in  roy  land. 
The  vows  of  kings  should  be  as  oriacles. 
Not  blemish'd  with  the  stain  of  any  bvach ; 
Chiefly  where  fealty  and  homage  willeth  it. 

James,  Brother  of  England,  rub  not  the  sore 
afresh ; 
My  conscience  grieves  me  for  my  deep  misdeed. 
I  Imve  the  worst :  of  thirty  thousand  men. 
There  'scapt  not  foil  five  thousand  from  the  field. 

Edw,  Gramercy,  Musgrove,  else  it  had  gone 
hard. 
Cuddy,  111  quite  thee  well  ere  we  two  part. 

James,  But  had  not  his  old  father,  William 
Musgrove, 
Played  twice  the  man,  I  had  not  now  been  here. 
A  stronger  mtJi  I  Seldom  felt  before ; 


But  one  of  more  resolute  valiance 
Treads  not,  I  think,  upon  the  English  ground. 
Edw.  I  wot  well,  Musgrove  shall  not  lose  his 

hire.  . 

Cuddy,  And  it  please  your  grace,  my  father 
was 
Five  score  and  three  at  Midsummer  last  past: 
Yet  had  king  James  been  as  good  as  George  a 

Greene,  ,       -j.  u- 

Yet  Billy  Musgrove  would  have  fought  with  mm. 

Edw.  As  George  a  Greene  ? 
I  prny  thee.  Cuddy,  let  me  question  thee. 
Much  have  I  heard,  since  I  came  to  my  crown. 
Many,  in  manner  of  a  pfroverb,  say. 
Were  he  as  good  as  George  a  Greene^  I  would 

strike  him  sure. 
I  pray  thee  tell  me.  Cuddy,  canV  thou  mform  me, 
What  is  that  George  a  Green e  ? 

Cuddif.  Know,  my  lord,  I  never  saw  the  man, 
But  raickle  talk  is  of  him  in  the  country  : 
They  say  he  is  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield  town  ; 
But  for  his  other  qualities,  I  let  alone. 

War.  May  it  please  your  grace,  1  know  the 

man  too  well. 
Edw,  Too  well !  whv  so,  Warwick  ? 
War.  For  once  he  swinged  me,  till  my  bones 

did  ache. 
Edw.  Why,  dares  he  strike  an  earl  ? 
War.  An  eari,  my  lord !  nay,  he  will  strike  a 

Be  it  not  king  Edward.   For  stature  he  is  framed 
Like  to  the  picture  of  stout  Hercules, 
And  for  his  carriage  passeth  llobin  Hood. 
The  boldest  earl  or  baron  of  our  land. 
That  oflfereth  *°  scath  unto  the  town  of  Wakefield, 
George  will  arrest  his  pledge  unto  the  pound ; 
And  whoso  resisteth  bears  away  the  blows. 
For  he  himself  is  good  enough  for  three. 
Edw.  Why,  this  is  wonderous !— My  lord  of 
Warwick, 
Sore  do  1  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene. 
But,  leaving  him,  what  shall  we  do,  my  lord. 
For  to  subdue  the  rebels  in  the  north  ? 
They  are  now  marching  up  to  Doncaster. 

Enter  one  with  the  Earl  o/Kendall,  Prisoner. 

Soft,  who  have  we  there  ? 

Cuddy,  Here  is  a  traitor,  the  earl  of  Kendall. 

Edw.  Aspiring  traitor  !  how  dar'st  thou  once 
Cast  thine  eyes  upon  thy  sovereign. 
That  honoured  thee  with  kmdneM  and  with  fa- 
vour? 
But  I  will  make  thee  buy  tliis  treason  dear. 

Ken.  Good  my  lord — 

Edw.  Reply  not,  traitor. 
Tell  mc,  Cuddy,  whose  deed  of  honour 


•®  SwrtA.— Sco/A  is  harm,  mischief.    As  In  Richard  III,  A.  1.  8.  S  :— 
«'  To  pray  for  them  that  bath  d^  scathe  to  us. 
TbcSecondPartofJtfcRrj^rj.  A.2.  8.4:—  ^ 

««  All  these  conld  not  procore  mc  any  scaths. 
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GEORGE  A  OREENB, 


[AlrONYMOUt* 


Won  the  fictotj  igunst  thift  rabel  ? 
CtMUjr.  George  ft  GbcfiM^thtt  Pioneff  of  Wake- 

6eld. 
Edw.  GeoTf^  a  Greene  I  now  ahaUl  henriiews 
Certain,  what  thi»  Pinner  is : 
DiscoQfse  it  bmifyCudiJ^,  how  k  befeL 
€ud^  Kendall  and  Boofiei^  with  Sir  Gilbert 
Armstrong 
Came  to  WakefieM  town  diigiiisedy 
And  there  spoke  ill  of  jroar  graee ; 
Which  Qeoree  hot  heating,  fell'd  themathiti«et; 
Aad^  had  nut  rescue  come  iate  the  place, 
George  liad  slai*  him  in  his  dose  of  wheat 

£db.  But,  Caddy,  canflt  thou  not  tell 
Where  I  might  give  and  grant  some  thii^, 
That  migbc  please,  attd  higUy  gratifj  the  Piaaaf's 
thoughts  ? 
Cuddy,  Thisat  that  pMtting Gewge  dklsa;  to 
rac: 
If  the  king  voucheafe  of  this  ray  service, . 
Then,  gentle  Caddj,  kneel:  opoa  thv  knee, 
And  hiimhly  cnwe  a  bona  ot  hina  K>r  oie. 
Edw.  Cuddy,  what  is  it  ? 
Cuddy,  It  is  hia  will  jroar  grace  should  pardon 
them, 
And  let  them  live,  although  they  have  offended, 
Edw,  I  think  the  man  striveth  to  be  glorious. 
Well,  George  hath  craved  it^  and  it  shaH  be  grant- 
ed. 
Which  aone  ba*  he  in  EnglMidshould  have  gottca. 
Live,  Kendall,  but  as  priaouef ; 
So  shalt  thou  end  thy  days  wi^itk  the  Tower. 
Ken.  Gjtttteuais  Ekiward  ta  ofiending  subjects. 
•Kmmi,  My  lord  of  KeadaU,  you  are  weteome 

ttt  the  court; 
Edm,  Nay,,  but  ill  coane  as  tt  (alU.  out  now ; 
Ay,  ill  come  iadeed,  were  it  aoft  for  Geor^  a 

Greaac* 
But,  ^ntle  king,  for  so  yon  weukl'  aver, 
And  Edward^s  betters,  I  salute  yoik  both; 
And  here  I  vow  by  gpod  Saiat  George, 
You  will  gain  but  litUa  wheayooi  aiMBa  arecooaft* 

ed 
I  sore  do  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene : 
And  fok*  because  I  never  saw  Sit  North, 
I  will  forthwith  go  see  it : 
And  for  that  ta  none  I  will  be  kaoitn. 
We  will  ditgoiee  oorselfvs,  and  steal  down  secretly, 
Thou  and  I,  king  Jmaes,  Cuddy,  andcwo<or  ^ee^ 
And  maka  a  mervy  journey  for  a  month; 
Away  then,  conduct  him  to  the  Tower. 
Coma  on,  king  Jamesi  my  heart  most  aeeds  be 

merry. 
If  fortune  makes  such  havock  oB  own  foeSL 

[Exeunt 


Enter  Eouv  Hood^  Jfoid  Maiuav,  Scaiut, 
and  Mvcu  the  MilUf^t  Sao. 

Eobim,  Why  ia  not  lovely  Mariao  hUthe  ol 
cheer? 
What  uis  my  Umman,  that  she  'gjos  to  lewsr  ? 
Say,  good  Marian,  why  art  thou  so  sadi 

JHortaa.  Nothing,  my  Robin,  grieveametodw 
heart. 
But  whensoever  £  do  walk  abroad, 
I  hear  no  soi^  but  all  of  Geoigie  a  Giceat: 
Bettris  his  fair  iemman  passetb  aae ; 
And  this,  my  Robin,  galls  my  very  so«L 

Robin,  Content;  what  wreaks  it  us,  tboagli 
George  a  Greene 
Be  stoat^  so  long  as  ha  doth  proffiw  us  no  sesih? 
Envy  doth  seldom  hurt  hat  to  itself. 
And  therefore,  Mariao,  smile  upon  thy  Robia^ 

Marian.  Never  will  Marian  smile  upoa  her 
Robin, 
Nor  lie  with  him  onder  the  green>wood  shades 
Till  that  thou  go  to  Wakefield  on  a  green,, 
And  beat  tlie  Pinner  for  the  love  ol  oae. 

Rokini,  Content  thec^  Marian^  1  wilieaaithy 
grief; 
My  merry  men  and  I  will  thither  stray  ; 
And  here  I  vow,  that,  fot  the  U^fn  of  thee, 
I  wiU  beat  George  a  Greene^  or  he  shall  beatne. 

Scarlet,  As  I  am  Scarlet,  ueai  to  little  Joh% 
One  of  the  boldest  veomen  oi  the  creav 
So  will  I  *■  wend  with  Robin  all  along, 
And  try  this  Pinner  what  he  dares  to  do. 

^*  Much,  As  I  am  Much,  the  miller'a  son^ 
That  feft  my  mill  to  go  with  thee^ 
And  nif  repent  that  I  have  dene. 
This  pleaaaot  life  canteaUih  me; 
In  ai^ht  I  may,  to  do  thee  gpad,; 
I'll  live  and  die  with  Bohiu  Uaodk 

AfarJoa.  And,  Robin,  Masiaa  she  viitf  go  wch 
theiv 
To  see  ii^  Bettris  how  bright  she  is  af  Uae. 
,  ila6im  Marian,  thouishtdt  go  with  ihy  . 
Bend  up  your  bows^  and  see  vour  sbeibgishe  ti^bl, 
The  arrows  keen,  and  every  thinf  bet  ready. 
And  each  of  yoii^^  a  good  bat.  oa  bis  neck. 
Able  to  lay  a.good man  ea  the  graaiMk 

Scarlei.  I  wia  have  friar  Taeha'a. 
AiacA.  I  wilt  base  liuJe  John's^ 

Robin,  1  will  have  one  made  of  aa  ashen  plsnk, 
Able  to  bear  a  bout  o^  two. 
Then  come  on,  Marian^  let  us  go ; 
For  before  the  sun  doth  shew  the  meaning  day, 
I  ffiU  he  at  Wi^field  lo  sea  this  Pimier»  Ge«ge 
I  a  Greene.  {Baemt, 


"  ir(r}id— The  old  word  for  traveh 

**  Jfiu;A.^ln  the  Ballads  he  it  called  ^qd«. 

^'  ji  good  b^U  on  hii  neck,— ji  »at  is  a  clHw     So  in  JTiii^  I«ar,  A.  4.  ft.  6 :  « -v^Ias  ^y  whether  ] 
costard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder,"— See  Mr  Steevcns's  ^ote  on  this^paH^ge. 
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EiUer  a  Skoemaker  Ming  uptm  thi  Stage  ai 
worki  Jbmkin  !•  kirn. 

Jenk  Mynutsters,  be  Untt  Imtti  Heidwr  meat 
nor  inonej, 
And  hath  lo«t  his  credit  with  the  alewifc^ 
Ibr  tof  thng  I  know,  nmy  gii  snpperless  to  bed. 
Bot  soft,  who  »  here  ?  here  is  a  shoemaker; 
He  knofvs  where  *»  the  best  ale.— 


Shoemiker,  J  pray  thee  tell  i 
Where  is  the  best  ale  in  the 


\  me, 
I  the  town^ 
Shoe.  Afore,  afore,  follow  thy 
At  the  sij^  of  the  egg-shett. 

Jenk,  Cone,  Shoemaker,  if  thon  wHt, 
And  tike  thy  part  of  a  pot. 

Shoe.  Sirrah,  down  with  your  staff, 
Down  with  your  staff. 

Jenk,  Why,  bow  now,  it  the  fellow  mad  ? 
I  pny  thee  tell  ne,  wl^  shoald  I  hohi  down  my 
staff? 
Shoe,  YoQ  will  down  with  hiai,  sir,  wHl  you 

not,  sir  ^ 
J^kt  why,  tell  me  wherefore  r 
Skoe,  My  friend,  this  is  the  town  of  merry 
Wakefield, 
Aod  here  is  a  custom  held,  ^t  none  sfaaR  pa<8 
With  his  staff  on  his  shoulders,  bat  he  must  have 
A  hoot  with  me ;  and  so  bbatl  yon,  nr. 
Jenk,  And  so  will  not  I,  sir. 
Skoc  That  wtU  I  try.  *^  Barking  dogs  bite  not 

the  forest. 
Jenk  I  would  to  God,  I  were  once  t^eFI  rid  of 
him.  [Aside, 

Skoe.  Now,  what,  wilt  you  down  with  your  staffi 
JenL  Why,  you  are  not  in  earnest,  are  you  ? 
Shoe,  If  I  am  not,  take  that. 
Jenk  You  whoresoa  cowardly  scab, 
It  is  bot  the  part  of  a  ^'  clapperdudgeon. 
To  strike  a  man  in  the  street 
Bot  darest  thou  walk  to  the  town's  end  wkh  me  ^ 

Skoe,  AjT,  that  I  dare  do : 
Bat  stay  till  I  lay  in  my  tools,  and  I  will  go 
With  thee  to  the  town's  end  presently. 
Jenk,  1  would  1  knew  how  to  be  nd  of  this  fel- 
low. [Aside, 


Skoe,  Come,  sir,  will  you  come  to  the  towa't 
end  now,  sir? 

Jetik,  Ay,  sir,  come. 
Now  we  are  at  the  town'd  end,  vHiat  say  yoo  howl^ 

Skae,  Marry  come,  let  m  even  have  a  bout 

Jenk,  Ha,  stay  a  little,  bold  thy  hands,  I  pray 
diee. 

8koe.  Why,  wha^s  the  matter? 

Jenk,  Faith,  I  am  Under-pinner  of  a  town, 
And  there  is  an  o#der,  which  if  I  do  not  keep^ 
I  shall  be  turned  out  of  my  office. 

Skee.  What  is  that,  sir  ? 

Jenk,  Whensoever  I  go  to  fight  with  any  body, 
I  use  to  ionnsh  my  st<^  thrice  about  my  head 
Before  I  strike,  and  then  shew  no  favour. 

Skoe,  Well,  sir,  and  till  then  I  will  not  strik« 
thee. 

Jenk,  Well,  sir,  here  is  once,  twice---here  is  mj 
hand, 
I  will  never  do  it  the  third  6me. 

Shoe.  Why  then,  I  see,  we  shall  not  fight* 

Jenk,  Faith  no:  coftie,  I  will  give  thee  two  poti 
Of  the  best  ale,  and  be  friends. 

Skoe.  Faith,  1  see, 
Tt  is  as  hard  to  get  water  out  of  a  fiint. 
As  to  get  him  to  have  a  boot  with  me : 
Therefore  I  will  enter  into  him  fdr  some  ffiod 

cheer. — 
My  friend,  I  see  thon  art  a  faint-hearted  fellow^ 
Thou  hast  no  stomach  to  fight. 
Therefore  let  us  go  to  the  ale-house  and  drink. 

Jenk.  Well,  content ;  go  ihy  ways  and  say  thy 
prayers, 
Thou  'scapeH  my  hands  to-day.  [Exeumt, 

Enter  George  a  Green  and  Bettris. 

George.  TcU  nie,  sweet  love,  how  is  thy  mind 

content  ? 
What,  canst  thou  brook  to  live  with  George  a 

Green? 
Bet.  Ob,  Oeofgc,  how  little  pleasing  are  tbesa 


Came  I  from  Bradford  for  the  love  of  thee  ? 
And  left  my  father  for  so  sweet  a  friend  ? 
Here  will  I  live  until  my  life  do  end. 


Tbe  mode  of  cx^ietiion  here  oscd  is  very  fft^acat  in  nncWnt  writers.  9o,  In  Manday*i  Tiramlntion  of 
PaUncrim  D'OUva,  li>d8>  p.  S&.  •*  --:>o  ascended  he  the  byll,  by  n  mUe  trackt  foOe  path,  wtUi  hys 
yroB  mace  on  his  neeke^  and  the  glaflse  for  the  water  fastened  at  hk  gyrdle.*' 

Ockkar's  Actaca  of  Londom,  Siga.  E  9 :  *'  -»  Bot  when  1  approached  aeeie  anto  hia^  and  beheld  a 
Bum  with  a  lantboroe  and  candle  in  his  hand,  a  long  staffe  <m  Am  neokot  and  a  dagge  nt  hb  taylc,  Ac." 

Dekkar's  B*imoM9  Night  H^adtef ,  Sign.  1 8 :  '•—He  taolie  him  fsv  same  curksh  HobgabUa,  seeing  a 
loig  Mafie  am  his  nedu^  and  therefore  to  be  one  of  his  own  feUowcs.'* 
See  also  Dr  i<anner*s  and  Mr  Steevens^s  iV  otes  on  A$  you  Uke  i/,  A.  1 .  B»  ^ 
^  Burking  dogs^  ^c— i  his  wm  pro\crbial.    See  Hays's  Prooorho^  p.  Ifi. 

*'  Clmpperdudgeon,^A  caot  term  for  a  beggar  born.  Dekkar's  ViUumke  dheooondf  Ae.  Ifii29,  Sign. 
hX    boinBcnJotton*sS/i|p^*/iVc«f,A.!d.S.4:— 

«* Whatl  uclappordudgiomi 

^  i  hat's  a  good  lign,  to  have  a  beggar  follow  him 
<*  So  near  at  his  fint  entry  Into  fortaot*" 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Amonthovs. 


Unter  Robtv  Hood,  and  Mariav,  and  hU  Train. 

Geo.  Happy  am  I  to  have  so  sweet  a  lo?e. 
But  what  are  these  come  ^  trasing  here  along  ? 

Bet,  Three  men  come  striking  through  the 
corn,  my  love. 

Geo,  Back  again,  you  foolish  travellers, 
For  you  are  wrong,  and  may  not^^  wend  this 
way. 

R.  Hood,  That  were  great  shame.    Now  by 
my  soul,  proud  sir. 
We  be  three**  tall  yeomen,  and  thou  bat  one. 
Come,  we  will  forward  iu  despite  of  him. 

Geo,  Leap  the  ditch,  or  I  will  make  yoo  skip. 
What,  cannot  the  highway  serve  your  turn. 
But  you  must  make  a  path  over  the  com  ? 

R,  Hood,   Why,   art  thou  mad?  dar'st  thou 
encounter  three  ? 
We  are  no  babes,  man,  look  upon  our  limits. 

Geo,  Sirrah,  the  biggest  limbs  have  not  the 
stoutest  hearts. 
Were  ye  as  good  as  Robin  Hood,  and  his  three 

merry  men, 
I'll  drive  you  back  the  same  way  that  ye  came. 
Be  ye  men,  ye  scorn  to  encounter  me  all  at  once, 
But  be  ye  cowards,  set  upon  me  all  three. 
And  try  the  Pioner  what  he  dares  perform. 

Scar.  Wert  thou  as  high  in  deeds 
As  thou  art  haughty  in  words, 
Thou  well  mightest  be  a  champion  for  a  King : 
But  empty  vessels  have  the  loudest  sounds. 
And  cowards  prattle  more  than  men  of  worth. 

Geo,  Sirrah,  darest  thou  try  me  ? 

Scar,  Ay,  sirrah,  that  I  dare. 

[Theyjtghl,  and  George  a  Greene  beats  him. 


Much,  How  now?  what,  art  thou  down? 
Come,  sir,  I  am  next. 

{Th^fight,  and  George  a  Obeenr  beats  him. 

R,  Hood.  Come,  sirrah,  now  to  me;  spareme 
not, 
For  ni  not  spare  thee. 

Gta.  Make  no  donbt,  I  will  be  as  libenl  to 
thee. 

[Theyjight,  Robin  Hood  $t^t. 

R,  Hood.  Stay,  George,  for  here  I  do  proiesl, 
Thou  art  the  stoutest  chieunpion  that  ever  I 
Laid  bands  upon. 

Geo,  Soft,  you  sir,  by  your  leave,  you  lie, 
You  never  yet  laid  hands  on  me. 

R,Hood,^  George,  wilt  thoa  forsake  Wake- 
field, 
And  go  with  me  ? 

Two  liveries  will  I  give  thee  every  year, 
And  forty  crowns  shall  be  thy  fee. 

Geo,  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 

R.  Hood.  Why,  Robin  Hood : 
I  am  come  hither  with  my  Marian, 
And  these  my  yeomen  for  to  visit  thee. 

Geo,  Rohm  Hood ! 
Next  to  king  Edward  art  thou  leefe  '®  to  me. 
Welcome,  sweet  Robin  Hood;  welcome^  i 

Marian; 
And  welcome,  you  mv  friends.     Will  you  to  my 

poor  house  r 
You  shall  have  wafer-cakes  your  fill, 
A  piece  of  beef  hung  up  since  ^'  Martlemas, 
Mutton  and  veal ;  if  this  like  you  not. 
Take  that  you  find,  or  that  you  bring  for  me. 

jR.  Hood.  Godamercies^  good  George, 
ril  be  thy  guest  to-day. 


^  rrotifi^.— Follow  log.  So,  in  Churchyard's  Challenge,  p.  1£0 : 

**  All  band  and  hand  they  traced  on 

**  A  tricksie  ancient  round, 
**  And  scone  as  fhadowes  were  they  gone, 

**  And  might  no  more  be  found." 
Maclelh,  A.  4.  S.  I : 

*• give  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 

*'  Ha  wife,  bis  babes,  wad  all  unfortunate  souls 
*'  That  trace  him  in  bis  line.'* 

*7  >r«id.— Secp.452. 

^^  Tall  FeomeN.~The  word  tall  in  this  place,  and  in  most  of  our  ancient  writers,  to  not  designed  tf 
give  us  an  idea  of  height  or  bulk,  but  signifies  ttcut,  bold^  or  couragemu.  Thus,  in  ?ierce  P§mn&em't 
Supplication  to  the  Dioell^  p.  9 :  **  Ulysses  was  a  tall  man  under  Ajax  shield ;  but  by  bimselfe  bee  wooU 
never  adventure  but  in  the  night." 

Hall's  Chronicle,  Henry  iK.  p.  14:  «  And  with  that  word  Sir  Piers  entered  into  the  chamber  wcU 
armed  with  eight  tall  men  in  harness." 

Ibid.  p.  17  :  "  —  dyd  gather  a  booge  armye  of  twentie  tbousande  talle  menne  and  more.** 

So  Bobadil  addresses  Downright  by  the  title  of  Tall  man.  See  Every  Man  in  hi$  Hmnoar,  A*  4.  8.  T. 
and  Air  W bailey's  Note  thereon. 

*5  George,  wilt  thou,  fife— See  the  ballad  in  Evans's  Collection^  voL  1.  p.  109. 

3®  JL««/e.— See  Note  to  Gammer  {j>urUm'$  Needle,  p.  114. 

3»  Marllrmas.— Martlemas  is  corrupted  from  MaHhmaa,  the  feast  of  St  Martin,  the  eleventh  of  Nef«i- 
bcr.  1  he  corruption,  as  Mr  Steevens  remarks  (Note  to  the  Second  Fart  of  Henry  IV.  A. «.  ». «.)  isje- 
neral  hi  all  the  old  Phiys. 
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Geo,  Robin,  therein  thou  hononrest  me. 
ni  lead  the  way.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  King  Edward  and  King  James,  disguised, 
with  two  staves, 

Edw,  Come  on,  king  James,  now  we  are  thus 
disguised, 
There  is  none  (I  know)  will  take  us  to  be  kings : 
I  think  we  are  now  in  Bradford, 
Where  all  the  merry  shoemakers  dwell. 
Enter  a  Shoemaker. 

Shoe,  Down  with  your  staves,  my  friends, 
Down  with  them. 

Edw,  Down  with  our  stares  !  I  pray  thee, 
why  so  ? 

Shoe.  My  niend,  I  see  thou  art  a  stranger  here, 
Else  would'st  thou  not  have  questioned  of  the 

thing. 
This  is  the  town  of  merry  Bradford, 
And  here  hath  been  a  custom  kept  of  old. 
That  none  may  bear  his  sta£f  upon  his  neck. 
Bat  trail  it  all  along  throughout  the  town. 
Unless  they  mean  to  have  a  bout  with  me. 

E(kp.  But  hear  you,  sir,  hath  the  king 
Granted  you  this  custom  ? 

Shoe,  ^^  King  or  Kai&ar,  none  shall  pasa^  this 
way, 
Except  king  Edward ; 

No,  not  the  stoutest  groom  that  haunts  his  court : 
Therefore  down  with  your  staves. 

Edw,  What  were  we  best  to  do  ? 

James.  Faith,  my  lord,  they  are  stout  fellows; 
And,  because  we  will  see  some  sport, 
We  will  trail  our  staves. 

Edw.  Uear^st  thou,  my  friend  ? 
Because  we  are  men  of  peace  and  travellers, 
We  are  content  to  trail  our  staves. 

Shoe^  The  way  lies  before  you,  go  along. 

Enter  Robin  Hood  and  Georoe  a  Greek e  dis- 
guised. 

it  Hood.  See,  George,  two  men  are  pas^ng 
through  the  town. 
Two  losty  men,  and  yet  they  trail  their  staves. 


Geo.  Rebu),  they  are  some  peasants  trickt  in 
yeoman's  weeds. — 
Hollo,  you  two  travellers ! 
Edw.  Call  you  us,  sir  ? 

Geo,  Ay,  you.  Are  ye  not  big  enough  to  bear 
Your  bats  upon  your  necks,  but  you  must  trail 

them 
Along  ttie  streets  ? 

Edw.  Yes,  sir,  we  are  big  enough; 
But  here  is  a  custom  kept,  that  none  may  pass 
His  staff  upon  his  neck,  unless  he  trail  it  at  the 

weapon's  point. 
Sir,  we  are  men  of  peace,  and  love  to  sleep 
In  our  whole  skins,  and  therefore  quietness  is 
best. 
Geo.  Base-minded  peasants,  worthless  to  be 
men ! 
What,  have  you  bones  and  limbs  to  strike  a  blow. 
And  be  your  hearts  so  faint,  you  cannot  fight  ? 
Wer't  not  for  bhame,  I  would  ^^  drub  your  shoul- 
ders well, 
And  teach  you  manhood  against  another  time. 
Shoe.  Well  preached,  sir  Jack !  down  with  your 

stafl. 
Edw.  Do  you  hear,  my  friends  ?  and  you  be 
wise, 
Keep  down  your  staves,  for  all  the  town 
Will  rise  upon  you. 

Geo.  Thou  speakest  like  an  honest  quiet  fellow. 
But  hear  you  me ;  in  spite  of  all  the  swains 
Of  Bradford  town,  bear  me  your  staves  upon 

four  necks, 
Or,  to  begin  withal.  111  baste  vou  both  so  well, 
You  were  never  better  basted  in  your  lives. 
Edw.  We  will  hold  up  our  staves. 

[George  a  Greeke^A^s  with  the 
Shoemakers,  and  beats  them  all  down, 
Geo.  What,  have  you  any  more  ? 
Call  all  your  town  forth.  Cut,  and  Longtail. 

The  Shoemakers  spy  George  a  Greene. 

Shoe.  What !  George  a  Greene,  is  it  you  ?  A 
plague  found  you !  ^ 
I  think  you  long'd  to  swinge  me  well. 


^*  King  or  JEolsiir.— The  expression  of  Khg  and  KaUar  is  frequently  used  by  Spenser.    See  Mr  War- 
too's  Okseroations,  vol.  2.  p.  818.  where  several  imtances  are  produced.  ' 

Again,  io  Nobotfy  and  Somebody,  N.  D.  Sign.  US:  **  My  harts  in  my  hose,  but  my  £sce  was  never 
asbaned  to  shew  itselfe  yet  before  King  or  Keysar." 
Skelton's  Works,  p.  196 : 

"  Ye  boste,  ye  face,  ye  crake, 

*'  And  open  yon  take 

•'  To  rule  King  and  Kayier.'' 

EupkmeM,  p.  6B  :  — **  No  King,  nor  Ksystr  be  be  never  so  royal  in  blrtb,  Ife. 
The  Return  from  Pamassut,  A.  5.  S.  1 : — 

*'  Fair  fSdl  good  Orpheus,  that  would  rather  be 
*'  King  of  a.  molehill,  than  a  Keyser'^t  slave.** 

3'  Drub. — The  fint  edition  reads  thruk, 
^  ji  plague  found  you.—- i.  e*  confound  you. 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE 


[AMONTMOim. 


CooM^Geofge^  wewiU^'  crvA  a  |»ot  befofo  we 

part. 
GetK  A  pot !  you  sWtfy  we  will  have  an  luia- 

dred. 
Mm%  Will  Perking  telw  nj  purat^ 
felcli  me  a  UmA  of  ale,  «Md  sec  ia  the  matket- 

placc, 
That  all  may  drink  that  are  aHiiiat  tbit  day ; 
For  this  is  for  a  fee  te  weioeaie  Eohio  Htfod 
Ta  Bradlord  towa. 

lTh€f  Hng  out  tk€  Stand  0fAU,  and 
Jail  a  drinkimg. 
Here*  Bobia,  ait  tkou  beie; 
For  thott  art  Uie  best  maa  at  the  hoard  this  day. 
Yoo  that  are  strangers,  place  youreelTes  where 

you  will 
Bobby  here's  a  ^^  carouse  to  good  kiag  Edward's 

self, 
Aad  tbey  that  lave  him  oot,  I  wauld  we  had 
Tbe  basoag  of  them  a  Iktie. 

Inter  theJEarl  qf  Warwick  with  other  Noble- 
men, hinging  out  the  Kin^i  gormentt ;  then 
George  a  Greene  and  the  rest  kneel  down  to 
the  King. 

Edw,  Come  nrasters,  all  fellows.   Nay,  Robin, 
Tott  are  the  belt  mmt  at  the  board  to-day. 
^ise  up,  George. 

Oca.  Nay,^«d  my  Uege,  iU  aMrtur'd  we  were 
thea; 
ThevfKh  we  YiM-kshve  mea  be  Uunt  of  speech, 
And  little  skilled  in  court,  or  auch  quaint  fashions^ 
Yet  aatare  teachelh  ae  duty  to  ovtr  ktog^ 
Therefore  I  humbly  beacoch  yeu  pardoa  George 
a  Graeae. 

Mtk  And  eead  i^  lard,  a  pardon  for  poor 
ttoUar 
And  for  us  all  a  paNlon,  «aod  kins  Edward. 

Shoe,  I  mefny  voii,apafMi  for  the  eboeaiiiSLers. 

Edw,  I  irankly  grant  a  pardon  to  you  all. 
And  Oeef^'e  a  ur^eiie,  sjofe  me  thy  hand ; 
Thef9e»«oiie  io  £i^km«d  that  dmK  da  ibee  wrong. 
Even  from  my  coart  I  came  to  see  thyself; 
And  now  I  ;iee  thai  faa»eepeak»aougUt  but  Imth. 


Gee.  I  humbly  thank  ye«r  leyal  aajtearr* 
That  which  I  did  against  the  earl  of  ieMA, 
It  was  but  a  sabjecrs  duty  to  bis  eo? ereigq. 
And  dierefore  little  merits  such  good  wcwde. 

JBdW.  But  ere  I  go,  m  g^tu:e  thee  with  good 
deeds. 
Say  what  king  Edward  may  perform, 
Aad  thou  shaft  hare  it,  being  m  England's  boundi. 

Oeo»  I  have  a  lovely  lemman, 
^^  As  bright  of  blee  as  is  the  silver  moon. 
And  old  Grinoes  her  father  will  not  let  her  nmtcfa 
With  me,  heoaose  I  am  a  Pianer« 
Although  I  love  her,  and  she  ma,  dearly* 

Edw.  Where  is  she? 

Ceo,  At  home  at  my  poor  hoass^ 
And  vows  never  to  marry  aaless  b^  lather 
Give  conaeac,  whieh  is  my  greatest  grief,  my  ted. 

Edw.  If  this  he  all,  I  wUl  dispatdi  it  straight; 
111  send  for  Grime,  lind  force  hmi  give  htsgniflft; 
He  win  not  deny  king  Edward  such  a  tail. 

£a/er  Jenkih,  andtpeakt. 

Ho,  who  saw  a  mastM'  of  oune? 

Oh,  he  is  gotten  into  compan;),  and  a  body 

Should  rake  hell  for  company. 

Geo.  Peace,  ye  slave,  see  where  king  Edward  is. 

Edw.  George,  what  is  he  ? 

Geo.  I  beseech  your  grace  pardon  him,  ha  b 
my  man. 

Shoe.  Sirrah,  the  hinghelb  beendrinkmg  witboe, 
And  did  pledge  us  too. 

J(Mik.Uathhe80?  kned,  I  dab  yon  gemlattien. 

Shoe,  Be^itoftbekiBg,iankiB. 

Jenk,  1  wilL — I  beseeub  year  wor^ip  grant  me 
one  thing. 

Edm.  What  is  that? 

Jenk,  Hark  ia  yoar  ear.  {He wkkpen  the  Eimg 
m  the  ear, 

Edw.  Go  your  ways,  and  do  it. 

Jenk.  Come  down  on  your  knees,  I  have  got  it. 

Shoe.  Let  us  hear  what  it  is,  first, 

«Mb.  Marry,  beeeuseyaa  have  drunk  With  the 
king, 
And  the  kkg  butb  so  gramoasly  pledged  yms^ 


^  Cnnk  m  pot./^T\kk  eaot  eapvcMiaa,  Mr  Steeveps  abserais,  seems  te  have  beea  anee  ee 
lew  people.    It  is  often  to  be  met  with  iaaacieat  Plays,    hem  some  iastances  ia  Hale  4a  Bemm  rn^Jm- 
liil,  A.  1.  S.  9. 

36  Carowu. — A  cortufe  seenw  to  be  a  more  than  ordinary  fsaali^  of  Uqaar,  pisfcahly  as  we  new  aaj  a 
lumper. 

Manton*8  First  Part  of  Jntonio  andMeUede^  A* 8. 

** O  galkmt  yaalfc, 

**  1*11  drink  carmm  unto  yoar  cooa^le's  health.** 

TarltoB*s  Newe$  out  of  Pynuterjf^  51 :  *«  Sapfsf  time  heiag  cams,  they  CcU  to  their  victmih»nBi  UaacJa 
was  aumnut  unto  by  Mutio.''^ 

37  J$  bright  of  blee,—  So  p.  452 : 

"^  To  see  fiilr  Beatrice  how  hHght  she  ia  ofblfiu"^ 
Again  Chaaccr's  Lamentation  of  Mary  Magdakn^  U  991  : — 

**  Onely  for  him,  which  is  $o  bright  of  bit, 
*^  As  I  trowe  1  shall  him  nevir  se." 
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Toa  ibill  no  more  be  called  ihoemafcers ; 

But  TOO  and  jours  to  the  worlds  end, 

Shall  be  called  the  trade  of  the  Geode  Cmft. 

Shoe,  I  beseech  vonr  najesty  reform  this 
Which  he  hath  spekeo. 

Jenk.  I  beseech  yeor  worship  eensume  this 
Which  he  hath  spoken. 

Edm.  Confirm  it,  joa  weidd  sa^. 
Well,  he  hath  done  it  for  yoa,  it  is  sufficient 
Come,  George,  we  will  go  to  Griroey 
And  have  thy  love. 

Jenk,  I  am  sore 
Year  worship  will  abide :  for  yonder  is  coming 
Old  Mosgrove,  and  mad  Caddy  his  son.— - 
Master,  my  fellow  Wily  comes  drest  like  a  wo- 
man, 
And  master  Grime  will  marry  Wily.    Here  they 
come. 

EHter   MusoROVE  and  Cuddy,  and  Master 
Gbime,  Wily,  Maid  Marian,  and  Bettris. 

£db.  Which  is  thy  old  father,  Cuddy  ? 

Cudtfy,  This,  if  it  please  your  majesty. 

Etbff,  Ah,  old  Musgrove,  stand  up ; 
It  fits  not  such  grey  hairs  to  kneel. 

Mut.  Long  live 
My  sovereign !  long  and  happy  be  his  days  ! 
Voociisafe,  my  gracious  lord,  a  simple  gift. 
At  Billy  Musgrove's  hand. 
King  James  at  Meddellom-castle  gave  me  this. 
This  woo  the  honour,  and  this  give  I  thee. 

Edw,  Godamercy,  Musgrove,  for  this  friendly 

gift; 

And  for  thou  fetd*st  a  king  with  this  same  weapon, 

Tbis  blade  shall  here  dob  valiant  Musgrove  knight. 

JUtM.  Alas,  what  hath  your  highness  done  ?  I 

am  poor. 
Edw.  3*  To  mend  thy  living,  take  thou  Meddel- 
lom-castle, 
Tbe  hold  of  both ;  and  if  thou  want  living,  com- 
plain, 


Thou  shalt  have  more  to  nMantaiu  thM  estate. 
George,  which  is  thy  lope? 

Geo,  This,  if  please  your  majesty. 
Ednf.  Art  thou  her  aged  father  ? 

Grime,  I  am,  and  it  bke  your  im^estjr. 

Edw,  And  wilt  not  give  thy  daughter  mito 
George? 

Grtifie.  Yes,  my  levd,  if  he  wili  let  me  marry 
With  this  lovely  lass.  ^ 

Edw.  What  say'st  thou,  George  } 

Geo,  With  all  ray  hearty  asy  lord,  I  give  con* 
sent. 

Grime,  Then  do  I  give  my  daughter  unto 
George. 

Wily,  Then  shall  the  marriage  soon  be  at  fin 
end. 
Witneesy  my  lord,  if  that  I  be  a  woman ; 
For  I  am  Wily,  boy  to  George  a  Greene, 
Who  for  my  master  wrought  this  subtile  shift 

Edw.  What !  is  it  a  boy  ?  what  say'st  thou  to 
this.  Grime  ? 

Grime.  Marry,  my  lord,  I  think  this  boy  hath 
More  knavery  than  all  the  world  besides. 
Yet  am  I  content  that  George  shall  both  have 
My  daughter  and  my  lands. 

JErfw.  Now,  George,  it  rests  I  gratify  thy  worth ; 
And  therefore,  here  I  do  bequeath  to  thee, 
In  full  possession,  half  that  Kendall  hath ; 
And  what  as  Bradford  holds  of  me  in  chief, 
I  give  it  frankly  unto  thee  for  ever. 
Kneel  down,  George, 

Geo^  What  will  your  majesty  do  > 

Edw,  Dub  thee  a  knight,  George. 

Geo,  I  beseech  your  grace,  grant  me  one  thing. 

JBcftr.  What  is  that? 

Geo,  Then  let  me  live  and  die  a  yeoman  still': 
So  was  my  father,  so  must  live  his  son. 
For  'tis  more  credit  to  men  of  base  degree. 
To  do  great  deeds,  than  men  of  dignity. 

Edw.  Well,  be  it  so,  George. 

Jame$,  I  beseech  your  grace  dispatch  with  mc, 


3*  To  mend  thy  living,  take  thou  MeddeUom^^attto, — Mr  Groie,  who  has  given  two  views  of  this  Castle, 
and  a  very  accurate  history  of  the  several  changes  of  its  owners,  in  bis  jintiquities  of  England  and  Wales, 
vol.  iv.  supposes,  that  this  play  hath  little  or  no  foundation  in  hbtory.  *'  The  king,"  says  be,  <<  here  is 
simply  named  Kdward,  without  apy  other  distinction  ;  but  as  the  ScoU  King  b  called  James,  and  men- 
tioo  to  made  of  Edward's  son,  it  can  only  be  Ldward  the  Fourth,  he  being  the  first  of  that  name  contem^ 
porary  with  a  James,  and  the  last  that  bad  issue. 

**  Having  thos  ascertained  the  king,  tbe  next  step  is  to  see,  whether  the  other  circumstances  accord 
with  the  events  of  that  reign ;  but  in  these  there  to  very  little  similarity  ;  for  although  there  was  a  war 
with  the  Scots,  no  dectoive  battle  was  fought  near  Middlebam,  neither  was  tbe  King  of  Scotlxmd  takeo 
prisoner.  It  to  true,  there  was  an  imnrrection  in  Yorkshire  towards  tbe  latter  end  of  this  reign,  ou  ac- 
count of  a  contribution  demanded  for  the  maintenance  of  an  hospital  at  York ;  hut  this  was  termioaird 
by  the  defeat  of  the  rebeto  at  Banbury.  I  will  not  ol^ect  to  tbe  anachronism  of  introducing  here  Robin 
Hood,  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  Richard  tbe  First.  Tbe  introduction  of  imaginary  characters  was  a  li- 
berty then  frequently  taken  in  old  historical  Plays,  in  order  to  divert  tbe  audience,  and  enliven  the  re- 
presentation—a compliment  to  the  upper  galleries  of  those  times.  It  may  also  be  objected,  that  tbe 
Castle  of  Middlebam  was,  about  that  period,  tbe  property  ef  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester.  To  this  ic 
UMy  be  answered.  That  a  man  of  tbe  age  old  Musgrove  U  here  described  to  be,  Would  not,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, hold  it  above  a  year  or  two,  after  which  it  might  be  granted  to  Ricbard.'i 
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GEORdE  A  GREENE. 


[AnONT1£0I)8« 


And  set  down  my  ransonB: 

Edw.  George  a  Greeue^  let  down  the  kipg  of 
Scots 
His  ransom. 

Geo,  I  beseech  your  grace  pardon  me^ 
It  passeth  mj  skill. 

£dw.  Do  it,  the  honom's  thine. 

Geo.  Then  let  king  James  make  good 
Those  towns  which  he  hath  burnt  upon  the  bor- 
ders; 
Give  a  small  pension  to  the  fatherless. 
Whose  fathers  he  caused  murthered  in  those  wars; 


Pot  in  pledge  for  these  diings  to  yoor  grace. 
And  so  return.    King  James,  are  you  content? 

James,  I  am  content,  and  like  your  majesty. 
And  will  leave  good  csistles  in  security. 

Edw,  1  crave  no  more.  Now  George  a  Greene, 
I'll  to  thy  hoQse ;  and  when  I  have  supc^ 
111  go  to  Ask,  and  see  if  Jane  a  Barley  be  so  fair, 
As  f;ood  king  James  reports  ber  for  to  be. 
And  for  the  andent  custom  of  Fat/  itaff^ 
Keep  it  still,  claim  privilege  from  me* 
If  any  ask  a  reason  why?  or  how  ? 
Say,  English  Edward  vail'd  his  staff  to  yon. 

[ExoMt. 


EDITION. 


A  pleasant  conceyted  Comedie  of  George  a  Greene  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield.  As  it  was^ 
sundry  tiroes  acted  by  the  Servants  of  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  Sussex.  Imprinted  at  Loih 
dou,  by  Simon  Stafford,  for  Cuthbert  Burby;  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  Shop  neare  the  Rojal  li* 
change,  1599, 4to.  .    ^-^  * 
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J  E  R  O  N  I  M  O, 


PART  THE  FIRST, 


Prom  Heywood^t  ^  Apology  for  Acton^  it  appears,  that  Thomas  Kyd  was  the  author  of  the  "  Spar 
HmA  Tragedy,  or  Hieronimo  is  Mad  again/'  But  whether  he  likewise  wrote  this  **  First  Part  ofJe^ 
ronimo**  does  not  appear. 

This  **  First  Part  (^Jeronimo^  is  so  scarce^  that  many  have  doubted  whether  it  ever  existed;  and 
Mr  Coxeter  and  the  author  of  the**  Playhouse  Dictionary^  were  of  opinion,  that  what  is  called  the 
*  Spanish  Tragedy,  or  Hieronimo  is  Mad  again,"  was  only  the  old  play  altered  and  new  named, — 
Ben  Jonson  has  a  passage  in  the  induction  to  **  Cynthia  s  Pivels^  1600,  that  seewu  to  favour  that  opir 
nion :  **  Another  swears  down  all  that  sit  about  him,  that  the  old  Hieronimo,  as  it  was  fint  acted, 
was  the  only  best  and  judiciously  pen'd  play  of  Europe.'' 

They  were,  however,  two  distinct  plays,  as  appears  from  this  copy  qf  the  First  Part,  which  is  print" 
edfrom  one  in  the  valuable  collection  qfDavtd  Garrick,  Esq. 

Fhtm  another  passage  in  the  induction  to  **  Cynthia's  Revels^ jocted  in  1600,  it  may  be  conjectured, 
that  **  Jeromtno  first  appeared  on  the  stage  about  the  year  1588.  **  They  say  (says  one  of  the  chil* 
dren  of  the  Queen's  Chapel)  the  ghosts  of  some  three  or  four  plays,  departed  a  dozen  yean  since, 
have  Seek  seen  walking  on  your  stage  hereJ* 


Sound  a  Signet,^  and  pass  over  the  Stage*  Enter 
at  one  door  the  King  of  Spain,  Duke  of  Castile, 
Duke  Medina,  Loreszo,  and  Roobro  ;  at  ano' 
ther  door,  Andrea,  Horatio,  and  Jeronimo. 
Jerokimo  kneels  down,  and  the  King  creates 
kim  Marshall  of  Spain ;  Lorenzo  puts  on  his 
Spurs,*  and  Andrea  Am  Sword,  The  King  foes 
along  with  Jeronimo  to  his  House;  tfier  a  long 
Signet  is  sounded,  enter  all  the  Nobles,  with  co- 
vered  dishes,  to  the  Banquet. 

Exestnt  omnes.    That  done,  enter  all  again 
ashrfore. 

Spain.  Frolicky  Jeronimo !  thoa  art  dow  cod- 
firmed 


Marshal  of  Spain,  by  all  the  does 
And  Customary  rights  unto  thy  office. 
Jer.  My  knee  sings  thanks  unto  your  highness* 
bounty. — 
Come  hither,  boy  Horatio;  fold  thy  joinU; 
Koeel  by  thy  father's  loins,  and  thank  my  leegd^ 
By  honouring  me,  thy  mother,  and  thyself, 
With  this  high  staff  of  office. 
.    Hot.  O,  my  leege, 

I  have  a  heart  thrice  stronger  than  my  years, 
And  that  shall  answer  gratefully  for  me. 
Let  not  my  youthful  blush  impare  my  yalour : 
If  ever  you  We  foes,  or  red  field  scars, 
I'll  empty  all  my  veins  to  serve  your  wars ; 
ril  bleed  for  you ;  and  more,  what  speech  afibrds, 


*  Sound  a  signet— This  word,  which  is  variously  spelt,  as  senet,  cynet,  sennet,  sinet,  signete,  mpinet,  sig^ 
met,  &c.  I  believe  to  be  oo  more  than  a  comiptioo  of  s<ma<a,  ItaL  See  a  note  oo  /«//«<  Catar,  Vol.  Vlil. 
p.  9.  and  anotber  on  King  Henry  VllL  Vol.  VII.  p.  ^86.    8.  ^        «    . 

»  Lorenso  p^U  m  his  ipurf.— This  ceremony  b  stUl  retaUied  In  the  creation  of  a  Knigbt  of  the  Bath, 
and  is  geoer&Uy  performed  by  loroe  person  of  eminence.  See  Amtl^s  Historical  Essay  upon  the  Kpig^httuhni 
•/the  Bath,  4to,  17^.    liord  iJerbert  of  Cberbury's  Life,  p.  54^ 
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THE  FIRST  PART 


[Anoktmou«» 


111  «petk  in  drops  when  I  do  fail  in  words. 

Jer.  Well  spoke,  my  boy;  and  on  thy  father's 
sid& — 
My  leege,  how  like  yon  Don  Horatio's  spirit  ? 
What !  doth  it  promise  fair  ? 

Spmn,  Ay,  and  no  doubt  bis  merit  will  pur- 
chase more. 
Knicht  Marshal  rise,  and  still  rise  * 
Higher  and  greater  in  thy  sorereien's  eyes. 

Jer.  O,  fortunate  hour !  blessed  minute !  hap- 

Able  to  ravish  eten  my  sense  away ! 

Now  I  remember  too ;  O  sweet  remembrance ! 

This  day  my  years  strike  fifty,  and  in  Rome 

They  call  the  fifty  year,  the  year  of  Jubily, 

The  merry  year,  the  peaceful  year,  jocond  year, 

A  year  of  joy,  of  pleasure,  and  delight ; 

This  shall  be  my  year  of  Jubily,  for  'tis  my  fifty. 

Age  usher<i  honour;  'ds  no  shame;  confess, 

Beard,  thoo  art  fifty  full,  not  a  hair  less. 

Enter  an  Embassador, 

Spam,  How  now?  what  news  from  Spain?  tri« 

bute  returned  ? 
Emb.  Tribute  in  words^  my  leege,  but  not  in 


Spain,  Ha!  daie  be  sliU  procras^ate  with 
Spain  ? 
Not  tribute  paid !  not  three  years  paid ! 
Tis  not  at  his  coin. 
But  his  slack  homage,  that  we  most  repine. 

Jer,  My  leege,  if  my  opinion  might  stand  firm 
Within  your  highness'  thei^hts^ 

Spain,  Marsha],  our  kingdom  calls  thee  father; 
Therefore  speak  firee. 
Thy  counsel  rU  embrace,  as  I  do  thee. 

Jer,  I  thank  your  highness.  Then,  my  gracious 

I  hold  It  meet,  by  way  of  embassage. 
To  demand  his  mind,  and  the  neglect  of  tribute. 
But,  my  leege,  • 

Here  must  be  kind  words,  which  doth  oft  besiege 
The  ears  of  rough-hewn  tjrrants,  more  than  blows ; 
Oh,  a  politic  speech  beguiles  the  ears  of  foes. 
Marry,  my  leege,  mistake  me  not,  I  pray; 
If  friendly  phrases,  honied  speech,  bewitching  ac- 
cent 
Well-tuned  melody,  and  all  sweet  gifts 
Of  nature,  cannot  avail  or  win  him  to  it, 
llien  let  him  raise  his  gall  up  to  his  tongue. 
And  be  as  bitter  as  phyucians'  drugs. 
Stretch  his  mouth  wider  with  big  swoln  phrases. 
Oh,  here's  a  lad  of  mettle,  stout  Don  Andwa, 
Mettle  to  the  crown. 

Would  shake  the  kingfs  high  court  three  bandfuls 
down. 

Spain.  And  well  picked  out.  Knight  Marshal ; 
speech  well  strung ; 
rd  rather  chuse  Horatio,  were  he  not  so  young. 

Hot,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness, 
On  placing  me  next  unto  his  royal  bosom. 

Somin,  How  stand  ye,  lords,  to  this  election  ? 

Unmet,  Right  pleasing,  our  dread  sovereign. 


Med.  Only,  with  pardon,  migbty  aovereii 

Cast,  I  should  hare  choee  Doo  Loremo. 

Med.  I,  Don  Rogero. 

Rog,  Oh,  no ;  not  me,  my  lords, 
I  am  war's  champion,  and  my  fees  are  swonb. 
Pray,  king,  pray,  peers,  let  it  be  Don  Andrea; 
He's  a  wortny  limo, 
Loves  wars  and  soldiers,  therefore  I  love  bin. 

Jer,  And  I  love  him  and  thee,  valimnt  Bogcro. 
Noble  spirits,  pliant  bloods; 
You  are  no  wise,  insinuating  lords, 
You  ha'  no  tricks,  you  ha'  none  of  all  their  siei^ 

Lor,  So,  so,  Andrea  must  be  sent  c 
Lorenzo  is  not  thought  upon :  good ! 
I'll  wake  the  court,  or  startle  out  son 

&>atit.  How  stand  you,  lords,  to  this  election? 

Omnes,  Right  pleasing,  our  dread  loveieipi. 

Spain,  Then,  Don  Andrea,— 

AntL  My  approved  leege. 

Spain,  We  make  thee  our  lord  higih  cmbaasadnr 

And,  Your  highness  circles  me  with  honour^* 
bounds ; 
I  still  discharge  the  weight  of  your  command 
With  best  respect :  if  fnendly  tempered  phrase 
Cannot  affect  the  virtue  of  your  clmrge^ 
I  will  be  hard  like  thunder,  and  as  rough 
As  northern  tempests,  or  the  vexed  bowelt 
Of  too  insulting  waves  who  at  one  blow 
Five  merchants'  wealths  into  the  deep  doth  dvow. 
I'll  threaten  crimson  wars. 

Rog,  Aye,  aye,  that's  good ; 
Let  them  keep  coin,  pay  tribute  with  their  blood. 

Spain,  Farewell  then,  Don  Andrea;  to  thycfaarge. 
Lords,  let  us  in ;  joy  shall  be  now  our  guest : 
Let's  in  to  celebrate  our  second  feast. 

[Exeunt  omnes,  vneter  Lokesio. 

Lor.  Andrea's  gone  embassador; 
Lorenzo  is  not  dreamt  on  in  thb  age. 
Hard  fate. 

When  villains  sit  not  in  the  highest  state ! 
Ambition's  plumes,  that  floori^ied  in  our  cour^ 
Severe  authority  has  dashed  with  justice; 
And  policy  and  pride  walk  Hke  two  exilet, 
Giving  attendance,  that  were  once  attended ; 
And  we  reiected,  that  were  once  high  hoaouifd. 
I  hate  Andrea ;  'cause  be  aims  at  boooor,  when 
My  purest  thoupl^  w6rk  in  a  pitchy  rale. 
Which  are  as  diffnrent  as  beoven  and  bell. 
One  peers  for  day,  the  other  gaj^  for  nigjht. 
That  yawning  beldam,  with  her  jetty  skin, 
lis  she  I  h«f  a»  mine  effMninate  bnd^ 
For  such  complexions  best  appease  my  pride. 
I  have  a  lad  in  pickle  of  this  stamp, 
A  mehmcbolT,  oiscontented  covrtier. 
Whose  famished  jaws  look  like  the  chap  of  death : 
Upon  whose  eye-brows  hang  damnation ; 
Whose  hands  are  washed  in  npe  and  murders 

bold: 
Him  with  a  goMen  bait  will  I  aRore, 
(For  courtiers  will  do  any  thing  for  gold,) 
To  be  Andrea's  death  at  his  return. 
He  loves  my  sister,  that  shall  cost  his  liie; 
So  she  a  husbaac^  he  shall  lose  a  wife. 
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0  iweet,  sweet  policy,  I  bug  thee !  ^pod ; 
^Kirea's  HjmenVdniiebt  shall  be  in  blood. 

[EM. 

Enter  Hoeatio  at  cne  dootf  Andrea  at 


Ear,  Whither  in  sucli  haste,  mj  second  self? 
And.  rfaith^  my  dear  bosom,  to  take  solemn 
leave 
Of  a  most  weeping  creatare. 
Bar.  That's  a  woman. 

Mnier  B^llimperia. 

And.  That^s  Bellimperia. 

Hor.  See,  see,  she  meets  yon  here : 
And  what  is  it  to  love,  and  be  loved  dear  \ 

BeL  I  have  heard  of  your  honour,  gentle  breast, 
i  do  not  like  it  now  so  well  methinks.  . 

And,  What !  not  to  have  honour  bestowed  on 
me? 

Bel  O,  yes ;  but  not  a  wandering  honour,  dear ; 
I  could  aiBford  well  didst  thou  sUy  here. 
Coaki  honour  melt  itself  into  thy  veins, 
And  thou  the  fountain,  I  oould  wish  irso, 
If  thou  would*st  remain  here  with  me,  and  not  go. 

AfuL  lis  but  to  Portugal. 

Hot,  But  to  demand  the  tribute,  lady. 

BeL  Tribute !  alas,  that  Spain  cannot  of  peace 
Forbear  a  little  coin,  the  Inaies  being  so  near. 
And  vet  this  is  not  all :  I  know  you  are  too  hot. 
Too  full  of  spleen  for  an  embassador. 
And  will  lean  much  to  bouour. 

And.  Push ! 

BeL  Nay,  bear  me,  dear !  I  know  you  will  be 
rough 
And  mlent ;  and  Portingal  hath  a  tempestuous  son, 
Scampt  with  the  mark  of  fury,  and  you  loo. 

And.  Sweet  Beliimperia ! 

BeL  Youll  meet  like  thunder,  each  imperious 
Over  other^s  spleen ;  you  have  both  proud  spirits, 
And  both  will  strive  to  aspire. 
When  two  vexed  ck>uds  justle,  they  strike  out  fire : 
And  you,  I  fear  me,  war,  which  peace  forefend. 

0  dear  Andrea,  pray,  let  us  have  no  wars ! 
First  let  them  pay  the  soldiers  that  were  maimed 
In  the  last  battle,  ere  more  wretches  fall, 

Or  walk  on  stilts  to  timeless  funeral. 

And.  Respective  dear  f  O,  my  life's  happmess  I 
The  jov  of  all  my  being !  do  not  shape 
Frightful  conceit  beyond  ibe  imtent  of  act  I 

1  know  thy  love  is  vinlant  o*er  my  blood. 

And  fears  ill  fate  which  heaven  hath  vet  withstood. 
But  be  of  comfort;  sweet  Horatio  knows 
I  go  to  knit  friends,  not  to  kindle  foes. 

Hot.  True,  madam  Beliimperia,  xhat*s  his  task : 
The  phrase  he  useth  must  be  gently  styled. 
The  king  hath  warned  him  to  be  smooth  and  mild. 


BeL  But  will  you,  indeed,  Anditea? 
And.  By  this. 

BeL  By  this  lip-blushing  kiss. 
Ifor.  O  you  swear  sweetly. 
BeL  ril  keep  your  oath  for  you  till  you  ratam, 
Then  I'll  be  sure  you  shall  not  be  forsworn. 

Enter  Pedrikgavo. 

And.  Ho,  Pedringano  I 

Fed.  Signioro. 

And,  Are  all  things  aboard? 

Fed*  They  are,  ny  good  lord. 

And.  Then,  Beliimperia,  I  take  leave;  Horatio 
Be,  in  my  absence,  my  dear  self,  chaste  self.— 
What !  playing  the  woman,  Beliimperia? 
Nay,  then,  you  love  me  not;  or,  at  the  leasts 
You  drown  my  honours  in  those  iowing  watera. 
Believe  it,  Beliimperia,  'tis  as  common 
To  w^p  al  parting  as  to  be  a  woman. 
Love  me  more  valiant;  play  not  this  moist  prize; 
Be  woman  in  all  parts  save  m  thy^eyes. 
And  so  t  leave  thee. 

BeL  Farewdl,  my  lord : 
Be  nnndfiil  of  my  love,  aad  of  your  Word. 

And,  Tis  fixed  upon  ray  heart;  adieu,  souFs 
fWend! 

Her.  All  honour  on  Andnsa*s  steps  attend. 

BeL  Yet  he  is  in  sight,  and  yet  but  now  he*s 
varashed.  [Exit  Anorca« 

Hor.  Nay,  lady,if  yeu  stoop  so  much  to  passion, 
ril  caU  him  back  again. 

BeL  O,  good  Horatio^  no ;  it  is  for  honour, 
Pr'ythee  let  him  go. 

nor.  Then,  madam,  be  composed,  as  you  were 
wont, 
To  music  and  delight ;  the  time  being  comic,  will 
Seem  short  and  pleasant,  till  his  return 
From  Portingal : 

And,  madam,  in  this  circle  let  your  heart  move; 
Honoured  proaiotion  ia  the  sap  of  love. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Lazarotto,  m  dkcontented 
Courtier, 

Lor.  Come,  my  soul's  spaniel,  my  Kfe*s  jetty 
substance. 
What's  thy  name  ? 
Laz.  My  name's  an  honest  muae,  a  courtier's 
name: 
lis  Lazarotto. 

Lor,  What,  Lazarotto ! 
Laz.  Or  rather  rotting  in  this  lazy  ace 
That  yields  me  no  employments:  I  Iiave  mis- 
chief 
Within  my  breast,  more  than  my  ^  bulk  can  hold : 
I  want  a  midwiie  to  deliver  it. 
Lor.  I'M  be  the  he-one  then,  and  rid  thee  soon 


^  BuUd— One  of  (he  significations  affixed  to  this  word  by  Skinner,  in  hh  Etj^logicon,  is  **  Venter^  bine 
-ilisp.  Bucktf  Ventriculos  animal i§,  Belg.  Bulchc,  Thorax.*'' 


So,  in  The  Nice  Valom;  by  BcoMmaDt  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  X.  p.  355.  edition  1778  : 
**  My  maintenance,  rascals !  mij  bulh,  my  exhibitioD !" 
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Or  this  dull,  leaden,  and  tormendiig  elf. 
Thnu  know'sc  the  love  betwixt  BeUitnperia  and 
Andrea's  bosom  i 

Lax.  A je,  I  do. 

Lor.  How  might  I  cross  it,  my  swtet  liiischief  I 
Honey  damnation  !  how  ? 

Laz.  Well: 
As  many  trays  as  there  are  paths  to  hell. 
And  that's  enow  i'faith.  .  From  usurers'  door, 
There  goes  one  path:  from  friers  that  niirse 

whores, 
There  soes  another  path :  from  brokers'  stalls^ 
Jrom  nch  that  die  and  build  no  hospitals, 
Two  other  paths :  from  farmers  that  crack  bahis 
With  stuffing  com,  yet  starve  the  needy  swarms, 
Another  fwth :  from  drinking  schools  one, 
From  dicing-houses— but  from  the  court,  none, 
none. 

Lor,  Here  is  a  slave  just  of  the  stttnp  I  Wish ; 
Whose  mk  souFs  blacker  than  his  name, 
Though  it  stand  printed  with  a  raven's  quilL 
But,  Lazarotto,  cross  my  sister's  love. 
And  I'll  rain  showers  of  duckets  in  ihy  palm. 

Las.  01)  duckets,  dainty  ducks;  forgive  me 
duckets, 
111  fetch  you  duck  enough  for  gold ;  and  chink 
Makes  the  punk  wanton  and  the  bawd  to  wink. 
,    Lor.  Discharge,  discharge,  ^ood  Lazarottq,  how 
We  may  cross  my  sister's  loving  hopes. 

Laz.  Nay,  now  I'll  tell  you. 

Lor.  Thou  knowest  Andrea's  gone  embassador. 

Laz,  The  better ;  there's  opportunity :  now  list 
tome. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio,  and  overhear 
their  talk^ 

Alcario,  the  Duke  Medina's  son. 
Dotes  on  your  sister  Belliroperia  : 
Him  in  her  private  pilleryyou  shall  place 
To  court  her;  let  his  protestations  be 
Fashioned  with  rich  jewels,  *  for  in  love 
Great  gifts  and  gold  have  the  best  tongue  to 
move. 


Let  him  not  spare  an  oath  without  a  jewel 
To  bind  it  fast :  oh,  I  know  women's  liearts, 
What  stuff  they  are  made  of,  my  lord :  gifks  and 

Will  melt  the  chastest  seeming  female  living. 
Lor.  Indeed  Andrea  is  but  poor,  though  ho* 
nourable ; 
His  bounty  among  soldiers  sokes  him  dry. 
And  therefore  great  giAs  may  bewitch  her  eye: 
Jer,  ^  Here's  no  fine  villainy,  no  damned  bro- 
ther! 
Lor.  But  say  she  should  deny  Ids  gifts,  be  all 
Composed  of  bate,  as  my  mind  gives  me  that 
She  will:  what  then? 

Laz.  Then  thus :  at  his  returd 
To  Spain,  I'll  murder  Don  Andrea. 
Lor.  Dar'st  thou,  spirit? 
Laz.  What  dales  not  be  do,  that  ne'er  hopes  to 

inherit  ? 
Bor.  He  dares  be  damn'd  like  thee. 
Laz.  Dare  I  ?  Ha,  ha ! 
I  have  no  hope  of  everlasting  heigHt, 
My  soul's  a  Moor  you  know,  salvation's  white. 
What  dare  I  not  enact  then  ?  Tush,  he  dies; 
I  will  make  way  to  Bellimperia's  eyes. 
Lor.  To  weep  I  fear,  but  not  to  tender  lore. 
Laz,  Why,  is  she  not  a  woman?    she  musi 
weep 
Awhile,  as  widows  i|se  till  their  first  sleep ; 
Who  in  the  morrow  following  will  be  sold 
To  new^  before  the  first  are  throughly  cold. 
Su  Bellimperia;  for  this  is  common ; 
The  more  she  weeps,  the  more  she  {^ays  the  wo- 
man. 
Lor.  Come  then,  howe'er  it  hap,  Andrea  shall 

be  crost 
Laz.  Lfit  me  alone.  III  turn  him  to  a  ghost. 
[Exeunt  Lorei42o,  omf  Lazarotto,  ami 
Horatio. 

Manet  Jeronimo. 

Jer.  Farewell,  true  brace  of  villains ; 
Come  hkher,  boy  Horatio,  didst  thnu  bear  tbem^ 


*  For  in  love,  &c.-^The  same  sentiment  is  hi  both  Sbakespeaie,  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcher* 
Deo  OeiUtemm  of  Verona,  A.  3.  S. «  :— 

«*  Win  her  with  gifts,  if  she  respects  not  words ; 

Dumb  jewels  often  in  their  lilent  kind, 

More  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman's  mind.*' 

The  Woman  Hater,  A.  4.  S.  2: 

"  Your  offers  must 

Be  full  of  bounty ;  velvets  to  famish  a  gown,  silks 
For  pettlcoaU  and  fpreparts,  shag  for  lining ; 
Forget  not  some  pretty  jewel  to  nuten  after 
Some  little  compliment !  If  she  deny  this  courtesy. 
Doable  your  bounties ;  be  not  wanting  in  abundance  : 
Fulness  of  gifts,  link'd  with  a  pleasing  tongue. 
Will  win  an  anchorite." 

5  Uere^s  no  fine  villabijf.-^^et  Note  to  The  Mayor  of  Quinboroagh^  poitesu 
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Hor,  O  mj  trae-brottsted  father,  1117  eara 
Hare  sack'd  m  poison,  deadly  poison: 
Murder  Andrea !  O  inburaan  pracdoe ! 
Had  not  your  reverend  years  been  present  here, 
I  should  have  pouyarded  the  villain's  bowels^ 
Aad  shoved  his  soul  out  to  damnation. 
Murder  Andrea !  honest  lord !  impions  villains ! 

Jer,  I  like  thy  true  heart,  boy ;  thou  lov'st  thy 
friend, 
It  is  the  greatiest  argument  and  sign. 
That  I  begot  thee,  for  it  shews  thou  art  mine. 

Hor.  O  father,  'tis  a  charitable  deed 
To  prevent  those  that  wOpld  make  virtue  bleed ! 
ni  dispat<;b  letters  to  Don  Apdrea; 
Unfold  their  hellish  practice,  damn'd  intent, 
Against  the  virtuous  rivers  of  hifl  life. 
Murder  Andrea  1 

Enter  IsABEixi. 

Jer.  Peace:  who  comes  here?  news,  new^  lo- 
belia. 

lio.  What  news,  Jenmimo  ?  . 

Jer.  SCraoge  news : 
Lorenso  is  b^ome  an  honest  man. 

Jfo.  Is  this  your  wondrous  news? 

Jer.  Is  it  not  wondrous 
To  have  honesty  in  bell  ?  go  tell  it  abroad  now ; 
3ot  see  you  pdt  no  new  additions  to  it. 
As  thu»---shall  I  tell  you,  gossip ;  I»renzo  is 
Become  an  honest  man :— bewiM^^  beware;  for  ho- 

liestjr. 
Spoken  iq  dension,  points  out  knavery. 
0  then  take  heed ;  that  jest  would  oot  be  trim, 
He*s  a  great  man,  therefore  we  mi|St  not  knave  him. 
In,  gentle  soul ;  111  not  be  long  away, 
As,  short  my  body,  short  shall  be  my  stay. 

[faii  ISABBI^LA. 

^or.  Murder  Andrea!  what  Mood-sucking  slave 
Could  cboke  bright  honour  in  a  scabbard  grave ! 

Jer.  What, harping  still  upon  Andrea's  death? 
Pave  oonrage,  boy  i  I  shall  prevent  their  plots. 
And  make  them  both  stand  like  two  politic  sots. 

Hor,  Lorenzo  has  a  reach  as  far  as  hell, 
To  hook  the  devil  from  his  flaming  cell : 
Oh,  spriditly  ffither,  he'll  out-reach  you  theq ; 
Knaves  longer  reaches  have  than  honest  men. 

Jer.  But,  boy,  fear  not.  Til  out-stretdi  them  f|ll. 
My  mind's  a  giant,  thotigh  my  bulk  be  small  ^ 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  theKingofPortingal,'BAi.rBEZAnf  A|.ex- 
A  jiDBo^  Don  VoLtupo,  and  others :  a  Peal  of 
Ordnance  ;  vt/Ain,  a  great  $hout  of  People. 

King*  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  loud  report  ? 
Aies.  An  embassy,  my  lord,  is  new  arrived  from 

Spain, 
King,  Son  Balthezar,  we  pray  do  you  go  meet 

him. 
And  do  him  all  the  honour  that  belongs  him. 
BaL  Father^  my  best  endeavour  shallobey  you: 


Wei 

Brave,  stout  An< 


r  lord,  Spain'schmceembaiiador, 
i;  for  so  I  guess  thee. 

Enter  Andrea. 


^fidL  Portugal's,  ere  I  thank  thee, 
Thou  seems  no  less  than  what  thou  art,  a  prince. 
And  an  heroic  spirit :  Portingal's  king, 
I  kiss  my  hand,  and  tender  on  thy  throne 
My  master's  love,  peace,  and  aflection. 

King.  And  we  receive  them,  and  thee,  worthy 
Andrea; 
Thy  master's  hi^h-prized  love  unto  our  heart. 
Is  welcome  to  his  friend ;  thou  to  our  court. 

And.  Thanks,  Portingal.    My  lords,  I  had  in 
charce. 
At  my  depart  from  Spain,  this  embassage. 
To  put  your  breasi  in  mind  of  tribute  due 
Unto  our  master^s  kingdom,  these  three  years 
Detained  and  kept  back ;  and  I  am  sent  to  know, 
Whether  neglect,  or  will,  detains  it  so. 

King.  Thus  much  return  unto  thy  king,  A  ndre a ; 
We  have  with  best  advice  thought  of  our  state. 
And  find  it  much  dishonoured  by  base  homage: 
[  not  deny,  but  tribute  hath  been  due 
To  Spain  by  our  forefathers'  base  captivity. 
Yet  cannot  rase  out  their  successors'  merit. 
'TIS  said,  we  shall  not  answer  at  next  birth 
Our  fathers*  faults  in  heaven ;  why  then  on  earth  ? 
Which  proves  and  shews,  that  which  they  lost 
By  base  captivity, 

We  may  redeem  with  honoured  valiancy. 
We  borrow  nought :  our  kingdom  is  our  own : 
He  is  a  base  kine  that  pays  rent  for  hi^  throne. 

And.  Is  this  thy  answer,  Portingal  ? 

BaL  Ay,  Spain; 
A  roval  answer  too,  which  Til  maintain. 

Omnet.  And  all  the  peers  of  Portugal  the  like. 

And.  Then  thus  all  Spain,  which  but  three  im* 
nntes  ago 
Was  thy  full  friend,  is  now  returned  thy  foe. 

fioL  An  excellent  foe ;  we  shall  have  scuffling 
good. 

AfuU  Thou  shalt  pay  tribute,  Portugal,  with 
blood. 

BaL  Tribute  for  tribute,  then ;  and  foes  for  foes. 

And.  I  bid  you  sudden  wars. 

BaL  1  sudden  blows,  and  that's  as  good  as  wars. 
Don,  ni  not  bate 

An  inch  of  courage,  nor  a  hair  of  fiste : 
Pay  tribute  I  with  strokes. 

And.  Aye,  with  strokes  you  shall; 
AisA,  that  Spain  should  correct  Portug^ ! 

BaL  Correct ! 
O,  in  that  one  word  such  torments  do  I  feel. 
That  I  could  lash  thv  ribs  with  valiant  steeL 

And.  Prince  Balthezar,  shall's  meet? 

BaL  Meet,  Don  Andrea  ?  yes,  in  the  battle's 
bowels ; 
Here  is  my  gage,  a  never^failing  pawn ; 
^will  \eepliis  day,  his  hour,  nay  minute;  'ti|[il]. 
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And.  Thea  thine,  und  this,  f)o«8eis  one  quslity. 

BaL  O  let  then  kks : 
Did  I  not  understand  thee  noble,  valiant^ 
And  worthy  my  sword's  sodety  with  thee, 
For  all  Spain's  wealth,  Vd  not  fgjrmp  haods^ 
Meet  Don  Andrea.    I  tc4J  thee,  noble  spirit^ 
rd  wade  up  to  the  knees  In  blood,  I'd  make 
A  bridge  of  Spanish  carcases,  to  sin^  thee 
Out  of  the  gAsping  army* 

And.  Woot  thou,  prince? 
Why  even  for  that,  I  lo?e. 

BaL  Tut,  love  me,  man,  when  we  bwre  dnvik 
Hot  blood  together ;  wounds  will  tie 
An  everlasting  settled  amity. 
And  so  shall  thine. 

And.  And  thine. 

BaL  What !  give  no  place? 

And,  To  whom? 

BaL  Tome. 

And.  To  thee? 
Why  should  my  face,  that's  pboed  abeve  my  mipd, 
Fall  under  it? 

BmL  ril  make  thee  yield. 

And,  Aye,  when  you  get  me  down ; 
But  I  stand  even  yet,  jump  crown  to  crofrn. 

BaL  Dar'stthott? 

And,  I  dare. 

BaL  I  am  all  veit. 

And,  loarenot. 

BaL  I  shall  forget  the  law. 

And,  Do,  do. 

Bal.  $baUI? 

And.  Spare  not 

BaL  But  tbM  wilt  yield  first. 

And.  No. 

BaL  O,  I  bog  thee  for't, 
The  valiaot'tt  spirit  e'er  trod  the  Spanish  court: 
Here  let  the  rising  of  our  hot  blood  set 

Alex,  My  leege,  two  nobler  spiriu  never  met 

BaL  Until  we  meet  in  purple,  when  our  swords 

And.  Agreed,  right  valiant  prince  t-^ 
Tben  Portugal,  this  is  thy  resolute  answer  ? 
King.  So  return ;  it's  so ;  we  have  bethought 

US 

What  tribute  is ;  how  poor  diat  monapch  shews, 
Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owes : 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Spain, 
We  have  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

And,  Then  I  unclasp  the  purple  leaves  of  war : 
Many  a  new  wound  must  gasp  through  an  old  sear. 
So  Portugal,  X  leave  thee. 


King.  Onrself  in  person 
Will  see  thee  safe  aboasd:  cooM  son,  come  lord% 
Instead  of  tribute  we  must  pay  our  swords. 
BaL  Remember,  Don  Anidrea,  that  we  meet 
And.  Up  httber  sailing  in  a  crimson  Aeet 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Alcauo, 

Lor.  Do  you  afiect  n>y  sister? 

4lca.  Afiect !  above  afiection,  for 
Her  breast  is  my  lifss*  treasure ;  O  entire 
Is  the  condition  of  my  hot  desire ! 

Lor,  Then  this  must  be  your  plot 
You  know  Andrea's  gone  embassador. 
On  whom  mv  sister  Bellimperia 
Casts  her  a£!ection. 

You  are  in  stature  like  him,  speech  idike. 
And  had  you  but  his  vestment  on  your  back. 
There's  no  one  living  but  would  swear  'twere  be  i 
Therefore  sly  policy  must  be  your  guide. 
I  have  a  suit  just  of  Andrea's  colours, 
Proportioned  in  aU  parts :— W,  'twas  hb  emu  i 
This  suit  within  my  closet  shall  ycm  wear. 
And  so  disguised  woo,  see,  and  then  at  last    ■ 

AUa,  What? 

Lor,  Obtain  thy  love. 

Alca.  This  falls  out  rare ; 
In  this  disguise  I  may  both  wed,  bed,  and  botfii 
iMKr. 

Lor.  You  may,  yon  may : 
Besides,  within  these  few  days  hell  retdni^ 

Alca.  Till  this  be  acted,  I  in  passion  bom. 

Lor,  AU  falls  otit  lor  the  purpose :  ^  all  hits 
jump; 
The  date  of  his  embassage  nigh  eipired. 
Gives  strength  unto  our  plot 

Alca.  True,  true;  all  to  the  purpose. 

Lor,  Moreover,  I  will  bos  Andrea^  landing; 
Whicli,  once  but  crept  into  the  vulgar  noatfas. 
Is  harried  bore  and  there,  and  swora  for  troth : 
Think,  'tis  your  love  makes  me  create  tiMS  guise, 
And  willing  hope  to  see  your  virtue  rise. 

Alca.  Lorenz(/s  bounty  I  do  more  enfold 
Than  the  greatest  mine  of  I  ndia's  brig^Kest  goM. 

Lor.  Come,  let  ns  in ;  the  next  time  yon  shall 
show 
All  Don  Andrea,  not  Alcario.  \Ejreant. 

Enter  Jsronimo  trtuting  of  his  points;  Hora- 
tio with  pen  and  ink. 


Jer.  Come,  pull  the  table  this  way : 
well. 


so,  "til 


'  All  ktkjampt  i.  e.  e^aeilg.    So,  te  Matrnki:  ^'^Jump  at  this  dead  hour.' 

A9dnfThaJ^NfiHem0nKkmaen,A.t.S,^i 

♦•  ■ whenr  every  seeming  good^s 

A  certain  evil  $  where  not  t#  be  even  jump 
As  (hey  are,  here  were  to  be  strangers,  and 
Such  things  to  be  mere  monsters.'* 
Othello^  A. 2.  a.  Si 

**  Myself  the  while  will  draw  the  Moor  apart. 
And  bring  him;timp  where  he  may  Cassio  find.** 
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Conie  write,  Horatio^  write ; 

This  speedj  letter  must  away  to-night 

[Horatio  folds  the  Paper  the  contrary  way. 
What !  fold  paper  that  way  to  a  nobleman  ? 
To  Don  Andrea,  Spain's  embassador ! 
He !  I  am  ashamed  to  see  it :  hast  thoo  worn 
Gowns  in  tlie  university,  •  tost  logic, 
Suckt  philosophy,  eat  cues,  drunk  oees^ »  and  can- 
not eive 
A  letter  the  right  coortier's  crest  ? 
O  there's  a  kind  of  state, 
In  every  thing,  save  in  a  cuckold's  pate  ! 
Fie,  fie,  Horatio !  what,  is  your  pen  foul  ? 

Hor,  Nov  father,  cleaner  than  Lorenzo's  soul ; 
That's  dipt  in  ink  made  of  an  envious  gall, 
Else  had  my  pen  no  cause  to  write  at  alL 

Jer,  Si|oior  Andrea,  say. 

Hor.  Signior  Andrea— 

Jer.  Tis  a  villainous  age  this. 

Hor,  Tis  a  villainous  age  tliis— 

Jer,  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler. 

Hor.  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler — 

Jer.  Or  a  Serjeant. 

Hor.  Or  a  Serjeant — 

Jer.  Or  a  broker. 

Hor.  Or  a  broker — 

Jer.  Yet  I  speak  not  this  of  Lorenzo, 
For  he's  an  honest  lord. 

Hor.  *S  foot,  father,  I'll  not  write  him  honest 
lord. 

Jer.  Take  up  thy  pen,  or  I'll  take  up  thee. 

Hor.  What !  write  him  honest  Ibrd?  I'll  not 
ame. 

Jer.  YoiPU  take  it  up,  sir? 

Hor.  Well,  well. 

Jer.  What  went  before  ?  thou  hast'put  me  out : 
beshrew 
Thy  impudence  or  insolence. 

Hor.  Lorenzo's  an  honest  lord«^ 

Jer.  Well,  sir;  and  has  hired  one  tonturderyou. 

Hor.  0, 1  cry  you  mercy,  father,  meant  you  «o  ? 

Jer.  Art  thou  a  scholar,  Don  Horatio, 
And  can'st  not  aim  at  figurative  speech  ? 

Hor.  1  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  'twas  but  youth's 
Hasty  error. 

Jer.  Come,  read  then. 

Hor.  And  has  hired  one  to  murder  you — 

Jer,  He  means  fo  send  yoU  to  heaven,  when 
You  return  from  Portugal 

Hor.  From  Portugal — 

Jer.  Yet  he'^  an  huuest  duke^s  son. 

Hor.  Yet  he's  an — 

Jer,  But  not  the  honest  son  of  a  duke. 

Hor,  But  not  the  honest — 

Jer.  O  that  villainy  should  be  found  in  the  great 
chamber ! 

Hor.  0  that  villainy— 


Jer.  And  honesty  in  the  bottom  t)f  a  tellar. 

Hor,  And  honesty— 

Jer.  If  you'll  be  murdered,  you  may. 

ifor.  If  you'll  be— 

Jer.  If  you  be  not,  thank  God  and  Jeronuno. 

Hor,  If  you  be  not— 

Jer,  If  vou  be,  thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo. 

Hor.  If  you  be,  thank— 

Jer.  Thus  hoping  you  will  not  be  murdered,  and 
you  can  choose. 

Hor.  Thus  hoping  you  will— 

Jer,  Especially  being  warned  before  hand. 

Hor,  Especiailv — 

Jer,  I  take  my  leave,  boy ;  Horatio,  write  leave 
Bending  iu  the  bams  like  an  old  courtier »—     ^ 
Thy  assured  friend,  say,  'gainst  Lorenzo  and 
The  devil, — little  Jeronimo  Marshal. 

Hor.  Jeronimo  Marshall. 

Jer.  So,  now  read  it  o'er. 

Hor.  Signior  Andrea,  'tis  a  villainous  age  thb, 
That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as  well 
As  an  ostler,  or  a  serjeant,  or  a  broker ;  yet 
I  speak  not  this  of  Lorenzo :  he's  an 
Honest  lord,  and  has  hired  oiie  to  murder  you, 
When  you  return  from  Portugal :  yet 
He's  an  honest  duke's  son,  but  not  the 
Honest  son  of  a  duke.    O  that  villainy 
Should  be  found  in  the  great  chamber,and  honesty 
In  the  bottom  of  a  cellar ! 

Jer,  True,  boy:  there's  a  moral  in  that;  as 
much 
To  say,  knavery  in  the  court,  and  honesty  in  a 
Cheese-house. 

Hor,  If  you'll  be  murdered  you  may :  if  you  be 
Not;  thank  God  and  Jeronimo :  if  you  be. 
Thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo.    Thus  hoping 
You  will  not  be  murdered,  and  you  can  choose ; 
Especially  being  warned  before  liand,  I  take  my 
leave* 

Jer.  Horatio,  hast  thou  written  leave,  bending 
in  the 
Hams,  enough,  like  a  gentleman  ushe*  ?  'Sfnote, 
No  Horatio;  thou  hast  made  him  straddle  too 

much 
like  a  Frenchman :  for  shame^  put  his  legs  closer, 
Though  it  be  painful. 

Hor.  So,  'tis  done,  |tis  done. — 
Thy  assured  friend  'gainst  Lorenzo  and  the  devil ; 
Little  Jeronimo  Marshal. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Isabella. 

Iw.  Yoiider  he  is,  my  lord;  pray  you  speak  to 

him. 
Jer.  Wax,  wax,  Horatio :  I  bad  need  wax  too, 
Our  foes  will  stride  else  over  me  and  you. 
Ita.  He's  writing  a  love-letter  to  some  iSpanish 
lady,  . 

And  now  he  calls  for  wax  to  seal  it 
Lor,  God  save  yon,  good  knight  Marshal. 


*  The  quarto  reads  IbfC 

9  Kat  cues,  drunk  ctu. — Terms  current  in  the  universities  for  diflereot  portions  of  bread  and  beer. 
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XhMonyu^m* 


Jer.  Who*s  thia^  m$  lord  Lortoco?  wetcome, 
welcome ; 
'^Yoo're  (he  k^t  man  I  thought  oii,  Ba?e  the 

devil: 
Much  doth  Your  preseuoe  g^nce  our  homelj  coof. 

Lor,  O  Jeronimo, 
Your  wife  condemns  you  of  an  uncourtes/^ 
And  over-passing  wrong ;  and,  more,  she  names 
Love-letters  which  you  send  to  Spanish  dames. 

Jer,  Do  ^ou  accuse  me  so,  kind  Isabella  ? 

Ita.  Unkmd  Jeronimo. 

Xj9r,  And  for  my  instance,  this  in  your  hand  is 
one. 

Jer  In  sooth,  my  lord,  there  is  no  written  name 
Of  any  lady,  then  no  Spanish  dame. 

Lor  If  it  were  not  so,  yon  would  not  be  afraid 
To  read,  or  show,  the  waxed  letter  t 
Pnnr  you,  let  me  behold  it. 

Jer.  1  pray  you  pardon  me. 
I  must  con^Ns,  my  lord,  it  treats  of  love, 
Love  to  Andrea,  ay  even  to  his  very  bosom. 

Jjor.  What  news,  my  lord,  hear  you  firom  Por- 
tugal f 

J^.  Who  I  \  before  your  grace  it  must  not  be ; 
The  badger  feeds  not  till  the  lioo*s  served : 
*'  Nor  fits  it  news  so  soon  kiss  subjects^  ears, 
As  the  fair  cheek  of  high  authority. 
Jeronimo  lives  much  absent  from  the  court, 
And,  being  absent  there,  lives  from  report. 

Xor.  Farewell,  Jeronimo. 

Iso.  Welcome,  my  lord  Lorenso. 

[EmifU  LoABKzo  and  Isabella. 

Jer,  Boy, 
Tby  mother^s  jealous  of  my  love  to  her. 

nor.  O,  sh^  play*d  us  a  wise  part ;  now  ten  tq 
one' 
He  had  not  overheard  the  letfeer  read 
Just  as  he  enteiM. 

Jer,  Though  it  had  happen'd  evil. 
He  should  have  beard  kis  name  yoked  with  the 

devil. 
Here,  seal  the  letter  with  a  loving  knot : 
'  Send  it  with  speed;  Horatio,  Uuger  not; 
That  Don  Andrea  may  prevent  his  death, 
And  know  kis  enemy  by  kis  envious  bresith. 

{Exeunt. 


Enter  Lokeuzo  mid  Alcaeio,  i%iaied  tte 
Andrea. 

Lor.  Now,  by  the  honour  of  Castile's  tiie 

house. 
You  are  as  like  Andrea,  part  for  part, 
As  he  is  likjE  himself:  did  I  not  know  yov, 
f  ^  By  my  cross  I  swear,  I  could  not  think  yon  but 
Andrea^s  self,  so  leggU  so  faced,  so  speecb'd| 
So  all  in  all,  methiaks  I  should  salute 
Your  quick  return,  and  speedj  haste  fran  Psr- 

tugali 
Welcome,  fair  lord,  worthy  embassador. 
Brave  Dou  Andrea.    O  i  laugh  to  see 
How  we  shall  jest  at  her  mistaking  thee. 
Ale.  What,  hare  you  given  it  out  Andrea  ii 

retum'd  ? 
Lor.  Tis  all  about  die  court  in  every  ear. 
And  mj  invention,  brought  to  me  for  news 
Last  night  at  supper;  and  which  the  more  to 


I  took  a  bowl,  and  quaft  a  health  to  him. 
When  it  would  scarce  go  down  for  extreme  laog|b- 

ter. 
To  think  how  soon  report  bad  ^wtter'd  it 

Ak.  But  is  the  villain  Lanrotto 
Acquainted  with  our  drift  ? 

Lor,  Not  for  Spain's  wealth; 
Though  he  be  secret,  yet  suspects  die  worsts 
For  confidence  confounds  the  stratagem. 
The  fower  in  a  plot  of  jealousy 
Build  a  foundation  surest,  when  multitudes 
Make  it  confosed  ere  it  come  to  head. 
Be  secret  then;  trust  not  the  open  air. 
For  air  is  breath,  and  breath-blowa  words  raise 

care. 
This  is  the  gallery  where  she  most  frequents. 

Ak.  Within  this  walk  have  I  beheld  her  dallj 
With  my  shape's  subsrance.  O  immortal  powen ! 
Lend  your  assistance;  clap  a  silver  tongue 
Within  this  palate,  that,  when  I  approach 
Within  the  presence  of  this  demi-goddess^ 
I  may  possess  an  adamanti';  power, 
And  so  bewitch  her  with  my  honied  flpeeofa^ 
Have  every  syllable  a  rousick  stop ; 
That,  when  I  pause,  the  OMtlody  may  move^ 


^  Tou^re  the  Uut  nuw,  &c«— Mr  Steevens  observes  (Note  to  Jfcrrjr  Wiwei^  $^,  A.  5.  8.  t.)  that  <«  in  the 
aacieot  Interladf  s  and  moralities,  the  beings  of  supreme  power,  excellence,  or  depravity,  are  occasiooal- 
ly  ftyled  Mem,  So,  in  Much  ado  abottt  no^AMg,  Oo^herry  says,  Qod's  a  good  man.  Again,  in  an  Epitaph, 
part  of  which  has  been  borrowed  as  an  absurd  one  by  Mr' Pope  and  bis  associates,  who  were  not  very 
well  acquainted  with  ancient  phraseology.    See  Memoirs  of  P.  P.** 

"  Nor  fits  H  mows  so  soon  kiss  sukjeci^  ears.—ln  the  quarto,  the  woniaart  is  omitted.  As  the  sewe 
of  ^bis  passage  is  imperfect  without  some  addition,  1  have  adopted  the  above  emendation,  which  was 
proiMMked  by  Mr  Stevens.  ^ 

■*  By  my  cross  M  jweaf.— See  Note  on  the  Pinner  of  WakeJUld  p.  449. 
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And  bem  penoasion  tweetf  li^r  ttiowy  pep^ 
Tbathef  be«rt  hearing  iattf  relent  and  yidd ! 
Lor,  Break  ofl^  my  l6rd  t  tee  whtee  she  makeB 
approach. 

Enter  BklliiIpekia. 

Jk,  Theto  lU)  into  yoar  fonper  vein  of  terms. 

Lor,  Wele6Ae,»mjiordy  welcome^  brare  Don 
ilndreo^ 
Spain's  best  of  spirit !  what  news . 
From  Portugal  ?  tribute  or  war  ? 
Bat  see,  my  sister  Beliimperia  comes : 
I  will  defer  it  to  some  other  time, 
For  company  hinders  love's  conference. 

!Exit  LOREHSO 
brniy  dear  Don 
Andrea. 
Ak.  My  words  iterated  give  tbeo  as  much  s 
Welcome,  myself  of  self. 
BeL  What  new%  Andrea?  treau  it  peace  or 

war? 
JUc  At  first  they  cried  all  war,  as  men  resolved 
To  lose  both  life  and  honour  at  one  cast  : 
At  which  I  tfaunder'd  words  all  clad  in  proof. 
Which  strook  amazement  to  their  palled  speech, 
And  tribute  presently  was  yielded  up. 
Bat,  madam  Beliimperia,  leave  we  this^ 
Aad  talk  of  former  suits  and  quesu  oi  love. 

I%eywhigper.  ^  ^n/er  LjlZarotto. 

Xttf.  'Tis  all  about  the  court  Andrea's  come : 
Would  I  might  greet  him !  and  I  wonder  mud)» 
My  lord  Lorenzo  is  so  slack  in  murder. 
Not  to  aflbrd  me  notice  all  this  while. 
Gold,  1  am  true ; 

I  had  my  hire;  aad  thou  shalt  have  thy  due; 
Was't  possible  to  miss  him  so  ?  soft !  Soft ! 
This  gallery  leads  to  Bellimperia's  lodging ; 
Tkeiffi  he  is  sore^  or  will  he  sure.  V\\  stay : 
The  evemng  too  begins  '^  to  slubber  day : 
Sweeti  oppor^meful  season ;  here  Til  lean, 
like  a  conrt-hoand,  that  licks  fat  trenchers  clean. 

BeL  But  has  the  king  partook  your  embassy  ? 

Ak,  That  till  to^^morrow  shall  be  now  deferrd. 

BeL  Nay,  then  you  love  me  not : 
Iiet  that  be  first  dispatched;  till  when  receive 
this  token. 
[She  kittethim.    Exit  BBLtiuPERiA. 

Ak,  I  to  the  king  with  this  unfaithful  heaft ! 
It  must  not  be :  I  play  too  false  a  part 

Laz,  Up,  Lasarotto ;  yonder  comes  thy  prike ; 
Now  Hves  Andrea*  now  Andrea  dies. 

[La^arotto  kUk  Ami, 

Ak  That  viHain  Lazarotto  bat  kiU*d  me| 
Instead  of  Andrea, 


Enter  Andrea,  and  KooERO,  and  Othert. 

Rog,  Welcome  home,  lord  embassador. 

Ak,  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

And.  Whose  groan  was  that?  what  frightful 
villain's  this, 
His  sword  unsheathed?  whom  hast  thou  murder* 
ed,  slave  ? 

Lai.  Why  Don,  Don  Andrea. 

And,  No,  counterfeiting  villain. 
He  says,  my  lord,  that  he  haih  murdered  me. 

Laz.  Aye,  Don  Andrea,  or  else  Don  the  devil. 

And.  Ijky  hands  on  him ;  some  rear  up 
The  bleeding  body  to  the  lif;ht 

Rog,  My  lord,  1  think  'us  you :  were  you  not 
here, 
A  man  mi^ht  swear  'twere  you. 

And.  Uis  garments— ha !  like  mine,  his  face 
made  like  t 
An  ominous  horror  all  my  veins  duth  strike. 
Sure  this  portends  my  death ;  this  misery 
Aims  at  some  fatal  pointed  tragedy. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio. 

Jer.  Son  Horatio,  see  Andrea  slain  ! 

Hot.  Andrea  slain !  then  weapon  ^*  cling  my 
breast. 

And,  Dve,  truest  friend,  for  ever  loved  wftd 
blest 

Hor.  Lives  Don  Andrea  ? 

And,  Aye,  but  slain  in  thought. 
To  see  so  strange  a  likeness  forged  and  wrought. 
Lords,  cannot  you  yet  descry  * 
Who  is  the  owner  of  this  red  melting  body  ? 

Rog,  My  lord,  it  is  Akario,  duke  Medina's  son, 
I  know  him  by  this  mole  upon  his  breast 

Lai,  Alcario  slain!  hast  thou  beguiled  me| 
sword? 
Arm,  bast  thou  slain  thy  bountiful  kind  lord  ? 
Why  then  rot  off  and  drop  upon  the  ground, 
Strow  all  the  galleries  with  gobbets  round. 

Enter  Loremso. 

Lor,  Who  names  Alcario  sbdn  ?  it  is  Alcario ; 
O  cursed  deed ! 

Could*st  thou  not  see,  but  make  the  wrong  man 
bleed? 
Laz,  'Sfoot,  'twas  your  fault,  my  lord;  you 

brought  no  word. 
Lor.  Peace ;  no  words ;  HI  get  thy  pardon : 
Why  mum  then. 

Enter  BELLiuPERtA. 

BeL  Who  names  Andrea  slain  ?  0  tis  Andrea  > 
O,  I  swoon,  I  die  : 


'^  7b  tbMer  At3^-^To  obstare  day.  So,  in  OtheUot  A*  )•  S.  5  :  "  yoa  must  therefore  be  content  (a 
ibdUi  the  ghns  of  yoar  new  fortunes." 

Howard**  Dtfemative  againit  tk»  Pouson  of  tuppoted  Propheciei^  fol.  1620,  p.  1 17.  **  Surely,  for  the 
QMist  part  so  they  are,  as  may  be  gathered  **•  either  hy  the  colours  or  the  garments,  or  the  ilMering  of 
set  porpose  to  bestow  some  greater  grace  and  colour  of  antiquity.** 

'^  Cling  my  ^Mft.— ibe  word  cling  is  so  variously  used  in  diflSerent  authors,  that  it  is  difficult  to  affix 
aay  precise  meaning  to  it    Several  Instances  are  quoted  by  Mr  StecvcQ9>  in  hii  Note  QO  MacbUh^  A.  5, 
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[Anontmqui^ 


Lor.  Look  to  my  sister  Bellimperia ! 
And.  Raise  up,  my  dear  love,  Bellimperia ! 

0  be  of  comfort,  sweet :  call  in  thy  spirits; 
Andrea  lives :  O  let  not  death  beguile  theel 

BeL  Are  you  Andrea  ? 
And.  Do  not  forget; 
That  was  Alcario,  my,  shape's  counterfeit. 

Lor.  Why  speaks  not  this  accursed,  damned  vil- 
lain? 
Laz,  O,  good  words,  my  lords;  for  those  arc 
courtiers'  vaiU : 
The  king  must  hear;  why  should  I  make  two 

tales  ? 
For  to  be  found  in  two,  before  the  king 

1  will  resolve  you  all  this  strange  strange  thing : 
I  hir,  yet  mist ;  'twas  I  mit>tuok  my  part. 

Hon  Aye,  villain;  for  thou  aini'st  at  this  true 

h6art. 
Jer.  Horatio,  'twas  well,  as  fortune  stands. 
This  tetter  came  not  to  Andrea's  hands. 
Hor.  'Twas  happiness  indeed. 
BeL  Was  it  not  you,  Andrea,  questioned  me 
'Bout  love  ? 

And.  No,  Bellimperia, 
Belike  'twas  false  Andrea;  for  the  first 
Object  mine  eyes  met,  was  that  most  accurst. 
Which,  I  much  fear  roe,  by  all  signs  portends 
Most  doubtful  wars,  and  dangerous  pointed  ends 
To  light  upon  my  blqod. 

BeL  Angels  of  heaven  forefend  it ! 
And.  Some  take  up  the  body ;  others  take 
charge 
Of  that  accursed  villain. 

-    Lor.  M^r  lord,  leave  that  to  me ;  1*11  look  to 
him. 
Jer,  Mark,  mark,  Horatio :  a  villain  guard  a 

villain. 
And.  The  king  may  think  my  news  is  a  bad 
guest. 
When  the  first  object  is  a  bleeding  breast. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  King  of  Spain,  Castile,  Medina,  Ro- 
GERo,  and  Others ;  a  Dead  14arch  within,- 

King.  My  lords, 
What  heavy  sounds  are  these  ? — nearer,  and 

.    nearer !  ha !  " 

Andrea  the  forerunner  of  these  news? 
Kay,  then  I  fear  Spain's  inevitable  ill. 
Ilfti  Andrea,  speak  !  what  news  from  Portugal  ? 
AVhat,  is  tribute  paid  ?  peace  or  wars?     '     i 

And.  Wars,  my  dread  leege. 

King.  Why  then 
That  bleeding  object  doth  presage  what  shall 
Hereafter  follow.  What's  l»e  that  lies  there  slain, 
Or  hurt,  or  both  ?  Speak. 

An  J.  My  leege,  Alcario,  duke  Medina's  son ; 
And  by  that  slave  this  purple  act  was  done. 

Jiied.  Who  names  Aicariu  slain  ?  ah  me,  'tis  he : 


Art  thou  that  villain  I 

Lag.  How  didst  thoo  know  my  name  f 
I  see  an  exoelleiit  villain  hath  lus  fame, 
As  well  as  a  great  courtier. 

Med,  Speak,  villain :  wherefore  didst  tfaou^ 
accursed  deed  ? 

Laz,  Because  I  was  an  ass,  a  viUmiioos  asf ; 
For  hud  I  hit  it  right,  Andrea  had  lain  there; 
He  walk'd  upright :  this  ominous  mistake, 
This  damned  error,  brdedeth  in  my  coal 
An  everlasting  terror. 

King,  Say,  slave,  how  came  this  accorsed  evil  I 

Lax^  Faith,  hy  myself,  my  short  sword,  aod 
the  devil. 
To  tell  you  all,  without  a  tedious  tongae^ 
rU  cut  them  down,  my  words  shall  not  hang '' 

long. 
That  hapless  bleeding  lord  Alcario, 
Which  this  hand  slew,  pox  on't,  was  a  huge  deter 
On  Bellimperia's  beao^,  who  replied 
In  scorn,  ami  his  hot  suit  denied ; 
For  her  afiections  were  all  firmly  planted 
In  Don  Andrea's  bosom ;  yet,  unwise. 
He  still  pursued  it  with  blind  lover^s  eyes. 
Then  hired  he  me  with  gold — O  fate,  tbo«  elf  I 
To  kill  Andrea,  which  here  killed  himself; 
For,  not  content  to  stay  the  time  of  murder, 
He  took  Aiidrea*s  shape  unknown  to  me. 
And  in  all  parts  disguised  as  there  you  see. 
Intending,  as  it  seemed  by  that  sly  shifk. 
To  steal  away  her  troth ;  short  tale  to  tell, 
I  took  him  for  Andrea ;  down  he  fell. 

King.  O  impious  deed. 
To  make  the  heir  of  honour  melt  and  bleed ! 
Bear  him  away  to  execution. 

Xas.  Nay,  lord  Lorenzo,  whereas  the  pardon?, 
'sfoot 
I'll  peach  else. 

Lor.  Peace,  Lazarotto,  I'll  get  it  of  the  king. 

Laz.  Do  it  quickly  then,  or  I'll  spread  villainy. 

Lor.  My  lord,  he  is  the  most  notorious  rogue 
That  ever  breath'd.  [In  his  ear* 

King.  Away  with  him.       ' 

Isor,  Your  highness  may  do  well  to  bar  his 
speech, 
Tis  able  to  infect  a  virtuous  ear. 

King.  Awav  with  him,  I  will  not  bear  him 
speak. 

Laz.  My  lord  Lorenzo  is  a— 

[They  stop  his  mcuthf  and  bear  kim  in^ 

Jer,  Is  not  this  a  monstrous  oourtKT  f 

Hor,  He  is  the  court-toad,  father. 

King.  Tribute  denied  us  ?  ha ! 

Amt  It  is,  my  leege,  and  that  with  no  meaa 
words : 
He  will  redeem  his  honour  lost,  with  swords. 

King.  So  dariugl  ha  !  so  peremptory ! 
Can  you  remember  the  words  he  spake  ? 

And.  Wdrd  for  word,  my  gracious  sovereign,  - 


S.  5.  I  imagine  Horatio  means,  that  his  weapon  shall  Cling  to  him,ornot  Uave  Atm,  until  be  had  gnh 
*  tied  bis  revenge  for  b  18  friend^s  murder.  '      '  --^  '  \  '  * 
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And  these  they  were,-^Tbiis  much  reCnni  to 

Spain: 
Say— That  our  settled  judgiiieDt  hath  advised  us 
What  tribute  is,  how  poor  that  monarch  shews 
Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owes; 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Spain, 
We  have  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

King,  Ha !  so  peremptory,  daring,  stout ! 

And,  Then,  my  leege. 
According  to  your  gracious  dread  command, 
I  bade  d^ance  with  a  vengeful  hand. 

^Mdn-  He  entertained  it  ? 

Amf,  Aye,  and  returned  it  with  menacing 
brows; 
Prince  Balthezar  his  son 
Grew  violent,  and  wish'd  the  fight  begun. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  So,  so,  I  have  sent  my  slave  to  hell ; 
Though  be  blab  there,  the  devils  will  not  tell, 

'^J  Ticket  within. 

Spain,  How  now  !  what  means  this  trumpet's 
sound? 

Enter  a  Meuenger, 

Met,  My  leege,  the  Portugals 
Are  up  in  arms  glitteripg  in  steel. 
SjMiifi.   Where*s  our  lord  general,  I/irenzo, 
stout  Andrea, 
Wi(h  whom  I  rank  sprightly  Horatio  ? 
What !  for  shame,  shall  the  Portugals 
Trample  the  fields  before  you  ? 

Oen,  No,  my  leege,  there's  time  enough 
To  let  out  blood  enough :  tribute  shall  flow, 
Out  of  their  bowels,  and  be  tendered  so. 
Spain.  Farewell,  brave  lords;  my  wishes  are 
bequeathed, 
A  nobler  rank  of  spirits  never  breath'd. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Noble$. 
Jer,  O,  my  sweet  boy,  heaven  shield  thee  still 
from  care! 
0,  be  as  fortunate  as  thou  art  fair ! 
Mor.  And  heaven  bless  you,  ipy  father,  in  this 
fight. 
That  I  may  see  your  grey  head  crowned  in  white ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Akdrea  and  Bellimperia. 

BeL  You  came  but  now,  must  you  part  again  ? 
You  told  me  that  your  spirit 
Sliould  put  on  peace ;  hut,  see,  war  follows  war. 


And.  Nay,  sweet  love,  cease; 
To  be  denied  our  honour,  why  'twere  base 
To  breathe  and  live ;  and  '^  war  in  such  a  case 
Is  even  as  necessary  as  our  blood. 
Swords  are  in  season  then  when  right's  withstood  « 
Deny  us  tribute,  that  so  many  vears 
We  have  in  peace  told  out;  why  it  would  raise 
Spleen  in  the  host  of  anj^els !  'twere  enough 
To  make  our  tranquil  saints  of  angry  stuff. 

BeL  You  have  o'erwrought  the  chiding  of  my 
breast ; 
And  by  that  argument  you  firmly  prove 
Honour  to  soar  above  the  pitch  of  love. 
Lend  me  thy  loring  and  thy  warl^e  arm. 
On  which  I  knit  this  soft  and  silken  charm. 
Tied  with  an  amorous  knot :  O,  may  it  prove 
Lichanted  armour,  being  charmed  by  love; 
That  when  it  mounts  up  to  thy  warlike  crest, 
It  may  put  by  the  sword,  and  so  be  blest. 

And.  O  what  divinity  proceeds  from  love ! 
What  happier  fortune  then  myself  can  move !— ' 
Hark !  the  drum  beckons  me;  sweet  dear,  fare- 
well! 
This  scarf  shall  be  my  charm  'gainst  foes  and  hell. 

BeL  O,  let  me  kiss  thee  first. 

And.  The  drum  again ! 

BeL  Hath  that  more  power  than  I? 

And.  Do't  quickly  then :  farewell ! 

[Exit  Andrea: 

BeL  Farewell !  O  cruel  part! 
Andrea's  bosom  bears  away  my  heart 

[Exit  Bellimperia. 

Enter  Balthezar,  Alexahdro,  Vollupo,  Don 
Pedro,  with  Soldiers,  Drum,  and  Colours. 

BaL  Come,  valiant  spirits,  you  peers  of  Pop- 

That  owe  your  lives,  your  faiths,  and  services, 
To  set  you  free  from  base  captivity. 
O  let  our  fathers'  scandal  ne'er  be  seen 
As  a  base  blush  upon  our  free-boru  cheeks ; 
Let  all  the  tribute  that  proud  Spain  received 
Of  those  all  captive  Portugales  deceased. 
Turn  into  chafe,  and  choke  their  insolence. 
.Methinks  no  moiety,  hot  one  little  thought 
Of  them  whose  servile  acts  lire  in  their  graves. 
But  should  raise  spleens  big  as  a  cannon-bullet 
Within  your  bosoms :  O,  for  honour, 
Your  country's  reputation,  your  lives*  freedom. 
Indeed  youc  all  that  may  be  termed  revenge. 
Now  let  your  bloods  be  liberal  as  the  sea ; 
And  all  those  wounds  that  you  receive  of  Spain^ 


'«  A  l^tcket^thin.-^ln  Jits  Well  that  ends  Well,  A.  3.  8.  5,  one  of  the  stageHHrecUoos  is  a  TuckU 
afar  off$  and,  in  Hany  V.  A.  4.  %.  2,  the  Constable  says :       ' 

••  Then  let  the  trumpets  sound 

Vu  tuektl  ionuance,  and  the  note  to  mount." 

A  Taeket  if,  therefore,  probably  a  trumpet* 

■7  fr«r— The  first  edition  reads,  ««rt» 
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Let  theirs  be  codri  e»  CpiH  jfottn  igahl. 
Speak,  Poftsffaleft !  Are  you  rekolved  at  I^ 
To  iife  like  eaptives,  or  m  free-born  dief 

VoL  Prince  BslriieMr«  M  ^tpa  tty*  M  eey  we ; 
To  cNe  wiih  booour,  qconi  eupcivity. 

Alex.  Why,  spoke  like  tree  Portiigalet  indeed ; 
I  Ml  tsMirtd  nf  your  ftyrwardftese. 
Now,  8pobi,  sit  ffrm*  1^  ftuike  thy  towers  sbrict, 
And  all  that  ^cM  thoo  bodst  fttm  Portugal, 
Wtndh  makes  tby  eoart  melt  io  loiurioiiMies^ 
I  TOW  to  have  it  treble  at  thy  hands. 
Hark,  Portogales !  i  hear  their  Spaoish  drmn : 
March  on,  and  Meet  them  |  this  mMt  be  the  day, 
That  all  they  have  receited  ihey  back  tnost  pey. 
[The  PorittgAlm  m^rck  iibout 

Enter  Jekomimo,  Andrea,  Hoaatio,  Lorkhzo, 

Lord  Generalj  Rogero,  and  Attendanti,  miih 

Drum  and  Colours, 

Jer.  What^  are  yoo  bnrin^  OS  befbr«  ire  ixmie ! 
Well  be  as  sbnll  as  yoo  t  strike  alaram,  drum. 
[Tkey  temnd  ^fleurkk  &n  hoik  ndt$. 

BaL  Thou  inch  of  Spain  ! 
Hkhi  foan,  Arom  thy  hose  dovmward  scarce  so 

much ! 
Thoo  very  little  longer  than  thy  beard  1 
Speak  not  suob  big  words;  theyli  throw  thee 

down, 
little  JerooiBK) !  words  greater  than  thyself ! 
It  must  be. 

Jpr.  And  thoo  long  fbiog  of  Portugal,  why  notf 
Thoo,  that  art  full  as  tall 
As  au  English  gallows,  upper  beam  and  all, 
Deronrer  of  apparel,  thou  huge  swallower, 
My  hose  will  scarce  make  thee  a  standing  collar. 
Wbat !  hare  I  almost  qoited  yoo  f 

And.  Have  done. 
Impatient  Marstial. 

BaL  Spanish  combttOAts, 
What !  da  yoo  set  a  httle  pigmy  marshal 
To  question  yfixkk  a  prince  ? 

And,  No,  prince  Bsdtbetar ; 
I  have  desired  htm  peace,  that  we  might  war : 
What  I  is  the  iribute-mooey  tendered  yet? 

BaL  Tribute?  he,  ha!  4 

What  else :  Wherefore  meet  oor  drums^ 
But  to  tender  and  recctre  the  some 
Of  many  a  bleeding  heart,  whic^,  ere  Son  fall, 
Shall  pay  dear  tribute,  even  thoir  lives  and  all. 

And.  Prince  Balthetar,  I  know  yoor  valiant 
spirit; 
J.  know  yoor  coomge  to  be  tried  ood  good, 
And  yet,  O  prince,  be  not  confirmed  in  blood : 
Not  that  I  taste  of  fear  or  cowardice, 
But  of  religion,  piety,  and  love 
To  many  l:^m8,  that  yet  firmly  move 
WiAottt  distorbed  spleens.    O,  m  thy  heart. 
Weigh  the  dear  drops  of  many  a  purple  part, 


Tbat  ttwft  b«  mtA  OB  tbe  Md'd  gr6ell  Mage 
Before  the  evening  dews  quench  the  son's  ragCi 
Let  tribote  be  appeased  and  so  stayed. 
And  let  not  wonted  f^lty  be  denayed  •• 
To  our  desertfW  kingdom.    Portognles, 
Keep  yoor  fVirefarhers'ooths;  that  virtue  craves; 
Let  them  not  lie  foresworn  now  in  their  cratve^ 
To  make  their  ashes  perimed  and  ui^t. 
For  heaven  can  be  revengjed  oil  their  dnst. 
They  swore  to  Spain,  both  for  themselves  and  yoo; 
And  will  po«enty  prove  their  rftcs  onuuc  ? 
This  should  not  be  'moiig  men  of  vhtoous  sprit: 
Fey  tribote  then,  and  receive  peote  ttnd  writ 

BaL  O  virtuous  coward ! 

Eor,  O  ignoble  spirit !  ^ 
To  term  Wm  coward  /or  bis  vlrtoOos  naeff t  ? 

And.  Coward !  nay,  then,  relentless  rib  of  steeV 
What  virtue  cannot,  thou  shalt  make  bim  feel. 

Lor.  Proud  Alexandro^  thoo  art  mine. 

AUi.  Agreed. 

Bog.  And  thoo,  Vollopo,  mioe. 

Vol  III  make  thee  bleed. 

Hor.  And  thoo,  Don  Pedro,  mine. 

DonPed.  I  care  not  whose;  or  thine, or  tlune, 
or  all  at  once. 

BaL  I  bind  thee,  Don  Andrea,  by  thy  boooor. 
Thy  valiancy,  and  all  that  thou  hoM*st  greo^ 
To  meet  me  single  in  the  battle's  bent ; 
Where  I'll  set  down,  in  characters  on  thy  iesb^ 
Four  precious  lines,  spoke  by  our  fbther*s  raondn 
When  first  thoo  earnest  embassodor;  tbeso  they 

are: 
Tis  said  we  shall  ndt  miswer,  at  neit  birth. 
Our  fathers'  fiiolts  in  heaven,  why  then  on  r^ 
Which  proves  and  show\ 
That  what  they  lost  by  base  eaptrrity, 
We  may  redeem  with  wonted  valiancy : 
And  to  this  crimson  end  our  coloors  spread; 
Our  courages  are  new  bom,  oor  valours  breads 
Therefore,  Andrea,  as  thou  tenderest  fame, 
Wars,  reputation,  and  a  soldier's  oamc, 
Meet  roe. 

And.  I  will. 

BaL  Sinde  me  oot. 

An€L  I  shall. 

Alei.  Do  yoo  the  like. 

Lor.  And  you  all,  and  we. 

And.  Can  we  be  foes,  and  all  so  well  agreed  ? 

BaL  Why,  man,  iu  war  there's  bleeding  amity; 
And  he  this  day  pives  me  the  deepest  woond, 
ril  call  him  brother. 

And.  Tiieii,  prince,  call  me  so ; 
To  gain  that  name,  Til  give  the  deepest  blow. 

Jer.  Nay,  then,  if  brotherhood  by  strokes  r- 
due, 
I  hope,  boY,  thou  wilt  |ain  a  brother  too. 

Hor.  Father,  doubt  it  not. 

And.  Lord  general, 


^  Dent^fed^Bet  note  to  Tmcred  and  Qtrnwuin. 
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'GiJjMi  Fqrtug^* 

'  <7«ibD«iiuK«U»llierormg^! 

&il  The  like 
Br^tih9  our  lord  gponnl  agaiost  x\m  Sp^oLiniK 

Oen.  Defiance  to  the  Spaoi^ifiU ) 

AnJ.  Npw  cease  worda, 
lioiKlo  hec^  M^  muaic  of  obM^td  4wonk. 

BiL  Why,  thoa  ihalt  hear  it  pr^fl^djr* 

[T(usy9gh$t^  Fight. 

BtU.  Vfky  90vr. 

Gen,  0  star,  my  lord% 
This  will  but  breed  a  inutipy  io  the  camp- 
Bel  I  am  all  fire,  Andrea. 

Ami*  An  thoii  I  good : 
W^,  tbeo,  I'll  Qttfocb  th«^  priw^  wiA  thioci 
own  blood. 

BaL  Adieu ! 

And.  Adieu! 

BaL  Let's  meet 

And.  Tis  m«et  ve  aid.    [.R^fit  j^^vfolef, 

lor.  AleswiMiro, 

Aloe.  Lorenpo, 

Ryt.  Vc41«^ 

FolEogfro. 

Stit.  D^n  P^r<i|, 

XX>fi  Pc^i  lipcatio. 

Jer,  Aye,  aye,  Don  Pedro,  my  boy  shall  meel 
Chee. 
CoQie,  TaliaQl  ^rit«  of,  Sp^i^ ; 
Valiant  Andrea,  fortunate  Lorenzo^ 
WoKtl^  Rogerq^  sprig^t^  Horatio; 
O,  let  me  dwell  a  little  on  thai  nfm^ ! 
J^  ail  aa  for^Mnale  aa  heaven's  bk«t  hoit» 
But,  bl«Hie  (99  not,  Vd  have  Horatio  most; 
.  Hide  all  cpnquerprs  wheA  the  6ght  is  done, 
Bspecially  ride  thee  home  so,  my  9on« 
So  eaw  kiea  and  ei^brat^ ;  C^me,  oomeK 
I  am  war'a  tutor : — strike  alarum,  drum. 

•    [4^«r  «  hng  ^Aprtua,  the  P^rtngala  and  Spa^ 
niardt  meet.    Tke  Partugales  are  put  io  the 


Now  death  doth  hett  bis  goods  up  all  at  onoe. 
And  prama  his  store4iouse.  to  the  tojp  wUb  bkwd; 
Might  I,  now,  and  Andrea,  io  one  ngh^ 
Mak^  up  thy  wfurdrobe  richer  by  a  Iwig^t. 

Enter  Rogero. 


Bog, 
Bal 


Enter  Jebokimo  iolui. 

Jer.  O,  Tsdiant  boy !  struck  with  a  giant's  arm; 
His  swofHd  an  laUa  u#on  the  Portugnles, 
As  if  to  wo%M  slice  them  <m  like  orangjssy 
And  squeeze  their  bloods  out;  O,  abiu»dant  joy ! 
Never  Bad  fiMfeher  a  more  happier  boy. 

[JKri/ Jeromimo. 

Snier  Balthezar,  and  a  Soldier. 

BaL  Can  you  not  find  Don  Andrea  forth? 
O  for  a  ▼oi<:e  shriller  than  all  the  trumpets. 
To  piercre  Andrea's  e^s  through  the  hot  army ! 
Go  aearct»  ^ffmi  bring  him,  or  ne'er  return. — 

[EjhU  SoldUr. 
Valiant  Andrea,  by  thy  worthy  blood, 
Thy  honoured  /auJu  ^hich  thou  pawn!at  to  mine, 
By  all  that  thou  hold'st  dear  upon  this  earth, 
Swemt  now  to  find  me  in  the  height  of  blood ! 


Ha,Vollupo! 
No;  but  abeMar. 
PoR  on't. 
Pies  on't. 

What  luck  is  ibis  !«**-But,  sir,  you  part  not  sa ; 
Wlifite'er  you  be,  TH  have  a  l>out  with  you. 

Rog,  Content ;  this  is  joy  mixed  with  t^i^tp 
To  miss  a  lord,  and  meet  a  prince  in  light. 
Bai  Come,  meet  me,  sir. 
Sag,  Just  halfway ;  I'll  meetitwkb  my  sword. 
[Theyjight.  Balthezar  bemt$  in  Rogero* 

inter  Animira  with  a  Coptmm* 

And.  Where  oiight  I  find  this  valorous  Bal- 
theiia^, 
This  fierce,  courageous  prince;  a  noble  wordiy. 
Made  of  the  ribs  of  M^rs  and  fortitude  ? 
He  promised  to  meet  fair,  and  single  me 
Out  o'the  misty  battle.    Did  you  seaicb 
The  left  wing  for  him  ?  speak* 

Capt,  We  did,  my  lord. 

And.  And  could  he  not  be  fouad  I 

C^pt*  Not  in  that  wing,  my  lord. 

And.  Why,  this  would  vex  the  resoJqiioa 
Of  a  suierii^  spleen  ! — Prince  fialthesar  1 
Portugal's  valiaAt  hmr ! 
The  glory  of  our  foe,  the  heart  of  ceeragc^ 
The  very  soul  of  true  nobility, 
I  call  tl¥9e  by  thy  ri^t  name,  ana^ser  me  !--^ 
Go,  captain,  pass  the  left  wing  squadron ;  hie  ! 
Mingle  yourself  again  amidst  the  army ; 
Pray,  sweat  to  find  him  out—      [Exit  Captmm 
This  place  I'll  keep : 

Now  wounds  are  wpde,  aad  blood  is  ^ry  dvp- 
Tis  now  about  the  heavy  dread  of  betiyie. 
Soldiers  drop  down  fis  thick  as  if  daatb  i 

them; 

As  sith  ma»  trina  the  long-haired  ruffiaa  Wd»> 
So  fast  they  fall,  so  lest  to  fate  life  yieUv 

Enter  Balthezar. 

BaL  I  have  sweat  mucby  and  cannot  find  hioir- 
Andrea! 

And.  Prince  Bahhezar }  O  lucky  minute  t 

BaL  O  long-wisbed-for  hour ! 
Are  you  remembered,  Don, 
Of  a  daring  message,  and  a  proud  attempt 
Yeu  bfaved  me,  Don,  within  my  lather's  coiurt  ? 

And*  I  think  1  did. 

BaL  This  sword  shall  lash  yoa  for  it 

AnA.  Alas! 
War  knows,!  am  too  proud  a  scholar  growa 
Now  to  be  lashed  with  steel ;  had  I  not  known 
My  strength  and  courage,  it  had  been  easy  then 
To  have  me  bocne-upon  the  backs  of  men. 
But  now  I'm  sorry,  prince,  you  come  too  late. 
That  wear  proud  steel ;  i'Ciaith  that  should  do  that. 
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Bal  I  can  hold  no  longer ! 
-Come,  let's  see  which  of  oar  strengths  is  stronger. 

Jind,  Mine,  for  a  wager. 

BaL  Thine !  what  wager,  say  ? 

And,  I  hold  three  wounds  to  one. 

BaL  Content  I  lay ;  hut  yon  shall  keep  stakes 
then. 

And,  Nay,  111  trust  you. 
For  you're  a  prince ;  I  know  youll  pay  your  due. 

BaL  ni  pay  you  soundly. 

And,  Prince,  you  might  have  paid 
Trihute  as  well,  then  battles  had  been  staid. 

BaL  Here's  tribute  for  you. 

And.  1*11  receive  it  of  you. 
And  give  you  acquittance  with  a  wound  or  two. 
[xVyJ^Af.    Balthezar  hath  Awdrea 
dwn,^ 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio.   Horatio  beats 
ama^  Baltbezar. 

And.  Thou  art  a  wondrous  friend,  a  happy 
spirit ; 
I  owe  thee  now  my  life.    Cooldst  thou  inherit 
Within  mj  bosom,  all  I  have  is  thine, 
For  by  this  act  I  hold  thy  arm  divine. 

Hor,  Are  you  not  wounded  ?  let  me  search  and 

6ee. 
And,  No,  my  dear  self !  for  I  was  blest  by  thee. 
Else  his  unpitying  sword  had  cleft  my  hearty 
Had  not  Horatio  played  some  angel's  part. 
Come,  happy  mortal,  let  me  rank  by  thee. 
Then  am  I  sure  no  star  will  threaten  me. 

£«r.  Let's  to  the  battle  once  more;  we  may 
meet 
This  haughty  prince,  and  wound  him  at  our  feet. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Rogero  and  Alexanbro  in  their  Shirts, 
with  Pollaxet,  '• 

Bjog,  Art  thou  true  valiant  ?  hast  thou  no  coat 
of  proof 
Girt  to  thy  loins  ?  art  thou  true  loyal  ? 

Alex.  Why,  look; 
Witness  the  naked  truth  upon  my  breast 
Come,  let's  meet,  let's  meet, 
And  break  our  haughty  sculls  down  to  our  feet 
[They  fight,    Alexandro  beats  in  Rogero. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Don  Pedro  at  one  Door,  and 
Alexamdro  and  Kogero  at  another  Door, — 
Lorenzo  kiils  Don  Pedro,  and  Alexandro 
Jcills  Rogero.  Enter  at  one  Door  Andrea,  at 
another  Door  Balthezar. 

And,  O  me,  ill  stead  I  valiant  Rogero  slain  ! 

BaL  O  my  sad  fates !  Don  Pedro  weltering  in 
his  gore ! 
O  could  I  meet  Andrea,  now  my  blood's  a  tiptoe, 
This  band  and  sword  should  melt  him : 
Valiant  Don  Pedro ! 


And.  Worthy  Rogero,  sure  'twas  muldtiides 
That  made  thee  stoop  to  death ;  one  Portng^l 
Could  ne^er  o'erwhelm  thee  in  such  oimaoa 

streams, 
And  no  mean  blood  shall  quit  it — Baldienr, 
Prince  Balthezar ! 
BaL  Andrea,  we  meet  in  blood  now. 
And,  Aye,  in  valiant  blood  of  Don  Rogero's 
shedding. 
And  each  drop  is  worth  a  thousand  Portnples. 
BaL  I'll  top  thy  head,  for  that  amlntioas  word. 
And.  You  cannot,  prince:  see  a  revengefol 
sword 
Waves  o'er  my  head. 

BaL  Another  over  mine; 
Let  them  both  meet,  in  crimson  tinctures  shine. 
[They fight;  aiuf  Audrea  hath  Balthezar 
dbvn. 

Enter  PortngaleSf  and  relieve  Balthezar^  and 

kiU  Alf  DREA. 

And.  O,  I  am  slain !  help  m^  Horatio ! 
My  foes  are  base,  and  slay  me  cowardly. 
Farewell,  dear,  dearest  Bellimperia ! 
Yet  herein  joy  is  mingled  with  sad  breath: 
I  keep  her  favour  longer  than  my  breath. 

[He  dies.  Sound  alarum.  AiXDKLk  sUm^eni 
Prince  Balthezar  umnting  on  him. 

Enter  Jeronimo,  Horatio,  and  Lord  GeneraU 

Hor.  My  other  soul,  my  bosom,  my  heart's 
friend, 
O,  my  Andrea,  shun  !  I  have  the  price  of  Um 
In  pnnoely  blood. 

Prince  Balthezar,  my  sword  shall  strike  tme  straias 
And  fetch  Andrea's  ransom  forth  thy  veins.— 
Lord  general,  drive  them  hence,  while  I  mike 
war* 
BaL  Hath  war  made  thee  so  impudent  and 
.  young? 
My  sword  shall  give  correction  to  thy  tongue. 
Jer,  Correct  thy  rascals,  prince ;  thoa  coQecc 
him ! 
Lug  with  him,  boy  :  honours  in  blood  best  swim- 
{They  fight,  and  breathe  efreA, 
BaL  So  young  and  valorous  !  This  arm  ne*er 
met 
So  strong  a  courage  in  so  sreen  a  set. 

Hor.  If  thou  be'st  valiaut,  cease  tiiese  idb 
words, 
And  let  revenge  bang  on  our  glitterini:  swonH 
With  this  proud  prince,  the  haughty  Balthezar. 
[Horatio  has  Prince  Balthezar  dtmen  ;  tkm. 

enter  Lorenzo  and  seizes  his  wetipom. 
Hor.  Hand  oC Lorenzo;  touch  not  my  prisoeer. 
Lor,  He's  my  prisoner; 
I  seized  his  weapons  first 

Hor.  O,  base  renown  I  'tb  easy  to  setie  thp*» 
Were  forced  laid  down. 


'9  Por/ajref— Poles  headed  by  axes.    Contus  sscmi  munitus.    Skinner, 

13 


Digitized  by  ^ 


oogle 


Anonymous.] 


OF  JERONIMO. 


475 


Lor,  My  laoce^rst  threi?  him  from  his  warlike 
«taed. 

Jer,  Thj  lance,  Lorenzo !  now,  hy  my  beard, 
jou  lie. 

Bor.  WeU,  my  lord, 
To  you  a  while  I  tender  my  whole  prisoner. 

I/fr,  Horatio, 
You  tender  me  part  of  mine  own,  you  know. 

Hor.  Weil,  peace ;  with  my  blood  dispense, 
Until  my  liege  shall  end  the  difference. 

Jer,  Lorenzo,  thou  dost  boast  of  base  renown ; 
Wby,I  couid  whip  all  these,  were  their  hose  down. 

Hor.  Speak,  prmce,  to  whether  dost  thou  yield  ? 

JBc/.  The  vanquished  yields  to  both,  to  you  first. 

Hor,  O,  abject  prince  !  what,  dost  thou  yield 
to  two  ? 

Jer^  Content  thee,  boy ;  thou  thalt  sustain  no 
wrong. 
ni  to  the  king  before,  and  let  him  know 
The  sum  of  victory,  and  his  overthrow. 

[Exit  J  C RON  I  MO. 

Lor.  Andrea  slain  !  thanks  to  (he  stars  above. 
1*11  choose  my  sister  out  her  second  love. 

[Exeunt  Lorenzo  and  Balt^ezar. 

Hot.  Come,  noble  rib  of  honour,  valiant  carcase ! 
I  loved  thee  so  entirely  when  thou  breathedst. 
That  I  could  die  wert  but  to  bleed  with  thee. 
And  wish  me  wounds,  even  for  society. 
Heaven  and  this  arm  once  saved  thee  from  thy 

foe. 
When  his  all-wrathful  sword  did  basely  point 
-At  the  rich  circle  of  thy  labouring  heart, 
Thou  groveling  under  indignation 
Of  sword  and  ruth  :  O  then  stept  heaven  and  I 
Between  the  stroke,  but  now  alack  must  die. 
Since  so  the  powers  above  have  writ  it  down. 
In  marble  leaves,  that  death  is  mortal  crown ; 
Come  then,  my  friend,  in  purple  I  will  bear 
Thee  to  my  private  tent,  and  then  prepare 
For  honuur'd  funeral  for  thy  melting  corse. 

[He  takes  hit  Scarf  and  ties  it  about  hit  arm. 
This  scarf  I'll  wear  in  memory  of  our  souls 
And  of  our  mutual  loves;  here,  here,  Til  wind  it; 
And  full  as  often  as  I  think  on  thee, 
ni  kiss  this  little  ensign,  this  soft  banner. 
Smeared  with  foes'  blood,  all  for  the  master's  ho- 
nour. 
Alas !  I  pity  Bellimperia's  eyc^ 
Just  at  this  instant,  her  heart  sinks  and  dies. 

[Exit  Horatio  carrying  Andrea  on  hit  back. 

Enter  Jeronimo  tolut. 

Jer.  My  boy  adds  treble  comfort  to  my  age ; 
His  share  is  greatest  in  the  victory. 
The  Portogales  are  slain,  and  put  to  flight 
By  Spaniards  force,  most  by  Horatio's  might* 
Til  to  the  Spanish  tents  to  see  my  sou, 


Give  him  my  blessing,  and  then  all  is  done. 

Enter  two  dragging  of  Enxignt;  then  the  Fune- 
ral o/* Andrea  :  next  Horatio  and  Lorenzo, 
leading  Prince  Baltuczar  captive;  then  the 
Jjord  General^  with  others,  mourning.  A  great 
cry  within,  Charon,  a  boat,  a  boat !  then  enter 
Charon,  i^nd  the  Ghost  o/*  Andrea. 

Hor,  O,  my  lords, 
See,  Don  Andrea's  ghost  salutes  me!  see,  em- 
braces me ! 

Jjor,  It  is  your  love  that  shapes  this  appari- 
tion, *° 

Hor,  Do  you  not  see  him  plainly,  lords  ? 
Now  he  would  kiss  my  cheek.  O,  my  pale  friend, 
Wert  thou  any  thing  but  a  ghost,  I  could  love  thee. 
See,  he  points  at  his  own  hearse ;  mark  all, 
As  if  he  did  rejoice  at  funeral. 

And.  Revenge,  give  my  tongue  freedpm  to  paint 
her  part, 
To  thank  Horatio,  and  commend  his  heart. 

"Revenge.  No,  you'll  blab  secrets  then  ? 

And,  By  Charon's  boat,  I  will  not. 

Revenge.  Nay,  you  shall  not ;  therefore  pass ; 
Secrets  in  hell  are  locked  with  doors  of  brass : 
Use  action  if  you  will,  but  not  in  voice. 
Your  friend  conceives,  in  signs,  how  you  rejoice. 

Hor,  See,  see,  he  points  to  have  us  *'  go  for- 
ward on : 
I  pr'ythee  rest,  it  shall  he  done,  sweet  Don. 
O,  now  he's  vanished. 

[Sound  Trumpetty  and  a  peal  qf  Ordnance. 

And.  I  am  a  happy  ghost ; 
Revenge,  my  passage  now  cannot  be  crost. 
Come,  Charon ;  come,  hell's  sculler^  waft  me  o'er 
Your  sable  streams,  which  look  like  mouken  pitch ; 
My  funeral  rites  are  made,  my  hearse  hung  rich. 
[Exeunt  Ghott  and  Revenge,  A  great  noise 
within. 

Within.  Charon,  a  boat  I  Charon,  Charon  ! 

Charon.  Who  calls  so  loud  on  Charon  ? 
Indeed  'tis  such  a  time,  the  truth  to  tell, 
I  never  want  a  tare,  to  pass  to  hell.       [Exeunt, 

Sound  a  FUmrith*  Enter, marchingtHoKATio and 
Lorenzo,  leading  Prince  Balthezar;  Lord 
General,  Phillippo,  and  Cassimero,  with 
Followers, 

Hor,  These  honoured  rites  and  worthy  duties 
spent 
Upon  the  funeral  of  Andrea's  dust ; 
Those,  once  his  valiant  ashes;  march  we  now 
Homeward,  with  victory  to  crown  Spain's  brow. 
Gen.  The  day  is  ours,  and  joy  yields  happy 
treasure; 
Set  on  to  Spain,  in  most  triumphant  measure. 

[Exeunt* 


*^  Jpparition^nt  quarto  reads,  apprehension* 

yoL.  1. 


^'  CTf — The  quarto  reads,  A(f. 
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THE  FIRST  PART  OF  JERONIMO.  [Airovnim. 


Enter  Jekom  imo  iolui, 
Jer.  Foregod !  I  have  just  mist  them.— Ha ! 
Softy  Jeronimo !  thou  bast  mofe  friends 
To  take  thv  leave  of;  look  well  abottt  tbee, 
Embrace  them,  and  take  friendlj  leave. 
My  arms  are  of  the  shortest; 


Ijtt  TOOT  loves  pMoe  owti  oqI; 
You  re  welcome  all,  as  I  am  a  gfnifaiBMii : 
For  m J  sob's  sake,  grant  me  a  man  at  leasl^ 
At  least  I  am.    So  good-nieht,  kiadgeBties,'* 
For  I  hope  there's  never  a  Jem  among  yoa  aB; 
And  ao  I  leave  JOB. 


tmj 


For  I  hope  tktre^i  never  m  Jew  mmotig  ifc%  dL^A  play  apea  words  was  the  Iklll^g  of  i 
writer  of  the  timet.    The  quibble  here  upon  ^eitiks  and  Jmp,  h  alio  in  Shakespeare^  MtrekmU  •/  Vmui, 
A*  2.  8.  7.    See  the  notes  on  tiMt  pBMge,  by  Dr  Johasoo,  Mr  SteevcBS,  and  Dr  Farmer,  YoL  IIL  cdtt. 


177H,  p.  173.  To  the  imtances  there  aaimd,  may  be  added  the  following  from  Fapfaiie,  IMl ,  p.  tt. 
•*  Consider  with  tbyselfe  that  then  art  a  geBOeman,  yea,  Md  a  QmUOe  i  ind,  If  thea  acgleet  thy  mM 
thou  art  worse  th^  a  •/«•••'* 


EDITION. 


The  First  Part  of  Jeronima  With  the  Warres  of  Portagall,  and  tho  life  and  Death  of  Don  An- 
drsea.  Printed  at  London,  for  Thomas  PUTer,  and  are  to  be  solde  at  his  Sxm^  at  die  entrance  ieto 
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HIERONIMO  IS  MAD  AGAIN. 


Thii  Flmf  wa$  the  object  of  ridicule  to  almoit  every  writer  of  the  times.  PhiUpt  and  Wimtanfy 
ucribe  itf  but  erroneousljf,  to  Thomat  Smith,  We  leiurn  from  U^fwood,  that  it  wa$  the  production 
qfTkomat  Kyd;  to  whcm^  therefore^  all  the  absurditie$  contained  in  it  are  to  be  charged.  The  for* 
met  edition  wm  printed  from  a  very  incorrect  copy.  It  i$  here  gfoen  from  that  pwUshed  by  Mr 
Hawkint,  who  appears  to  have  accurat^  collated  all  the  several  uUtions ;  and  the  variations  in  each 
ere  put  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  We  find,  from  Dekkar's  Satiromastriz,  that  Ben  Jon&m  origi' 
nauy  performed  the  part  of  Jeronimo. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


IheOhast  of  Andrea. 

Rkvbkoe. 

King  cf  Spain. 

Vietrm/  ef  Partingale. 

Don  Cyprian,  Duke  tf  Castile. 
'  HiEmoMiMo,  Marshal  of  Porfit^ale.< 
'  Balthbzab,  the  ViceroyU  Son,  ifilove  with  B0- 

limperia. 
'  LoKEirzo,  T>uke  (fCastilt^s  Son. 
'  Horatio,  Hieronimo's  Son. 

Alezavsro. 


ViLLUPFO. 

Pedrinoano. 

Serberimb. 

Old  Man. 

Painter. 

Page. 

Hangman. 

CitizenSf  Soldiers^  and  Attendants. 

Isabella,  HieronimoU  W^e. 
-Belimperia,  Lorento*s  Stster. 


ACT  L 


Enter  the  Qhost  ^Andrea,  and  with  him  Rb- 

VENOE. 

Gkoet.  Wheo  this  eternal  sabstaooe  of  mj  sool 
Did  life  impriiooed  in  my '  wanton  flesh. 


Each  in  their  functioo  serving  otherV  oaedi 
I  was  a  ooortier  in  the  SfMinish  ooort : 
My  name  was  Don  Andrea;  my  desoent. 
Though  not  ieooble,  yet  inferior  far 
To  gracious  &rtunes  of  my  tender  yootibi 


Wonted,  1618. »  as. 
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[Akontmous« 


For  there,*  in  prime  and  pride  of  all  ray  years. 
By  duteous  service,  and  deserving  love. 
In  secret  1  possest  a  worthy  dame, 
Which  hight  sweet  Belimperia  hy  name. 
But,  in  the  harvest  of  my  ^  summer  joys, 
Death's  winter  nipt  the  blossoms  of  my  bliss, 
Forcing  divorce  betwixt  my  hive  and  me : 
For  in  the  late  conflict  with  Portingale, 
My  valour  drew  me  into  danger's  mouth. 
Till  life  to  death  made  passage  through  my  wounds. 
When  1  was  slain,  my  soul  descended  strait 
To  pass  the  flowing  stream  of  Acheron  ; 
But  churlish  Charon,  only  boatman  there, 
Said,  that,  my  rites  of  burial  not  performed, 
I  might  not  sit  among  his  passengers. 
Ere  Sol  had  slept  three  nights  in  Thetis'  lap, 
And  ^  slak'd  his  smoking  chariot  in  her  flood. 
By  Don  Horatio,  our  knight  marshal's  son, 
My  funerals  and  obsequies  were  done. 
Then  was  the  ferryman  of  hell  content 
To  pass  me  over  to  the  slimy  strand. 
That  leads  to  fell  Avernus'  ugly  waves ; 
There,  pleasing  Cerberus  with  honied  speech, 
I  passed  the  perils  of  the  foremost  porch. 
Not  far  from  hence,  amidst  ten  thousand  souls, 
Sat  Minos,  .£acus,  and  Rhadamant; 
To  whom  no  sooner  'gan  I  make  approach, 
To  crave  a  passport  for  my  wandering  ghost. 
But  Minos,  in  graven  leaves  of  lottery. 
Drew  forth  the  manner  of  my  life  and  death. 
This  knight,  quoth  he,  both  lived  and  died  in  love ; 
And,  for  his  love,  tried  fortune  of  the  wars. 
And  by  war's  fortune  lost  both  love  and  life. 
Why  then,  said  JEacus,  convey  him  hence. 
To  walk  with  lovers  in  our  fields  of  love, 
And  spend  the  course  of  everlasting  time 
Under  green  myrtle-trees,  and  cypresa-shadet. 
No,  no,  said  Rhadamant,  it  were  not  well, ^ 
With  loving  souls  to  place  a  martialist : 
He  died  in  war,  and  must  to  martial  fields. 
Where  wounded  Hector  lives  in  lasting  pain, 
And  Achilles'  myrmidons  do  scour  the  plain. 
Then  Minos,  mildest '  censor  of  the  three. 
Made  this  device,  to  end  the  difference ; 
Send  him,  quoth  he,  to  our  infernal  king, 
To  doom  hiro  as  best  seems  bis  majesty. 


To  this  effect  my  passport  strwt  was  drawn. 
In  keeping  on  my  way  to  Pluto's  court. 
Through  dreadful  shades  of  ever  *  glooming  night, 
I  saw  more  sights  than  thousand  tongues  can  tell. 
Or  pens  can  write,  or  mortal  hearts  can  think. 
Three  ways  there  were :  that  on  the  right  hand 

side 
Was  ready  way  unto  the  'foresaid  ^  fields, 
Where  lovers  live,  and  bloody  martialists ; 
But  either  sort  contoined  within  his  hounds. 
1  he  If  ft  hand  path,  declining  fearfully, 
Was  a  ready  ^  downfal  to  the  deepest  hell ; 
'Where  bloody  furies  shake  their  whips  of  steely 
And  poor  Ixion  turns  an  endless  wheel; 
Where  usurers  are  choaked  with  melting  gold. 
And  wantons  are  embraced  with  ugljr  snakes; 
And  murderers'  groan  with  ever-killing  wounds; 
And  perjured  wights,  scalded  in  boiling  lead. 
And  all  fool  sins  with  torments  overwhelmed. 
'^I'wixr  these  two  ways  I  trod  the  middle  patly 
Which  brought  me  to  the  fair  Elysiao  green; 
Tn  midst  whereof  there  stands  a  stately  tower. 
The  walls  of  brass,  the  gates  of  adamant : 
Here  finding  Pluto  with  his  Proserpine, 
I  shewed  my  passport,  hutnbled  on  my  knee  ; 
Whereat  fair  Proserpine  began  to  '°  smile, 
"And  begged  that  only  she  might  give  my  doom. 
Pluto  was  pleased,  and  sealed  it  with  a  kiss. 
Forthwith,  Revenge,  she  '*  rounded  thee  in  ih'  tmr. 
And  bade  thee  lead  me  through  the  *^  gates  of 

horn. 
Where  dreams  have  passage  in  the  silent  ni^bc 
No  sooner  had  she  spoke,  but  we  were  here^ 
'*  I  wot  not  how,  in  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Rev,  Then  know,  Andrea,  that  thou  art  arrived 
Where  thou  shalt  see  the  author  of  thy  death, 
Don  Balthezar,  the  prince  of  Portingale, 
Deprived  of  life  by  Belimperia. 
Here  sit  we  down  to  see  the  mystery. 
And  serve  for  Chorus  in  this  tragedy. 

Enter  Spanith  King,  Genera^  CaUiky  and 

HiEROMIMO. 

Xing.  Now  say,  lord  gencval|.  how  fares  oar 
camp  ? 


»  There  in  (he  pride  and  prime,  1618.  23.  S3.  ^  Sommei^s,  1623.  S3. 

♦  Sfackt,16l8.  '  Ccnsurer,  1618.«3.SS. 

^  Shapes  of  ever  blooming  night,  1618. Sh^cs  of  ever  blooming  night,  1623. 33. 

7  Field,  1618. 2V.  33.  «  Fall  down,  I6l8.  «2.  33. 

9  Murderers  greeve,  16I8. Murderers  green,  1623.  S3.  «»»*• 

"  1  bead,  1618. 24.  ^.  .    ^       .   .       ^.A^ 

"  bounded  thee  in  th'  cflr,— i.  e.  whispered.  So,  in  Cfascolgne's  FabU  of  Ferdinands  Jerammi^  P-WCj 
**  After  bis  due  reverence,  he  layd  his  haode  on  her  temples,  and  privilie  rounding  her  in  her  aare,  dettied 
**  her  to  commaunde,**  &c.  ,  u  j. 

Euffhufs,  p.  vl. :  " Femndo  entered,  whome  fhey  all  dutifully  welcomed  home,  who,  roundiae 

^  PAilnulus  in  the  eare,  desired  fiim  to  accompanie  hhn  immediatelye.*' 

See  also  Mr  hteevens'g  Ante  on  King  John,  A.  2.  S.  2.  «      •,* 

«3  GaicM  o/Aom,— of  Hor,  second  edition  of  Horror,  1618.  25.  S3.  For^lhe  Gates  of  Aor^  See  Vir^ 
git,  B.  VI.  ^tin<^em/iiiP9»nmtport^.-— Mote  on  Hawkinses  Fdition. 

*♦  /  Kot  not  how* — Sec  >'ote  to  Gammer  Gurton'i  Needle. 
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Gen,  All  well,  my  sorereign  Hege>  except  some 
few 
That  are  deceased  by  fortune  of  the  war. 

Sing,  But  what  '^  portends  thy  chearful  coun- 
tenance, 
And  posting  to  our  presence  thus  in  haste  ? 
Speak,  man ;  hath  fortune  given  us  victory  ? 

Gen.  Victory,  my  liege,  and  that  with  little  loss. 

King.  Our  Portingals  will  pay  us  tribute,  then  ? 

Geit.  Tribute,  and  wonted  homage  therewithal. 

King.  Then  blest  be  heaven,  and  guider  of  the 
heavens, 
From  whose  fair  influence  such  justice  flows. 

Cast.  O  muUum  eUlecte  Deo^  tibi  miiitat  ether^ 
Et  conjuraU  eurvato  p(^lite  gentes 
Suecumbant :  recti  $oror  est  victoria  juris. 

King.  Thanks  to  my  loving  brother  of  Castile. — 
But,  general,  unfold  m  brief  discourse 
Your  form  of  battle,  and  your  war's  success; 
Tliat,  adding  all  the  pleasure  of  thy  news 
Unto  the  height  of  former  happiness. 
With  deeper  wage,  and  greater  dignity. 
We  '*  may  reward  thy  blissful  chivalry. 

Gen.  Where  S|iaia  and  Portingale  do  jointly 
kpit 
Their  frontiers,  leaning  on  each  other's  '^  bound. 
There  met  our  armies  in  their  proud  array ; 
Both  furnished  well ;  both  full  of  hope  and  fear ; 
Both  menacing  alike,  with  daring  shows ; 
Both  vaunting  sundry  colours  of  device ; 
Both  chcerly  sounding  trumpets,  drums,  and  fifes; 
Both  raising  dreadful  clamours  to  the  *•  sky. 
That  valiies,  hills,  and  rivers,  made  rebound, 
And  heaven  itself  was  frighted  with  the  sound. 
Our  battles  both  were  pitched  in  squadron-form. 
Each  corner  strongly  fenced  with  wings  of  shot ; 
But  ere  we  joined,  and  cafaie  to  push  of  p&e, 
I  brought  a  squadron  of  our  readiest  shot. 
From  out  our  rearward,  to  begin  the  fight : 
They  brought  another  wing  t'encounter  us : 
Meanwhile  our  ordnance  played  on  either  side. 
And  captains  strove  to  have  their  *'  valours  tried. 
Don  Pedro,  their  chief  horsemen's  colonel. 
Bid,  with  his  ^  comet,  bravely  make  attempt 
To  break  the  order  of  our  battle  ranks : 
But  P,on  Rogem,  worth]^  man  of  war. 
Marched  forth  against  him  with  our  musketeers, 
Aad  atopt  the  malice  of  his  fell  approach. 


While  they  maintain  hot  Jskirmish  to  and  fro, 
^'  Both  battles  join,  and  fall  to  handy-blows: 
Their  violent  shot  resembling  th'  ocean's  rage. 
When  roaring  loud,  and  with  a  swelling  tide. 
It  beats  upon  the  rampircs  of  huge  rocks. 
And  ^pe%  to  swallow  neighbour-bounding  lands. 
Now  ^^  while  Bellona  ragetb  here  and  there, 
Thick  storms  of  bullets  ran  like  winter's  hail. 
And  shivered  launces  ^^  dark  the  troubled  air. 

Pede  pety  et  cutpide  cfispis, 

Arma  trniant  armis,  vir  petiturque  viro. 

On  every  side  ^  drop  captains  to  the  ground, 
^'  And  soldiers  some  ill  maimed,  some  slain  out- 
right: 
Here  falls  a  body,  sundered  from  his  head. 
There  legtt  and  arms  lie  bleeding  on  the  grass. 
Mingled  with  weapons,  and  ^  unboweird  steeds, 
That  scattering  overspread  the  purple  plain. 
In  all  this  turmoil  three  lon^  hours  and  more. 
The  victory  to  neither  part  inclined ; 
Till  Don  Andrea,  with  his  brave  launders. 
In  ^^  their  main  battle  made  so  great  a  breach. 
That,  half  dismayed,  the  multitude  retired  : 
But  Balthezar,  the  Portingale's  young  prince. 
Brought  rescue,  and  encouraged  them  to  stay* 
Here  hence  the  fight  was  eagerly  senewed. 
And  m  that  conflict  was  Andrea  slain; 
Brave  man  at  arms,  but  weak  to  Balthezar: 
Yet  while  the  prince,  insulting  over  him. 
Breathed  out  proud  vaunts,  sounding  to  our  re- 
proach. 
Friendship  and  hardy  valour  joined  in  one, 
^^  Pricked  forth  Horatio,  our  knight-marshal's  son. 
To  challenge  forth  that  prince  to  single  fight :  . 
Not  lon^  between  these  twain  the  fight  endured, 
But  strait  the  prince  was  beaten  from  his  horse, 
And  forced  to  yield  him  pri&oner  to  his  foe. 
When  he  was  taken,  all  the  rest  they  fled, 
And  our  carbines  pursued  them  to  the  death ; 
Till,  Phcebus  waviug  to  the  western  deep. 
Our  truinpeters  were  charged  to  sound  retreat; 
King.  Thanks,  good  lord  general,  for  these  good 
news ; 
And  for  some  argument  of  more  to  come. 
Take  thisy  and  wear  it  for  thy  sovereign's  sake. 

[Gives  hiin  a  Chain: 
But  tell  me  now,  hast  thou  confirmed  a  peace  ? 


"  Pretends,  1618.  M.  '•S.  ««  Will,  l«SS.  '^  Bounds,  1623.  SS. 

'•  Skies,  16SS.  «»  Valour,  1618.  «3.  S3.  ***  Coronet,  1618. «.  83. 

^'  Both  haUlesjoiMy  mdfall  to  handy-blows  —This  play,  though  not  mentioned  Ui  the  Key  to  The  Ro* 
hear$alf  seems  to  have  been  one  of  those  ridiculed  by  the  Duke  of  fiucklogham  in  that  wiUy  performance. 
See  A.  5.  t 

'*  The  army,  wrangling  for  the  gold  you  gave, 
*<  First  fell  to  words,  and  then  to  Aandy-6/om." 

"  When,  1618.  23. 31.  »5  Dark'd,  1618.  «3, 33.  *♦  Dropt,  1618. 23.  S3* 

^'  And  soldien  lie  maim'd,  1618.  23. 83.  ^  Unbowed,  1618.  f^i.  33. 


^^  His,  1618. 


*•  JPickt,  I61i. 
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Gm.  No  Maoe,  my  lies*,  bat  peace  cowMootl^ 
That  if,  with  honMige,  tribiite  be  ^  well  paid. 
The  fenr  of  3°  your  forces  will  be  staid ; 
Aud  to  ^'  this  peace  their  viceroy  hath  subscribed, 
[Qi96$  the  Kin^  a  Paper. 
And  made  a  solemn  vow,  that  doring  hfe 
3^  His  tribute  shall  be  truly  paid  to  Spain. 

King.  These  words,  these  deeds,  become  thy 

rerson  well.— 
,   night-marbhal,  frolick  with  '^  thy  king, 
For  'tis  thy  son  that  wins  '♦  this  battle's  prwc, 
Hier.  Long  may  he  live  to  serve  my  sovereign 
liege. 


And  soon  decay,  uoleas  he  serve  my  liege, 
King.  Nor  thou,  nor  be,  shall  die  with 


^ard. 


Without  re- 


r^"  Tucket  afar  of . 
ot  the  trumpet's  sound  ^ 


IVhat  means  this  wamin^c  of  the  trumpet' 
Oen.  This  tells  me,  that  your  grace's  men  of 
war, 
Such  as  war's  fortune  hath  reserved  from  death, 
Come  marching  on  towards  your  royal  seat, 
To  shew  themselves  before  your  majesty ; 
For  so  1  gave ^  in  charge  at  my  depart; 
Whereby,  by  demonstration,  shall  appear 
That  all,  except  tliree  hundred,  or  few  more. 
Are  safe  returned,  and  by  their  foes  enriched. 

The  Army  entert.^^    Balthezar  between  Lo- 
REKZo  and  Horatio,  captive. 

King.  A  gladsome  siftht ;  I  long  to  see  them 
here.  [They  enter^  and  pan  by. 

Was  that  the  warlike  prince  of  Portingale, 
That  by  our  nephew  was  in  triumph  led  f 

Gen.  It  was,  my  liege,  the  prince  of  Portingale. 

King.  But  what  was  he,  tbat  on  the  other  side 
Held  him  by  th'  arm,  as  partner  of  the  prize? 

Hicr.  Tlmt  was  my  son,  my  gracious  sovereign. 
Of  whom,  though  from  his  tender  infancy 
My  loving  tlmughts  did  never  hope  but  well, 
He  never  pleased  his  father's  eyes  till  now. 
Nor  filled  my  heart  with  over-cloying  joys. 

King.  Oo,  let  them  march  once  more  about 
these  walls. 
That,  staying  them,  we  may  confer  and  talk 
With  our  brave  prisoner  and  his  double  guard.— 
Hieronimo,  it  greatly  pleaseth  us 
That  in  our  victory  thou  have  a  share, 
By  virtue  of  thy  worthy  son's  exploit. 

Enter  again.  . 

Bring  hither  the  young  prince  of  Portingale, — 
The  rest  march  on ;  but,  ere  they  be  dismissed, 


Wo  will  bestow  on  evofy  lokBer  two  diiciM% 
And  on  every  leader  ten,  that  they  any  kixm 
Our  laigess  welcomes  tbcm — 

[Esmmt  all  but  Balthbzab,  LoftBVflo, 
and  Horatio. 
Welcome,  Don  Balthesar,  weloomt  nephew  ;*> 
And  thou,  Horatio,  thou  art  welcome  toow— 
Young  prince,  although  thy  ftither's  hard  i 
In  keeping  back  the  tribute  that  be  owe^ 
Deserve  but  evil  roeasttre  at  o«r  bands, 
Yet  sbalt  thou  know  that  Spain  is  bonoocaUo. 

BaL  The  tresspass  that  my  ftitber  made  m 
peace 
Is  now  controuled  fa^  fortune  of  the  wars; 
And  cards  once  dealt,  it  boots  not  ask  why  to: 
His  men  are  slain,  a  weakening  to  ^  kis  realm; 
His  colours  seized,  a  blot  upon  bis  name ; 
His  son  distrest,  a  coi'stve  to  his  beart  t 
These  pontsbmeuts  may  dear  bis  late  oftnco. 

King.  Aye,  Bakbeiar,  if  be  ^9  obterro  tins 
trooe. 
Our  peace  will  grow  the  stronger  for  dieee  wws : 
Mean  while  live  thou,  ^  though  not  in  liberty. 
Yet  ^  free  from  bearing  any  servile  yoke ; 
For,  in  our  hearing,  thy  deserts  were  great. 
And  in  our  sight  tbyself  art  gradooa. 

BaL  And  f  shall  study  to  deserve  this  ( 

JTtfi^.  But  tell  me,  for  their  holding  i 
doubt. 
To  which  of  these  twain  art  thou  prisoner? 

Lor.  To  me,  my^  liege. 

ifor.  To  me,  my  sovereign. 

Lor.  This  hand  first  took^  bis  coorser  by  die 
reins, 

JTbr.  But  first  my  lance  did  put  hioi  from  hie 
horse. 

Lor.  I  seized  his  weapon,  and  enjojed  it  first. 

Hor,  But  first  I  forced  bim  lay  his  wespons 
down. 

Xtft^.  Let  go  his  arm,  upon  our  privilcgew 

[Tk^  lei  kirn  g». 
^Say,  worthy  prince,  to  whether  didst  tboa  jiMf 

BaL  To  him  in  courtesy,  to  this  perforce ; 
He  spake  me  foir,  this  other  nve  me  strokea; 
He  promised  life,  this  other  threatened  deatb; 
He  won  my  love,  this  other  conmiered  me ; 
And,  truth  to  say,  I  yield  myselr  to  both. 

Hier.  But  that  I  know  your  grace  for  joet  aad 
wise, 
And  might  seem  partial  in  this  difiereooe, 
Inforced  by  nature,  and  by  law  of  arms. 
My  tongue  shall  plead  for  young  IIoratio*t  rigjbls 


^  Tribate  nay  be  paid,  1618. 83.  SS.  3o  q„  |0|g,  ^3.  SS. 

5«  That,  1618.  W.  SS.  J»  This.  1618.  «S.  83.  3»  The,  1618.  «3.  SSr 

5*  7  hat,  1618  83.  Jj  Tromnet,  16i8«  tS.  SS. 

"  Tucket.—see  Note  to  (be  First  Part  otJenmlmo,  p.  469, 

II  S?'*/i*™  *^'"*'««'  ***3*  ^'  ^'  '^  JM«t8, 1618.  f8. 33. 

3»  The,  1618.  83.  M.  29  Observes,  1618.  83. 38.  *^  As  though,  1613. 
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«  He  iMBMeA  well,  thftt  wtt  a  IWs  deftth ; 
Not  be  that  in  a  fltrmeot  wore  hit  tkki : 
So  Inm  may  poUdettdl  lioM  by  the  betrrf. 
Emg.  Centeot  dMt»  iiNMrthal,  tboo  ehalt  l«?e 
BO  wrong; 
And,  for  thj  lake,  thy  een  thaM  w«iit  no  riglit* 
Wl  bock  abide  tbe  oenMMre  oftny  doom? 
Lor.  I  avre  no  better  cban  yoor  graee  awu^ 
Eor.  Nor  I,  nhhoogli  I  «t  beeide  my  rig^t 
Kmg,  Then,  by  my  jodgment,  tbns  yonr  strife 


Yo«  both  deeertm,  and  bodi  flhaM  htm  reward.^ 
NepbMT,  thon  tooklit  hie  weapons  and  his  borse ; 
Hb  weapons  and  his  horse  are  thy  reward. — 
Uontio  tbou  didsc  force  Mm  irst  to  ti^d; 
His  ransom  ditrefore  k  tby  Talonr^  fee; 
Appoint  the  oom  bb  yon  shall  both  agree. — 
Bot,  nephew,  tbon  shah  bafe  tbe  prince  in  g«MUii, 
For  tiuBe  estate  best  fitteth  such  a  snest. 
Horatio's  boase  were  ttnall  for  all  bis  train: 
Tetin  regaid  tby  snbetanoe  passetb  bis, 
And  diatjnst  mrdoti^  may  befel  desert. 
To  him  we  yield  tbe  armour  of  tbe  prince.— 
How  likes  Don  Balthezar  of  this  deyioe  ? 

BdL  Right  weS,  my  iege,  tftfais  pronto  were, 
Urn  Don  Uemtie  bear  us  eea^Mmy, 
Whom  I  admire  Md  loM  for  cbividiy. 

Im^.  HoNMio,  let(f«  bm  ttot  that  lores  libee 
to. — 
Kow  let  at  henoe  to  tee  our  sel^Kers  paid, 
Aad  fieait  oar  prisoner  sb  o«r  friendly  guett 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Fkercyf  ALEauavMM),  €md  Villuppo. 

Viee.  Is  oar  ambaseador  dispafcbed  for  Spain? 
Jkif.  Two  days,  my  liege,  are  past  since  bis 
depart. 


Flee.  Andtribnte-pHyment  goneatongwitb  him^ 

Alex.  Aye,  my  good  lord. 

Vice,  Then  rest  we  here  e  wlnle  in  our  rnirest^ 
And  feed  our  sorrows  with  some  inward  sighs ; 
For  deepest  cares  break  never  into  tears. 
But  wherefore  sit  I  in  *'  a  regal  throne  ? 
This'^  better  iits  a  wretch's  endless  moan. 

IFi^lU  to  the  ground. 
Yet  this  is  higher  than  my  fortune's  reac^ 
And  dierefore  better  than  my  state  deserves : 
Aye,  aye,  this  earth,  image  of  melancholy, 
Seeks  him  wbom  fates  ^  adjudge  to  misery. 
Here  let  me  lie— Now  '^  am  1  at  tbe  lowest. 

Qiit  jaeet  in  terrUf  nou  htAet  unde  cadAt. 
In  me  cantumputvire$fortMna  noeendo : 
Nil "  tuperest  utjam  pomt  ohene  magi$. 

Yes,  fortune  may  bereave  me  of  my  crown; 
He^,  take  it — ^Now  let  fortune  do  her  worst; 
She  will  not  rob  me  of  tbis  sable  weed. 
O  no,  she  envies  none  bot  pleasant  things ; 
Such  is  the  folly  of  despiteful  chance ! 
Fortune  is  bHnd,  and  sees  not  my  deserts; 
So  is  she  deaf,  and  hears  not  my  laments: 
And  could  she  hear,  yet  is  she  wilful  mad, 
And  tlierefore  will  not  pity  my  distress. 
Suppose  that  she  could  pity  me ;  what  then  f 
What  help  can  be  expected  at  her  hands. 
Whose  foot  is  standins  on  «  rolling  stone. 
And  mind  more  mutable  than  fickle  winds  ? 
Why  wttil  I  then,  Where's  hope  of  no  redress? 
O,  yes !  comptebing  makes  my  grief  seem  less. 
My  late  ambition  bath  distained  my  faith ; 
My  breach  of  firitb  occasioned  bloody  wars ;  • 
Those  '*  bloody  wars  have  spent  iny  treasure; 
And,  with  my  treasure,  my  peop^tdood ; 


^'  He  kmaedwMt  &e<— 8e,  in  6hakcspeare*s  mhg  Joku^  A.  9.  8. 1 : 

'*  Tea  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
**  Whose  valour  plocki  dead  liom  by  tbe  beard  J 

So,  In  tbe  present  secne,  p*  480: 

"  Speak  on,  FH  iuerdifn  thee,  wbate'er  U  be.** 


ActSd 
Benii 


Poe<Mler,A.S. 


frUgbtguiUdt 


*^  Tbis,  1618.  S8.  S3. 
so  I  MS,  1683. 


Tet  speak  tbe  truth,  and  I  wilt  ^fiMrdsa  tbee." 

:$  C^Hihiu't  SeveU^  A.  5.  S.  11 : 

**  And  for  tbis  service  of  discovery, 
Perfbrmed  by  tbee.  In  honour  of  oar  name. 
We  vow  to  guerdon  it  wttb  sack  due  grace. 
As  shall  become  ear  bounty  and  thy  place." 

8.4: 


"  Yet  n>eak  the  troth,  and  I  -will  guerdon  thee, 
Bat  If  thou  dirily  enceagain,  thou  diest." 


*^  I  hope,  asfMsrdtii  for  my  jest  deser(» 
To  bMe  It  for  my  detestable  actk*' 

^  It,  1618. 
5^  Nihil,  1633. 


^  Aitfiidged,1618.«3.33. 
$«  These,  I6S3. 33.  , 
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And,  with  their  blood,  my  joy  and  best  belored, 
My  best  beiiwed,  ray  sweet,  and  only  son. 
O  wherefore  went  I  not  to  wwr  myself? 
The  cause  was  mine,  I  might  have  died  for  both : 
My  years  were  mellow,  his  '^  but  younR  and  green ; 
My  death  were  natural,  but  his  was  forced. 

Aiex,  No  .doubt,  my  liege,  but  still  the  prince 
survives. 

Vice,  Survives !  aye,  where  ?  '* 

Jlles,  In  Spain;  a  prisoner,  by  mischance  of  war. 

Vice,  Then  they  have  sUin  him  for  his  father's 
fault. 

Alex,  That  were  a  breach  to  comn^on  law  of 
arms. 

Vice,  They  reck  no  laws  that  meditate  revenge. 

Alex.  His  ransom's  worth  will  stay  from  foul 
revenge. 

Vice,  No ;  if  he  lived,  the  news  would  soon  be 
here, 

Alex.  Nav,  enl  news  fly ''  faster  still  than  good. 

Vice.  Tell  me  no  more  of  news,  for  he  is  dead. 

VilL  My  sovereign,  pardon  the  author  of  ill 
news, 
And  ril  bewray  the  fortune  of  thy  son. 

Vice,  Speak  on,  V\\  guerdon  thee,  wlmte*er  it  be; 
Mine  ear  is  ready  to  receive  ill  news ; 
My  heart  grown  hard  'gainst  mischiefs  battery. 
Stand  up,  I  say,  and  tell  thy  tale  at  large. 

VilL  Then  hear  that  **»  truth,  which  these  mine 
eyes  have  seen. 
When  both  the  armies  were  in  battle  joined, 
Don  Balthezar,  amidst  the  thickest  troops, 
To  win  renown,  did  wondrous  feats  of  arms ; 
Amongst  the  rest  I  saw  him,  hand  to  hand, 
In  single  fight  with  their  lord  genenil. 
Till  Alexandro  (that  here  counterfeits 
Under  the  colour  of  a  duteous  friend) 
Discharged  bis  pistol  at  the  prince's  back, 
As  thouKh  he  would  have  slam  their  general ; 
But  therewithal  Don  Balthezar  fell  down. 
And  when  he  fell,  then  we  began  to  fly : 
But,  had  he  lived,  the  day  bad  sure  bcMBn  oqrs* 

Alex.  O  wicked  forgery !  O  trait'rous  miscreant ! 

Vice,  Hold  thou  thy  peace. — But  now,  yillup» 
po,  say. 
Where  then  became  tlie  carcase  of  my  son  ? 

VilL  I  saw  them  drag  it  to  the  Spanish  tents. 

Vice,  Aye,  aye,  my  nightly  dreams  have  told 
ae  this. — 


Thou  false,  unkind,  untbankfbl,  tndc^roas  beast ! 
Wherein  bad  Balthesar  offended  thee, 
That  thou  should'st  thus  betray  him  to  our  fues^ 
Was*t  Spanish  gold  that  bleared  so  thine  eyes. 
That  thou  coulast  see  no  part  of  our  deserts? 
Perchance,  because  thou  art  Tersera's  lord. 
Thou  had*st  '^  some  hope  to  wear  this  diadem, 
If  first  my  son,  and  then  myself  were  slain ; 
But  thy  ambitious  thought  '*  shall  break  thy  neck. 
Aye,  this  was  it  that  made  thee  spill  his  bkKxl ; 
[He  takes  the  Crown,  and  puts  it  om  agaiiu 
But  rU  now  '^  wear  it,  till  thy  blood  be  Sfnlt 

Alex,  Vouchsafe,  dread  ^  sovereign,  to  hear  me 
speak. 

Vice,  Away  with  him  !  his  sight  is  second  hell  ^ 
Keep  him,  till  we  determine  of  his  death. 
If  Balthezar  be  dead,  be  shall  not  live. — 
Villuppo,  follow  us  for  thy  reward. 

[ErU  Vtotrey, 

VilL  Thus  have  I,  with  an  envious  forged  tale* 
Deceived  the  king,  betrayed  mine  eneipj. 
And  hope  for  guerdon  of  my' villainju         {Exit. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Belimpebta. 

BeL  Signior  Horatio,  this  is  the  place  and  hour 
Wherein  I  must  intreat  thee  to  relate 
The  circumstance  of  Don  Andrea's  death ; 
Who,  living,  was  my  garland's  sweetest  ^'  flower. 
And  in  his  death  hath  buried  my  delights. 

Hot,  For  love  of  him,  and  service  to  yourself 
^^  I  nill  refuse  this  heavy  doleful  charge ; 
Yet  tears  and  sighs,  I  fear,  will  hinder  me. 
When  both  our  armies  were  enjoined  in^^  %^ 
Your  worthy  cavalier  amidst  the  thickest, 
For  glory's  cause,  still  aiming  at  the  fairest. 
Was,  at  the  last,  by  young  Don  Balthezar 
Encountered  hand  to  hand.  Their  fight  was  Icuig  ; 
Their  hearts  were  great;  their  clamours  menacing ; 
Their  strength  alike ;  their  strokes  both  danger- 
ous : 
But  wrathful  Nemesis,  that  wicked  power, 
£nvying  at  Andrea^  praise  and  worth. 
Cut  short  his  life,  to  end  his  praise  and  worth. 
She,  she  herself,  disgui^d  in  armour's  mask, 
(As  Pallas  was  before  proud  Pergamus) 
Brought  in  a  ^  fresh  supply  of  halberaiersy 
Which  paunched  his  horse,  and  dinged  ^'  him  t* 

the  ground : 
Then  young  Don  Balthezar,  with  ruthless  rage. 


'3  Bat  bis,  I69S.  33.  '«  Bat  where  ?  1618. 93, 33. 

Si  Will  fly,  1618.  ^3.  38.  ^^  The,  1018.  23.  33.  V  Hast,  1683.  S3. 

s*  Thoughts,  1618.  23.  33.  '»  jsow  1 11,  1618.  v3.  33.  «°  DfMf,  16l8. 83. 3S. 

«>  Chfefest,  1683.  33.  «*  Til  not  refuse  this  doleful  heavy,  1618.  83.  33. 

«  To,  I6li  83.  33.  ^  A,  omHted,  l<il8.  83. 

6S  IHR^e<^i.  e.  threw  him  to  the  ground  with  force.    As,  In  the  Second  jpart  of  AntmiU  and  tUUiim^ 
A.4.  S.S: 

'*  Distraught  and  raving,  from  a  turret's  top 

Ue  threw  h»s  hod>  in  the  high  swolne  sea, 

And  as  he  headlong  topsie  tnrvie  ^n^  dowoe, 

Ue  still  cryMMeUida.^' 
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Tmldng  advantage  of  his  foe's  distress^ 
I>id  finish  what  his  halberdiers  begun. 
And  left  not  till  Andrea^s  life  was  done. 
Then,  though  too  late,  incensed  with  just  remorse, 
Jp  with  my  band,  set  forth  against  the  prince. 
Ami  brought  him  prisoner  from  his  halberdiers. 

£eL  Would  thou  hadst  slain  biro  that  so  ^  slew 
4By  love ! — 
Bot,  then,  was  Don  Andrea's  carcase  lost  ? 

Har.  No,  that  was  it  for  which  I  chiefly  strove, 
Nor  stept  I  back  till  I  recovered  him. 
I  took  nim  np,  and  wound  him  in  mine  arai% 
And  welding  ^^  him  unto  my  private  tent, 
Hiere  laid  hhn  down,  and  dewed  him  with  my 

^  tears, 
And  s]B;hed  and  sorrowed  as  became  a  friend : 
But  neither  friendly  sorrow,  ^^  sighs,  ner  tears, 
Could  win  pale  death  from  his  usurped  right 
Yet  tills  I  aid,  and  less  I  could  not  do, 
I  saw  bim  bnnoared  with  due  funeral : 
^  This  scarf  I  plucked  from  off  his  lifeless  arm, 
And  wear  it  in  reaiembraace  of  my  friend. 

BeL  I  know  the  scarf,  would  he  had  kept  it 
still! 
For,  had  be  lived,  he  would  have  kept  it  still. 
And  worn  it  for  bis  Belimperia's  sake; 
For  'twas  my  favour  at  his  last  depart. 
But  DOW  wear  thou^^  it,  both  for  him  and  me; 
For,  after  him,  thou  hast  deserved  it  best; 
Ado,  for  thjr  kindness  in  bis  life  and  death. 
Be  sore,  while  Belimperia's  life  endures. 
She  wiU  be  Don  Horatio's  thankful  friend. 

Hot.  And,  madam,  Don  Horatio  will  not  slack 
Humbly  to  serve  fair  Belimperia. 
Bot  now,  if  yoor  good  liking  stand  thereto, 
ni  crave  your  panlon  to  go  seek  the  prince. 
For  so  the  duke  your  father  gave  me  charge. 

BeL  Aye,  go,  Horatio,  leave  me  here  alone. 
For  eolitude  oest  fits  my  cheerless  mood. 

[ExU  Horatio. 
Ye^  what  avails  to  wiul  Andrea's  death. 


-  From  whence  Horatio  proves  my  second  love? 
Had  he  not  loved  Andrea  as  he  did, 
He  could  not  sit  in  Belimperia's  thoughts. 
But  how  can  love  find  harbour  in  my  breast^ 
Till  I  revenge  the  death  of  my  beloved  ? 
Yes,  second  love  shall  further  mj  revenge : 
ril  love  Horatio,  my  Andrea's  fnend, 
The  more  to  spite  the  prince  that  wrought  his 

end. 
And  where  Don  Baltbezar,  that  slew  my  love. 
Himself  now  pleads  for  favour  at  my  hands, 
He  shall,  in  ngour  of  my  just  disdain, 
Reap  long  repentance  for  ^'  his  murderous  deed ; 
For  what  was't  else  but  murderous  cowardice. 
So  many  to  oppress  one  valiant  knight, 
Without  respect  of  honour  in  the  fight? — 
And  liere  he  comes  that  murdered  my  delight* 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Balt<£zar. 

£or.  Sister,  what  means  this  melancholy  walk  ? 

BeL  That,  for  a  while,  I  wish  no  company. 

Lor.  But  here  ihe  prince  is  come  to  visit  you. 

BeL  That  argues,  that  he  lives  in  '*  liberty. 

BaL  No,  madam,  but  in  pleasing  servitude. 

Be/.  Your  prison,  then,  (belike)  is  your  conceit  ? 

BaL  Aye,  by  conceit  ray  treedr»m  is  enthralled. 

BeL  Then  with  conceit  enlarge  yourself  again. 

BaL  What  if  conceit  have  laid  ray  heart  to  ga^e? 

BeL  Pay  that  you  borrowed,  and  recover  iL 

BaL  I  die,  if  it  return  from  whence  it  lies. 

BeL  A  heartless  man,  and  live  ?  '^  a  miracle ! 

BaL  Aye,  lady,  love  can  work  such  miracles. 

Lor,  Tush,  tush,  my  lord,  let  40  these  ambages,^* 
And  in  plain  terms  acquaint  her  with  your  love. 

BeL  What  boots  complaint,  when  there's  no 
remedy  ? 

BaL  Yes,  to  your  gracious  self  must  I  complain. 
In  whose  fair  answer  lies  my  remedy; 
On  whose  perfection  all  my  thoughts  attend. 
On  whose  aspect  mine  eyes  find  beauty's  bower  5 
In  whose  translucent  breast  my  heart  is  lodged. 


I«ash*8  Lmtem  Stuff,  I6W :  «  For,  besides  the  load  bellowing  prodigioos  «aw  of  indignation,  stirred  up 
against  me  in  my  absence  and  extemiaatlon  from  the  upper  reKioo  of  our  celestial  regimen,  which  hath 
Amg  me  in  a  manner  down  to  the  faifemal  bottom  of  desolation,"  &c 

Marston*s  Satiret^  Sat.  5 : 

''  Is  diHi$d  fo  hdl,  and  voitare  eatei  his  hart." 

^  So,  omitted,  1618. 9S.  S3. 

•7  PTeldiiig*— Carrying,  or  bearing.    So,  in  Charchyard*8  Challenge,  159S,  p.  116 : 

"  Alroes  deeds  are  dead,  and  conscience  waxeth  cold, 

World  scrats  and  scrapes,  pinches  fla»h  and  fell  ftom  bone, 

What  canning  heads,  and  hands  can  « atch  in  hold. 

That  covetous  mindes,  doth  seehe  to  wld  alone." 
•»  Sorrowes,  1618.  «3. 3S.  »  Thb  Karfc  pUckt  off  from,  1618. 93.  33. 

70  Tkok,  omitted,  1618  «3. 33.  7'  of,  I618.  «S.  33. 

7»  At,  1618.  ;3.  33  73  Lives !  1618.  tS.  38. 

7*  AnOaga^So^  in  Wily  beguiUd,  1606  : 

*«  By  Jesus,  I  cannot  play  the  disBembler,^ 
And  wooe  my  love  with  courtly  ambages. 
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BcL  Alas,  my  lord,  these  are  bat  words  of  course, 
And  but  device  ^'  to  drive  me  from  this  place. 
[She  going  in,  lettfaU  her  Glaoe^  which  Ho- 
BATio,  coming  out,  takes  up. 
Hot,  Madam,  your  glove — 
BeL  Thanks,  good  Horatio;  take  it  for  thj 

pains. 
BaL  Signior  Horatio,  stooped  in  happy  time. 
Hor,  I  reaped  more  grace  than  I  deserved  or 

hoped. 
Lor,  My  lord,  be  not  dismayed  for  what  is  past. 
You  know  that  women  oft  are  humorous :  ^^ 
These  clouds  will  overblow  with  little  wind; 
Let  me  alone,  V\\  scatter  them  myself. 
Meanwhile,  let  us  devise  to  spend  the  time 
^'  In  some  delightful  sports  and  revelling. 
Bor^  The  king,  my  lords,  ^*  is  coming  hither 
straight. 
To  feast  the  Portingale  ambassador. 
Things  were  in  readiness  before  J  capoe. 

Bai,  Then  here  it  fits  us  to  attend  the  king, 
To  welcome  hither  our  ambassador. 
And  learn  my  father  and  niy  country's  health. 

Enter  the  Banquet,  Trumpets^  Kingj  and  Am^ 
battador, 

JCing^  See,  lord  ambassador,  how  Spain  intr^ats 
Their  prisoner  Balthezar,  thy  viceroy's  son : 
We  pleasure  more  in  kindness  than  m  wars. 

Jmb.  Sad  is  our  king,  and  Portingale  laments, 
Supposing  that  Don  Balthezar  is  slam. 

^aL  So  am  I  slain  by  beauty's  tyranny.— 
You  see,  my  Iprd,  how  Balthezar  is  slain, 
I  frolick  with  the  Duke  of  Ca&tile's  son, 
Wrapt  every  hour  in  pleasures  of  the  court. 
And  graced  with  favours  of  his  maiesty. 

King,  Put  oflf  your  greetings  till  our  feast  be 
done : 
Now  comfB,  and  sit  with  us,  and  taste  our  cheer. 
[Sit  to  the  Banquet 


Sit  down,  young  prince,  yoo  are  oor  aeoond  giieit : 
Brother,  sit  down ;  and,  nephew,  take  your  place ; 
Signior  Horatio,  wait  thou  upon  our  cap. 
For  well  thou  hast  deserved  to  be  honoured. 
Now,  lordlings,  fall  to ;  Spain  is  Portingale, 
And  Portingale  is  Spain ;  we  both  are  mends; 
Tribute  is  paid,  and  we  enjoy  our  rights — 
But  where  is  old  Hieronimo,  our  marshal  f 
He  promised  us,  in  honour  of  oor  guest, 
^^  To  grace  our  banquet  with  some  pompous  jest. 

Enter  Hieeoximo  mth  a  Drum,  three  Knight^ 
each  hii  'icutchean.  Then  he  fetckcM  threa 
Kings;  they  take  thur  enmns amd ikem et^ 
tvoe. 

Hieronimo,  this  mask  contents  my  eye. 
Although  I  sound  not  well  the  mystery. 

Hkr,  Tlie  first  armed  knight,  chat  hung  his 
'scutcheon  up, 
[Be  takes  the  'scutcheon^  and  givef  it  to  the 
King. 
Was  English  Robert,  Earl  of  Gloucester, 
Who,  when  King  Stephen  bore  sway  in  Albioo, 
Arrived,  with  ^ve  and  *^  twenty  thousand  men. 
In  Portingale ;  and,  by  success  of  war, 
Enforced  the  king,  then  but  a  Saracen, 
To  bear  the  yoke  of  the  English  monarchy. 

King,  My  lord  of  Portingale,  by  this  you  see^ 
That  which  may  comfort  both  your  king  and  yoo. 
And  make  your  late  discomfort  ^eem  the  less.— 
But  say,  tlieronimo,  what  was  the  next  ? 

Hier,  The  second  knight,  that  hung  his  'scut- 
cheon up,  lue  does  as  he  did  before 
Was  Edmund,  Earl  of  ^ent,  in  Albion, 
When  English  Richard  wore  the  diadem : 
He  came  likewise  and  razed  Dsbon  walls^ 
And  took  the  kins  of  Jportingale  in  fight ; 
For  which,  and  other  such-like  service  done. 
He  after  was  created  Duke  of  York. 
I      King,  This  is  another  special  argument. 


75  Devised,  1618.83.33. 

76  Humorous — 7'hat  it,  act  from  caprice.  So,  in  Ben  Jonson^s  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humomr,  lotrodic- 
tioD  t  "  When  yoo  come  to  plays  be  hvmorous,  Ipok  with  a  good  itarcb*d  face,  ajid  raffle  your  brow  likt 
a  new  boot ;  langh  at  nothing  but  yoar  own  jests,  or  elie  as  the  noblemen  laagh.'* 

Pekkar*!  Satirmastrix,  1600 : 

**     t        all  oar  understanding  fsculties 
Sit  there  in  their  high  court  of  parliament, 
Fnacting  laws  to  sway  this  humorous  world. 
This  Utile  ble  of  man.** 

The  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  4,  S.  4 ; 


" being  incensed  he's  flint, 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden.*' 

Bee  also  Mr  S«eevens*8  note  on  the  last  passage. 

77  In  some  delightsome  sports  and  revellings,  1618. 83.  S3.  7S  i^q^^^  1618.83. 33. 

79  To  grace  our  banquet  with  tome  pompous  jest. — To  jest^  is  to  play  a  part  in  a  masque.    See  Dr  Far* 
mer*s  note  on  King  Richard  J  J,  A.  1.  8  3  : 

**  As  gentle  and  as  jocund  as  to  jest* 

^  JFice  ana,  omitted,  1623, 33. 
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That  Pordng^e  may  deign  to  bear  oar  yoke. 
When  it  by  little  England  hath  been  yoked. — 
But  now,  Hieronimo,  what  were  tlie  last  ? 

flier.  The  third  and  last,  not  least  in  our  ac- 
county  L-I^'>$  ^  ^  <^^  be/ore. 

Was,  as  the  rest,  a  valiant  Englishman,  . 
Brave  John  of  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancaster, 
As  by  his  'scutcheon  plainly  may  appear) 
He,  with  a  puissant  army,  came  to  Spain, 
And  took  our  King  of  Castile  prisoner. 

Au^  This  is  an  argument  for  our  viceroy, 
That  Spain  may  pot  insult  for  her  success. 
Since  English  warriors  likewise  conquered  Spain, 
And  made  them  bow  their  knees  to  Albion. 

King,  Hierooimo,  I  drink  to  thee  for  this  de- 
vice. 
Which  bath  pleased  both  the  ambassador  and  me : 


Pledge  me,  Hieronimo,  if  thou  love  the  king.-* 

[Takes  the  Cup  o/* Horatio. 
My  lord,  I  fear  we  sit  but  ovei^long, 
Unless  our  dainties  were  more  delicate ; 
But  welcome  are  you  to  the  best  we  have. 
Now  let  us  in,  that  you  ''  may  be  dispatched ; 
I  think  our  council  is  already  set.  [EseunL 

^  Andrea,  Come  we  for  this  from  depth  of  un- 
der-ground, 
To  see  him  feast  that  gave  me  my  death's  wound  ? 
These  pleasant  sights  are  sorrow  to  my  soul ; 
Nothing  but  league,  and  love,  and  banqueting. 

Revenge,  Be  still,  Andrea ;  ere  we  go  from  hence, 
ril  turn  their  friendship  into  fell  despight ; 
Their  love  to  mortal  hate ;  their  day  to  night ; 
Their  hope  into  despair ;  their  peace  to  war; 
Their  joys  to  pain;  their  bliss  to  misery.'' 


ACTIL 


Enter  LoRSHto  and  Balthezar. 


Lor,  My  lord,  though  Belimperia  seem  thus 
coy. 
Let  reason  hold  you  in  your  wonted  joy  i 
to  dme  the  savage  bull  sustains  the  yoke ; 
In  time  all  haggard  hawks  will  stoop  to  lure ; 
In  time  small  wedges  cleave  the  hardest  oak ;  . 
^  In  time  the  flint  is  pierced  with  softest  shower ; 
And  she,  in  time,  will  fall  from  her  disdain. 
And  rue  *^  the  sufferance  of  your  friendly  pain. 

BaL  No ;  she  is  wilder,  and  more  hard  withal. 
Than  beast,  or  bird,  or  tree,  or  stony  wall : 
But  wherefore  blot  I  Belimperia's  name  ? 
It  is  my  fault,  not  she  that  merits  blame. 
My  feature  is  not  to  content  her  sight; 
My  words  are  rude,  and  work  her  no  delight : 
The  lines  I  send  her  are  but  harsh  and  ill, 
Such  as  do  drop  from  Pan  and  ^  Marsia's  quill. 
My  presents  are  not  of  sufficient  cost. 
And  bemg  worthless,  all  my  labour's  lost. 
•*  Yet  might  she  love  me  for  my  valiancy : 
Aye,  but  that's  slander'd  by  captivity. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  content  her  sire : 
Aye,  but  her  reason  masters  '^  his  desire. 
Yet  might  she  love  me,  as  her  brother's  friend : 
Aye,  but  her  hopes  aim  at  some  other  end. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  up-rear  her  state : 
Aye,  but  perhaps  she  *^  hopes  some  nobler  mate. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  as  her  beauty's  thrall  3 
Aye,  but  I  fear  she  cannot  love  at  all. 

Lor,  My  Lord,  formv  sake,  leave  these  extasies, 
And  doubt  not  but  we  11  find  some  remedy. 
;Some  cause  there  is,  that  lets  you  not  be  loved ; 


First  that  must  needs  be  known,  and  then  removed. 

What  if  my  sister  love  some  other  knight? 
BaL  My  summer's  day  \Till  turn  to  winter's  nighL 
Lor,  I  have  already  found  a  strata(;em, 

To  sound  the  bottom  of  this  doubtful  theme. 

My  lord,  for  once  you  shall  be  ruled  by  me  ; 

Hinder  me  not,  wbate'er  you  hear  or  see  : 

By  force,  or  fair  means,  will  I  cast  about, 

To  find  the  truth  of  all  this  question  out. 

Ho,  Pedringano  1 

Enter  Peorihgaho. 

Fed.  Segnior! 

Lor.  VUn  que  presto, 

Ped,  Hath  your  lordship  any  service  to  command 
me  ? 

Lor,  Aye,  Pedringano,  service  of  import ; 
And,  not  to  spend  the  time  in  tricing  word% 
Thus  stands  the  case :  It  is  not  long  thou  know'sC, 
Since  I  did  shield  thee  from  my  father's  wrath. 
For  thy  conveyance  in  Andrea^s  love; 
For  which  thou  wert  adjudged  to  banishment : 
I  stood  betwixt  thee  and  thy  punishment. 
And  since  thou  kndw'st  how  I  have  favoured  thee> 
Now  to  these  favours  will  I  add  reward, 
Not  with  fair  words,  but  store  of  golden  coin. 
And  lands  and  ^*  living  join'd  with  dignities,       ^ 
If  thou  but  satisfy  my  jubt  demand : 
Tell  truth,  and  have  me  for  thv  lasting  friend. 
.  Ped.  Whate'erit  he  your  lordship  shall  demand. 
My  bound  en  duty  bids  me  tell  the  truth. 
If  case  *'  it  lie  in  me  to  tell  the  truth. 

Lor,  Tlicn,  Pedringano,  this  is  my  demand : 
I  Whom  loves  my  sister  Belimperia  ? 


*'  We,  1618. 9$.  3S.  **  In  time  the  hardest  flint,  t^c  1618.  SS  3S. 

«  Rule,  1618. 8S.  3».  •♦  Manes^  1618.  48  3S. 

*'  Yei  might  she  love  meforfmf  vaUancy  ; — These  lines  seem  to  be  those  intended  to  be  ridicnled  by  the 
Dnke  of  Backingham  in  TA«  JteAMTMi.    8eeA.S.  8.5:. 

^  My  legs,  the  emblem  of  my  various  thought,  &c." 
w  Her,  1618. 93.  Si.  w  £owtM,  \9iS.  33. 

•s  Livings,  1618.  S5t.S3.  ^  In  me  it  Ues,  \618.  Ua  39* 
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For  she  reposeth  all  her  trust  in  thee ; 

Speak,  man,  and  gain  both  friendship  and  reward; 

I  mean,  whom  loves  she  in  Andrea  s  place ; 

Ped.  Alas,  my  lord,  since  Don  Andrea's  death, 
I  have  no  credit  with  her  a5  before ; 
And  therefore  know  not  if  she  love  or  no. 

Lor,  NtLy  if  tliou  dally,  then  I  am  thy  foe, 

[Drtnffs  his  Sward 
And  fear  shall  force  what  friendship  cannot  win; 
Thy  death  shall  bury  what  thy  life  conceals; 
Thou  diest  for  more  esteeming  her  than  me. 

Fed.  Oh,  stay,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Yet  speak  the  truth,  and  I  will  guerdon 
thee. 
And  shield  thee  from  whatever  can  ensue. 
And  will  conceal  whate'er  proceeds  from  thee. 
But,  if  thou  dally  once  again,  thou  diest. 

Fed,  If  madam  Beliroperla  be  in  love — 

Lor,  What,  villain  !  ifs  and  ands  ? 

Fed,  Oh  stay,  my  lord,  she  loves  Horatio. 

[  Balthezar  ttaris  back, 

Lors  What  Don  Horatio,  our  knight-maHhal's 
son? 

Fed,  Even  him;  my  lord. 

Lor,  Now,  say  but  how  ^*  know'st  thou  be  is 
her  love, 
And  thou  shalt  iind  me  kind  and  liberal : 
Stand  up,  I  say,  and  fearless  tell  the  truth. 

Fed.  She  sent  him  lette^  which  myself  perused, 
Full  fraught  with  lines,  and  arguments  of  love, 
Preferring  him  before  prince  Balthezar. 

Lor,  ^^ Swear  on  this  cross,  ^hat  what  thou 
saycst  is  true; 
And  that  thou  wilt  conceal  what  thou  hast  told. 

Fed,  I  swear  to  both,  by  him  that  made  us  all. 

Lor,  In  hope  thine  oatn  is  true,  here's  thy  re- 
ward: 
But,  if  I  pnive  thee  peijured  and  unjust. 
This  very  sword  whereon  thou  took'st  thine  oath. 
Shall  be  the  worker  of  th^  tragedy. 

Fed.  What  I  have  said  is  true,  and  shall  for  me 
Be  still  conceaPd  from  Belimperia : 
Besides,  your  honour's  liberality 
Deserves  my  duteous  service,  even  till  death. 

Lor,  Let  this  be  all  that  thou  shalt  do  for  me: 
Be  watchful  when,  and  where  these  lovers  meet. 
And  give  me  notice  in  some  secret  sort. 

Fed.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lor,  Thou  shalt  thou  find  that  I  ani- liberal : 
Thou  know*st  that  I  can  more  advance  thy  state 
Than  she;  be  therefore  wise,  and  fail  me  not: 
Go  and  attend  her,  as  thy  custom  is, 
Lest  absence  make  her  think  thou  dost  amiss. 

[Exit  P£D. 
Why  so :  tarn  armis,  guam  ingenio : 
Where  words  prevail  not,  violence  prevails; 
But  gold  doth  more  than  either  of  them  both.      I 


How  likes  prince  Balthezar  ^  tfab  stratagem? 

BaL  Both  well  and  ill :  it  nuikes  me  gUd  and 
sad : 
Glad,  that  1  know  the  hinderer  of  my  love; 
Sad,  that  I  fear  she  bates  me,  whom  I  love; 
Glad,  that  I  know  on  whom  to  be  revenged ; 
Sad.  that  she'll  fly  me  if  I  take  revenge ; 
Yet  must  I  take  revenge,  or  die  myself. 
For  love  resisted  grows  impatient 
I  think  Horatio  be  my  destined  plague : 
First,  in  his  hand  be  brandished  a  sword. 
And  with  that  sword  he  fiercely  waged  war. 
And  in  that  war  he  gave  me  dangerous  wounds^ 
And  by  those  wounds  he  forced  me  to  yield. 
And  by  my  yielding  I  became  his  slave : 
Now  in  his  mouth  be  carries  pleasing  words, 
Which  pleasing  words  do  harbour  sweet  conceits; 
''  Which  sweet  conceits  are  limed  with  sir  deceits. 
Which  sly  deceits  ^  smooth  Belimperia^  ears; 
And  through  her  ears  dive  down  into  her  heart, 
And  in  her  heart  ^^  set  him,  where  I  should  stand. 
Thus  hath  he  ta'n  my  body  by  his  force, 
And  now  by  flight  would  captivate  my  soul : 
But  in  his  mil  fll  tempt  the  destinies, 
And  either  lose  my  life,  or  win  my  love ; 

Lor,  Let's  go,  my  lord,  •♦  your  stayiag  stays  re- 
venge: 
Do  you  but  follow  me,  and  ^n  your  love. 
Her  favour  must  be  won  by  Us  remove.  [Examt, 

Enter  Horatio  and  Belimperia. 

Hot,  Now,  madam,  since  by  favour  of  your 

love. 
Our  hidden  smoke  is  tum'd  to  open  flame, 
And  that  with  looks  aud  words  we  feed  our 

thoughts, 
(Two  chief  contents)  where  more  cannot  be  bad : 
Thus  in  the  midst  of  love's  fair  blandishments, 
Why  show  you  sign  of  inward  languisbments  ? 
[Pedringano  shows  all  to  the  Prince  and 

Lorenzo,  plactng  them  in  secret, 
Bel,  My  heart,  sweet  friend,  is  like  a  ship  at  sea. 
She  wisheth  port,  where  riding  all  at  ease 
She  may  repair  what  stormy  times  have  worn; 
And,  leaning  on  the  shore,  may  sing  with  joy. 
That  pleasure  follows  pain,  and  bli»,  annoj. 
Possession  of  thy  love  is  the  only  port. 
Wherein  my  heart,  with  fbars  and  hopes  long 

toss'd. 
Each  hour  doth  wish  and  long  to  make  resort^ 
•'  There  to  repair  the  joys  that  it  hath  lost ; 
And,  sitting  safe,  to  sing  in  Cupid's  ouire. 
That  sweetest  bliss,  is  crown  of  love  s  desire. 

[Balthezar  aniiLoREKZo  aside. 
BaL  Oh  sleep  mine  eyes,  see  not  my  love  pra* 

faned; 
Be  deaf  mine  ears^  hear  not  my  discontent; 


*•  How  koowest  thoo  that  he,  1Q18. 23.  S3.        *'  Swear  on  this  crest.— See  p.  449. 

^  Of  this,  1618.  9S.  si.  9'  This  Um  onittfid,  i61S.  2h.  $S. 

9*  feweet,  1618.  v3.  S3.  «  Sets,  1618. 23. 83.  ^  Oar,  1633. 

!>s  There  on  repair,  1618. 23. 33.  ^^T^ 
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Die,  baart,  anodier  joys  wbat  thou  desenr^st 

Iw.  Watch  still,  mine  eyei,  to  see  •*  this  love 
^joined; 
Hear  still,  mine  ears,  to  hear  them  both  lameot; 
•^  Live  heart,  to  joj  at  fond  Horatio's  fall. 

BeL  Why  stands  Horatio  speechless  all  this 
while? 

Aw*.  The  less  I  speak,  the  more  I  meditate. 

BeL  But  whereon  dost '^  thou  chiefly  meditate? 

JBor.  On  dangers  past,  and  pleasures  to  ensue. 

BaL  Oo  pleasures  past,  and  daneers  to  ensue. 

BeL  What  dangers  and  what  (Measures  dost 
thou  mean  ? 

Nor,  Dangers  of  war,  and  pleasures  of  our  love. 

Lor.  Dangers  of  death,  but  pleasures  none  at  all. 

BeL  Let  mingers  eo,  thj  war  shall  be  with  me : 
Bot  such  a  war,  as  breaks  no  bond  of  peace. 
Speak  thou  fair  words.  111  cross  them  with  fair 

words: 
Send  thou  sweet  looks,  i*U  meet  them  with  sweet 

looks: 
Write  loving  lines,  111  answer  loving  lines : 
Give  roe  a  kiss,  FU  countercheck  thy  kiss : 
Be  this  our  warring  peace,  or  peaceful  war. 

Hor,  But,  gracious  madam,  then  appoint  the 
field. 
Where  trial  of  this  war  shall  first  be  made. 

BaL  Ambitious  viHiun !  how  his  boldness  grows ! 

BeL  Then  ^  be  thy  father's  pleasant  bower,  the 
field 
Where  first  we  vowed  a  "*  mutual  amity ; 
The  court  were  dangerous,  that  place  is  safe : 
'°'  Our  hour  shall  be,  when  Vesper  'gins  to  rise. 
That  summons  home  '^  distressful  travellers : 
There  none  shall  hear  us  but  the  harmless  birds; 
Happily  the  gentle  nightingale 
Shad  carrol  us  asleep  ere  we  beware, 
And,  singihg  with  the  prickle  at  her  breast. 
Tell  oup  delight  and  'y'  mirthful  dalliance : 
Till  then  each  hour  will  seem  a  year  and  more. 

Hor.  But,  hooey  sweet,  and  honourable  love, 
Return  we  now  into  your  father's  hight. 
Dangerous  suspicion  waits  on  our  delight 

Lor.  Aye,  danger  mixed  with  jealous  despight 
Shall  send  tliy  soul  into  eternal  night.     [Exeunt, 

BiUer  King  of  Spmn^  Poetivgali  Amb<u$ador, 
Dm  CvPitiANy  4'C. 

King,  Brother  of  Castile,  to  the  prince's  love 
What  says  your  daughter  fiielimperia  ? 

Cyp.  Ahnough  she  coy  it,  as  becomes  her  kind^ 
Andyet  dissemble  that  she  loves  the  prince ; 


I  doubt  not  I,  but  she  will  stoop  in  time ; 
And  were  she  troward,  which  she  will  not  b^ 
Yet  herein  shall  she  follow  my  advioe ; 
Which  ib  to  love  him,  or  forego  my  love. 

King.  Then  lord  embassador  of  Portingale, 
Advise  thy  king  to  make  this  marriage  up, 
For  strength'ning  of  our  late-confirmed  league ; 
I  know  no  better  means  to  make  us  friends. 
Her  dowry  shall  be  large  and  lit)eral ; 
Besides  that  she  is  daughter  and  half  hdr 
Unto  our  brother  here,  Don  Cyprian, 
And  shaH  enjoy  the  moiety  of  his  land, 
Fll  grace  her  marriage  widk  an  uncle's  gift : 
^nd  this  it  is,  (m  case  the  match  go  forward) 
The  tribute  which  you  pay  shall  be  released : 
And  if  by  Balthezar  she  have  a  son. 
He  shall  enjoy  the  kingdom  after  us. 

Amb.  Fll  make  the  motion  to  my  '^sovereign 
liege. 
And  work  it^  if  my  counsel  ma^  prevail. 

King.  Do  so,  my  lord ;  and,  if  ne  give  consent, 
I  hope  his  presence  here  will  honour  us^ 
In  celebration  of  the  nuptial  day ; 
And  let  '^^  himself  determine  of  the  time. 

Amb.  WiH't  please  your  grace  '^  commanif  roe 
aught  beside? 

King.  Commend  me  to  the  king ;  and  so  flune- 
well. 
But  Where's  prince  Balthezar,  to  take  his  leave?] 

Amb.  That  is  perform'd  already,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Amongst  the  rest  of  what  yon  have  in 
charge. 
The  prince  s  ransom  must  not  be  forpot : 
That^s  none  of  mine,  but  his  that  took  him  priso- 
ner; 
And  well  his  forwardness  deserves  reward : 
It  was  Horatio,  ouf  knight-marshaFs  son. 

Amb  Between  us,there'sa  price  already  pitch'd. 
And  shall  be  sent  with  all  convenient  speed. 

King.  Then  once  again  farewell,  my  lord. 

Amb.  Farewell,  my  lord  of  Obtile,  and  the  rest 

[ExU. 

King.  Now,  brother,  you  must  take  some  lit- 
tle *^  pains^ 
To  win  fair  Belimperia  from  her  will : 
Young  virgins  must  be  ruled  by  their  friends : 
The  prince  is  amiable,  and  loves  her  well: 
If  she  neglect  Inm,  and  forego  his  love. 
She  both  wilt  wrong  her  own  estate  and  ours ; 
Therefore,  whiles  I  do  entertain  the  prince 
With  greatest  pleasure  *^  that  our  court  afibrds. 
Endeavour  you  to  win  your  daughter's  thought: 


96  f^  l#J8«28.8S. 

'7  Lfo»— .<>o,  in  the  first  edition.    Those  of  1618.  23.  83.  have  leave.    Mr  Dodsley  reads  Uap, 
^  ChleHy  dost  thou,  16lB.  >f3. 83 

^  By,  1618.  «8.  83.  *»  Oar,  1618.  t3.  33. 

'^'  Owr  hour  shall  be,  ftc.— These  Ifaies  describing  the  meeting  of  the  Lovers  are,  as  Master  Wballey  ob- 
serves, tender  and  natural.    See  Btttig  am  Skokeutm^t  Lmmdog,  1748,  p.  48* 
'<^  Dittrened,  16x3  i3.  "^  8portfiil,  1083.  33. 

'<^  our,  161b,  '<^  Hlmsdf,  I^SL  '^  To  connuuid*  1618. 

J^  Faine,  1618.  «3. 3».  '°»  Pleasures,  1618.  «J-  33.  r- ^^^T^ 
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If  she  give  back,  all  this  will  come  to  nought 

\ExeurU, 

EnterHonATiOy  Belimpebia,  on^PEDRiicGABro. 

Hor.  Now  that  the  night  begins  with  sable 
wiop 
To  over-cloud  the  brightness  of  the  son. 
And  that  in  darkness  pleasures  may  be  done : 
Come,  Beliroperia,  let  us  to  the  bower. 
And  there  in  safetjr  pass  a  pleasant  hour. 

BeL  I  follow  thee,  my  love,  and  will  not  back, 
Although  my  fainting  heart  controls  my  soul. 
Hor.  Why,  make  you  doubt  of  Pedriogano's 

faith? 
£e/l  No,  he  is  as  truster  as  my  second  self. — 
Go,  Pedringano,  watch  without  the  gate, 
And  let  us  know  if  any  make  approach. 
Fed.  Instead  of  watching,  ill  deserve  more 
gold, 
By  fetching  Don  Lorenzo  to  this  match. 

[Exit  Pedrinoano. 
Hot,  What  means  my  love  ? 
BeL  I  know  not  what  myself : 
And  yet  my  heart  foretels  me  some  mischance. 
Hor,  Sweet,  say  not  so:  fair  fortune  is  our 
friend, 
And  '^  heavens  have  shut  up  day,  to  pleasure  us. 
The  stars,  thou  seest  hold  oack  their  twinkling 

shine. 
And  Luna  hides  herself  to  pleasure  us. 

JBeL  Thou  hast  prevailed,  I'll  conquer  my  mis- 
doubt. 
And  in  thy  love  and  counsel  drown  my  fear : 
I  fear  no  more,  love  now  is  all  mv  thoughts. 
Why  sit  we  not  ?  for  pleasure  asketh  ease. 
Hor,  The  more  thou  sitt'st  witliin  these  leafy 
bowers. 
The  more  will  Flora  deck  it  with  her  flowers. 

BeL  Aye,  but  if  Flora  spy  Horatio  here, 
Herjealous  eye  will  think  I  sit  too  near. 

ffor.  Hark,  n^am,  how  the  birds  "°  record 
by  night, 
For  joy  that  Beliroperia  sits  in  sight. 

&L  No,  Cupid  counterfeits  tlM  nightingale, 
To  frame  sweet  music  to  Horatio's  tale. 

Hor,  If  Cupid  sing,  then  Venus  is  not  far  : 
Aye,  thou  art  Veuus,  or  some  fairer  star. 

BeL  If  I  be  Venus,  thou  must  needs  be  Mars ; 
And  where  Mars  reigueth,  there  must  needs  be 
wars. 
Hor,  Theq  thus  begin  our  wars;  put  forth  thy 
'  hand, 


That  h  may  coinr  bat  with  my  ruder  hand. 
BeL  Set  forth  thy  foot,  to  try  the  push  of  i 
Hor,  But  first  my  looks  shall  nrmkar  i^aiost 

thine. 
BeLThen  ward  thyself,  I  dart  this  kiss  sis  theft. 
Hor.  Thus  I  "'  retort  the  dart  thoB  thfvw'st 

at  me. 
BeL  Nay,  then  to  gain  the  gfory  of  the  field. 
My  twining  arms  shall  yoke,  and  make  thee  yield. 
Hor.  Nay,  then  mine  arms  are  laife  and  stvoog 
withall; 
Thus  elms  by  vines  are  compass'd  till  tbej  blL 

BeL  O  let  me  go,  for  in  m^  troubled  ejea 
Now  nunr'st  thou  read,  that  life  in  passkm  dies. 
Hor,  O  stay  a  while,  and  I  will  die  with  thee, 
So  shalt  thou  yield,  and  yet  have  cooqiiered  me. 
BeL  Who's  there,  Fedriagisno?  M^  are  be- 
trayed. 

Enter  Lorenzo,  Balthezaa,  Cerbbrihb,  emi 
Pedrimgaiio^  tUeguited, 


Lor. 


take  her 


My  lord,  away  with  her;  "" 
aside — 

O  sir,  forbear;  your  valour  is  already  tried.— 
Quickly  dispatch,  my  masters. 

[Vuykangkm  in  ihcArhmr. 
Hor,  What,  will  ye  murder  me  ? 
Lor,  Aye,  thus,  and  thus ;  these  are  the  fruits 
of  love.  [Ihey^U^km. 

BeL  O  save  his  life  and  let  me  die  for  him ; 

0  save  him,  brother,  save  him  Balthezar; 

1  loved  Horatio,  but  he  loved  not  me. 

Bal.  But  Balthezar  loves  Belimperia. 
Lor.  Althou£h  his  life  were  "'  still  ambitioos 
proud. 
Yet  is  he  at  the  highest  now  he  is  dead. 

BeL  Murder !  murder !  help,  Hieronimo,  help! 
Lor,  Come,  stop  her  mouth,  away  with  her. 

[EjrauiL 

Enter  HiEROiriMO  in  hi»Mrt. 

Hier,  What  "♦  outcries  pluck  me  from  my 

naked  bed, 
And  chill  "^  my  throbbing  heart  with  tremhlins 

fear. 
Which  never  danger  yet  could  daunt  before } 
Who  calls  Hieronimo  ?  speak — here  I  am. 
I  did  not  slumber ;  theretore  'tw^  no  dream. 
No,  no,  'twas  some  woman  cried  for  help ; 
And  here  within  ''^  this  garden  did  she  crj. 
And  in  this  garden  must  I  rescue  bar. 
But  stay,  what  murderous  spectacle  is  this ! 


*^  Heaven  hath,  16IR.  «S.  SS. 

^'^  Record— To  record,  anciently  signifled  to  Hng.    As,  io  the  l\oo  OentUmen  of  VeroMf  A.  5.  S.  S ; 

*^  Here  can  I  sit  alone,  onseen  of  any, 

*'  And  to  the  nightingale's  coinplaining  noiH 

**  Tune  my  dbtrcsses,  and  record  my  woes.*' 

**  See  also  Mr  Steevem*s  Note  on  this  passace. 
■"  Return,  1618.  «S.  S3. 

]']  Take  her  tuide  k  printed  as  a  marginal  direction,  1618.  83.  33. 
"3  sun  omitted,  I6I».  <S.  as.  «»*  Ootcry  calls,  1618. €3.  S5.t 
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A  man  hangfd  up  and  all  the  murderers  eone ! 
And  in  my  bower,  to  lay  the  ^ilt  on  me ! 
^Fliis  ploce  was  made  for  pleasure,  not  for  death. 
[He  cuts  him  dawn. 
Those  gpments  that  he  wears  I  oft  have  seen; 
Alas,  it  is  Horatio,  my  sweet  son ! 
Oh,  no,  but  he  "'  that  whilome  was  my  scm ! 
Oh,  was  it  thou  that  callMst  me  from  my  bed  ? 
Ohy  speak,  if  any  spark  of  life  remain : 
I  am  thy  father :  who  hath  slain  ray  son  } 
What  savage  monster,  not  of  human  kind, 
"•  Hath  here  been  glutted  with  thy  harmless 

blood. 
And  left  th^  bloody  corpse  dishonoured  here. 
For  me  amidst  thiese  dark  and  deathful  shades, 
To  drown  thee  with  an  ocean  of  my  tears  ? 
Oh,  Heavens,  why  made  you  night  to  cover  sin  ? 
By  day,  this  deed  of  darkness  had  not  been. 
Oh,  Earth,  why  didst  thou  not  iti  time  devour 
The  "•  viled  profaner  of  this  sacred  bow'r  ? 
O,  poor  Horatio  ?  what  hadst  thou  misdone^ 
To  leese  thy  life,  ere  hfe  was  new  begun  ? 
Oh,  wicked  butcher !  whatsoe'er  thou  wert, 
How  couid*st  thou  strangle  virtue  and  desert  ? 
Ah  mc !  most  wretched,  that  have  lost  my  joy, 
In  leasing  my  Horatio,  my  sweet  boy ! 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isa.  My  husband's  absence  makes  my  heart  to 
throb; — 
Hieronimo ! 

Hier   Here,  Isabella,  help  roe  to  lament. 
For  sighs  are  stopt,  and  all  my  tears  are  spent. 
Ita.  What  world  of  grief !  my  son  Horatio ! 
Oh,  Where's  the  author  of  this  endless  woe? 
Hier,  To  know  the  author  were  some  ease  of 
grief. 
For  in  revenge  my  heart  would  find  relief. 

Isa.  Then  is  he  gone  ?  and  is  my  son  gone  too  ? 
Oh  gush  out  tears,  fountains  and  floods  of  tears: 
Blow  sighs,  and  raise  an  everlasting  storm. 
For  outrage  fits  our  cursed  wretchedness. 
'*®  "  Ah  me  !  Hieronimo,  sweet  husband,  speak  ! 
^  Hier,  He  supp'd  with  us  to-night,  frolioL  and 
merry, 
*'  And  said,  he  would  go  visit  Balthezar, 
^  At  the  duke's  palace ;  there  the  prince  doth 

lodge. 
**  He  had  no  custom  to  stay  out  so  late, 
'^  He  may  be  in  his  chamber ;  some  go  ^ee— Ro- 
derigo,  bo. 

Enter  Pedbo  arul  Jaques. 

**  ha.  Ah  me,  he  raves !  sweet  Hieronimo ! 
"  Hier,  True  all  Spain  takes  note  of  iL 


''  Besides,  he  is  so  generally  beloved, 
^  His  majesty  the  other  day  did  grace  him 
''  With  waiting  on  his  cup ;  these  be  favours, 
**  Which  do  assure  me  that  he  cannot  be  long 
lived. 
**  Ita.  Sweet  Hieronimo  ! 
**  Hier,  I   wonder  how  this  fellow  got  his 
clothes; 
^  Sirrah,  sirrah.  Tit  know  the  truth  of  all ; 
**  Jaques,  run  to  the  duke  of  Castile's  presently, 
"  And  bid  my  son  Horatio  to  come  home, 
**  I  and  his  mother  have  had  strange  dreams  to- 
night; 
"  Do  you  hear  me,  sir  ? 
**  Jag,  Aye,  sir. 

"  Hter.  Well,  sir,  be  gone — Pedro  come  hither; 
"  Know'st  thou  who  this  is  ? 
«  Fed.  Too  well,  sir. 

**  Hier.  Too  well!  who?  who  is  it?  peaqey 
Isabella. 
**  Nay,  blush  not,  man. 
**  Fed,  It  is  my  lord  Horatio. 
**  Hier.  Ha,  ha,  St  James;  but  this  doth  make 
me  laugh, 
**  That  there  are  more  deluded  than  myself. 
**  Fed.  Deluded ! 

"  Hier.   Aye,  I  would  have  sworn  myself, 
within  this  hour, 
^  That  this  had  been  my  son  Horatio, 
**  His  garments  are  so  like ;  ha,  are  they  not  great 
persuasions  ? 
^  Ita.  O,'  would  to  God  it  were  not  so ! 
**  Hier.  Were  not,  Isabella  ?  dost  thou  dream 
it  is? 
"  Can  thy  soft  bosom  entertain  a  thought, 
**  That  such  a  black  deed  of  mischief  should  be 

done 
**  On  one  so  pure  and  spotless  as  our  son  ? 
**  Away,  I  am  ashamed. 

**  Ita.  Dear  Hieronimo, 
'^  Cast  a  more  serious  e^e  upon  thy  grief, 
**  Weak  apprehension  gives  out  weak  belief. 
**  Hier.  It  was  a  man  sure  that  was  hang'd  op 
here, 
**  A  jrouth,  as  I  remember;  I  cut  him  down. 
'*  If  It  should  prove  my  son  now  after  .ill, 
*'  Say  you,  sav  you ;  light,  lend  me  a  taper ; 
**  Let  roe  look  a^ain. 
^  O  god  I  confusion,  mischief,  torment,  death,  and 

hell, 
*<  Drop  all  your  stings  at  once  in  my  cold  bo- 
som, 
'*  That  now  is  stiff  with  horror ;  kill  me  quickly : 
**  Be  gracious  to  me,  thou  infective  night. 
**  And  drop  this  deed  of  murder  down  in  me ; 


"7  That  who  wbUome,  1618.  "*  Here  bath,  1618.  S3.  S3. 

"»  Vile,  1618.  23.  33. 

'^  Mr  Hawkins  sopposes  this  scene  printed  lo  inverted  commas  to  be  foisted  in  by  the  pinycrs,  i^  bcr 
ing  omitted  In  the  second  edition. 
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^  Gird  lo  my  waste  of  grief  with  thy  large  dark- 

nessy 
**  And  let  me  not  sonrive  to  see  the  light, 
'^  May  put  roe  in  the  mind  I  had  a  son. 
**  ha.  O,  sweet  Horatio !  O,  my  dearest  son ! 
^  Hier,  How  strangely  had  I  lost  my  way  to 
grief! 
Sweet  lovely  rose,  ill  plucked  before  thy  time. 
Fair  worthy  son^  not  conquered,  but  betrayed : 
m  kiss  theie  now,  for  wonds  with  tears  are  staid.** 

ha.  And  Til  close  up  the  glasses  of  his  sight, 
For  once  these  eyes  were  '^'  only  my  delight. 
Hier,  Seest  thou  this  handkerchief  besmear'd 
with  blood  ? 
It  shall  not  from  me,  till  I  take  rerenge. 
Seest  thou  these  wouuds,  that  yet  are  bleeding 

fresh? 
m  not  entomb  them  till  I  have  *^^  re?eng'd ; 
Then  will  I  joy  amidst  my  discontent ; 
Till  then,  my  "^  sorrow  never  shall  be  spent. 
Im.  The  heavens  are  just,  murder  cannot  be 
hid: 
Hme  18  the  author  both  of  truth,  and  right. 
And  time  will  bring  this  treachery  tu  light 
Hier.  Mean  while,  good  Isabella,  cease  thy 
plaints, 
Or  at  the  least,  dissemble  them  awhile : 
So  shall  we  sooner  find  the  practice  out, 
And  learn  by  whom  all  this  was  brought  about. 
Come,  Isabella,  now  let's  take  him  up, 

\Th€^  take  him  up. 
And  bear  bim  iu  from  out  this  cursed  place : 


rn  say  his  diige,  sin^g  fits  not  his  case. 
0  aliquit  nufu  quat  pulckrum  ver  educat  herbaSf 
[Hieronimo  sets  his  breast  unto  his  sword. 
Miiceatf  et  nostra  detur  medicina  dolori : 
Aut  ti  qtUfaciunt  annorum  ablivia  tuccos, 
Freheaty  ipse  metum  magnum  qu^cunque  per  or* 


Gramina  iol  puk&ras  ejecit  lucU  in  orof, 
Ip$e  bebam  quicquid  medilatur  saga  veneni, 
Quicquid  et  erarum  vi  coca  nepia  nectit. 
Omnia  perpetiar.  lelhum  quoque  dumsemelomnkf 
Noster  in  extincto  moriatur  peetore  u^ty$  ; 
Ergo  tuot  oculot  nunquam,  mea  vita,  videbo, 
Et  tuaperpetuus  iepelivit  lumina  iomnus, 
Emoriar  tecum  ju*,  sicjuvat  ire  sub  umbras, 
Attamen  adsiitam  properato  cedere  letho, 
Ne  mortem  vindicta  tuam  turn  nulla  Mequaiur. 
[Here  he  throws  it  from  him,  and  bean 
the  body  away. 

*  And.  Brou|^ht*st  thou  me  hither  to  increase 
my  pam? 
I  look'd  that  BalUiezar  should  have  been  slain; 
But  it's  my  friend  Horatio  that  is  slain ; 
And  they  abuse  fair  fielimperia. 
On  whom  I  doted  more  than  all  the  worid. 
Because  she  lov'd  me  more  than  all  world.'' 

*"  Rev.  Thou  talk'st  of  '^  harvest,  when  the 
com  is  green ; 
The  end  is  ***  crown  of  every  work  well  done. 
The  sickle  comes  not  till  the  com  be  ripe. 
Be  still ;  and  ere  I  lead  thee  from  thisjplace> 
ni  shew  thee  Bulthezar  in  heavy  case.*^ 


ACT  in. 


Enter   Viceroy  of  Portingak,  Nobles,  Alex- 

▲NDRO,  VlLLUPPO. 

Ftc  Unfortunate  condition  of  great  kings, 
Seated  |^  amidst  so  many  helpless  doubts ! 
First,  we  are  placed  upon  extremest  height, 
And  oft  supplanted  with  exceeding  hate ; 
But  ever  subject  to  the  wheel  of  chance ; 
And  at  our  highest,  never  joy  we  so, 
As  we  both  doubt  and  dread  our  overthrow. 
So  striveih  not  the  waves  with  sundry  winds. 
As  fortune  toileth  in  tlie  a£lairs  of  kings. 
That  would  be  fear'd,  yet  fear  to  be  ^lov'd 
Sith  fear,  or  love,  to  kings  is  flattery : 
For  instance,  lordlings,  look  upon  your  king, 
Bv  hate  deprived  of  hi»  dearest  son  ; 
The  only  hope  of  our  successive'^^  line. 


Noble.  I  had  not  thought  that  Alexandn/s 
heart 
Had  been  invenpm'd  with  such  extreme  hates 
But  now  I  see,  that  words  have  several  works, 
And  there's  no  credit  in  the  countenance. 

ViL  No;  for,  my  lord,  had  you  beheld  die 
train, 
That  feigned  love  had  colour'd  in  his  looks. 
When  he  in  camp  consorted  Balthezar, 
Far  more  inconstant  had  you  thought  the  sun. 
That  hourly  coasts  the  center  of  the  earth, 
Than  Alexandre's  purpose  to.  the  prince 

Vic.  No  more,  Villuppo,  thou  hast  said  enough, 
And  with  thy  words  thou  sla/st  our  woiumM 

thoughts : 
Nor  shall  I  longer  dally  with  the  world. 
Procrastinating  Alexandro's  death ; 


"*  Chiefly,  1023.  83. 
'**  Revenge,  I  6j3.  83. 
.  »*♦  The  harvest,  1618.23.  33. 
»*«  Among,  1023,33. 


««  Sorrows,  1819. 23  S3, 
"s  GrowDe,l6l8.2S.33. 
"'  Lives,  1618. 23.  33, 
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Go  some  of  joo  and  fetch  the  traitor  forth, 
That,  a8  he  is  coudemoed,  he  may  die. 

Enter  Alexandro,  with  a  Nobleman,  and  Hal- 
hertz, 

Nobk,  In  sach  extremes,  will  nought  but  pa- 
tience senre. 
Akx,  But  in  extremes,  what  patience  shall  I 
use? 
Nor  discontents  it  me  to  leave  the  world. 
With  whom  there  nothing  can -prevail  but  wrong. 
Nobie.  Yet  hope  the  best. 
Alex,  Tb  heaven  is  my  hope ; 
As  for  the  earth,  it  is  too  much  '^*  infect. 
To  yield  me  hope  of  any  of  her  mould. 
Vice.  Why  linger  ye?  bring  forth  that  daring 
fiendf 
And  let  him  die  for  his  accursed  deed. 

Alex,  Not  that  I  fear  the  extremity  of  death, 
(For  nobles  cannot  stoop  to  servile  fear) 
Do  I,  O  king  !  thus  discontented  live. 
But  this,  O  this  torments  my  labooring  soul. 
That  thus  I  die  suspected  of  a  sin. 
Whereof,  as   heavens  have   known  my  secret 

thoughts, 
So  am  I  free  m>m  this  suggestion. 
Vice,  No  more,  I  say ;  to  the  '*^  tortures  with 
him; 
Bind  him,  and  bum  his  body  in  those  flames. 

\T^ey  bind  him  to  the  Stake. 
That  shall  prefigure  those  um^oenched  fires 
Of  Pblegeton,  prepared  for  his  soul. 
Akx.  My  guiltless  death  will  be  avenged  on 
thee. 
On  thee,  Villuppo,  that  hath  maliced  thus ; 
Or '^^ for  thy  meed  hast  falsely  me  accused. 
ViL  Nay,  Alexandre,  if  thou  menace  me, 
ril  lend  a  hand  to  send  thee  to  the  lake, 
Where  thtise    thy  words  shall  perish  with  thy 

works; 
Ipjoiioas  traitor,  monstrous  homicide ! 

Enter  Ambas$ador. 

Amb.  Stay,  bold  a  while;  and  here  (with  par- 
don of 
His  majesty)  lay  hands  upon  Villuppr>. 

Vice.  Embassador,  what  news  h^th  urged  this 
sodden  entrance  ? 

Amb.  Know,  '^' sovereign  (ard,  th^t  Oalthezar 
doth  live, 

Fice.  What  say'st  thQQa  liyeth  Balthezar  our 
son? 


Amb,  Your  highness'  son,  lord  Balthezar,  doth 
live. 
And  well  intreated  in  the  court  of  Spain, 
Humbly  commends  him  to  your  majesty ; 
These  eyes  beheld,  and  these  my  followers, 
With  these  the  letters  of  the  king's  '^^  commends, 
[Givei  him  Letten. 
Are  happy  witness  of  his  highness'  health. 

[The  King  looks  on  the  Letter,  and  proceeds* 
**  Vice.  Thy  son  doth  live,  your  tribute  is  re- 
ceived; 
'^  Thy  peace  is  made,  and  we  are  satisfied ; 
**  The  rest  resolve  upon  as  things  proposed 
^  For  both  our  honours,  and  thv  benefit. 

Amh,  These  are  his  highness  farther  articles. 
\Givei  him  more  Letters. 
Vice.  Accursed  wretch,  to  intimate  these  ills 
Against  the  life  and  reputation 
Of  noble  Alexandre !  Come,  my  lord,  unbind  him| 
Let  him  unbind  thee,  that  is  biound  to  death. 
To  make  a  quital  for  thy  discontent. 

[They  unbind  him. 
Alex.  Dread  lord,  in  kindness  yoM  could  do  no 
less, 
Upon  report  of  such  a  damned  ^M>t ; 
But,  thus  we  see  our  innocence  hath  saved 
The  hopeless  life  which  thou,  Villuppo,  sought 
By  thy  suggestions  to  hav«  massacred. 

Vice.  Say,  false  Villuppo,  wherefore  didst  thou 
thus        * 
Falsely  betray  lord  Alexandro's  life  ? 
Him,  whom  thou  knowest  that  no  unkindness 

el^ 
But  even  the  slaughter  of  our  dearest  son. 
Could  '^^  once  have  moved  us  tq  have  miscon- 
ceived. 
Al^x,  Say,  treacherous  Villuppo,  tell  the  king ; 
Or  wherein  hath  Alexandre  used  thee  ill  ? 

Vil.  Rent  with  remembrance  of  so  foul  a  deed, 
My  '^^  guilty  soul  submits  me  to  thy  doom ; 
For,  not  for  Alei^andr^'s  injuries 
But  for  reward,  and  hope  to  be  preferr*d 
Thus  have  I  shamelessly  hazarded  his  life. 
Vice.  Which,  villain,  shall  be  ransomed  with 
thy  dei^th. 
And  not  so  mean  a  torment  as  we  here 
Devised  for  him,  who  thou  saidst  slew  our  son ; 
But  with  the  bitter*st  torments  and  extremes, 
That  may  be  yet  invented  for  thine  end. 

[Alexamdro  seems  to  entreat, 
Intreat  me  not,--go  take  the  traitor  hence. — 

[Exit  Vi^LVBpo, 


VOL,  I. 


"»  Infected,  1618,^,33. 

'^9  Tortvrea  mheii  —The  alteration  here  adopted  was 

•30  Of,  1618.2^.213. 

■'■  Know  sovereign  I  that—  Ifil8 

Ko'tw  my  sovendgne  that — 1623.  33. 
'3*  Commend,  1618.  23.  33. 
■33  Could  never  once  moved— 1^3* 
>H  GnlHIul,  1618.23.33. 
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Andf  Alexatidro,  let  ub  booomr  tliee 

With  public  notice  of  thy  loyalty. 

To  end.  those  tbiug*  '^^  aiticulared  here 

By  our  great  lord,  the  mighty  king  of  S^muo, 

We  with  our  counsel  will  deliberate : 

Come,  Alexandro,  keep  ut  company.     [  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  Oh  eyes !  no  eyes,  but  foantains  fVaugbt 

with  tears; 
Oh  life  !  no  life,  but  lively  form  of  death : 
Oh  world !  no  world,  but  mass  of  public  wrongs. 
Confused  and  fill'd  with  murder  and  misdeeds. 
Oh,  sacred  beav*ns !  if  this  unballowed  deed, 
If  this  inhuman  and  barbarous  attempt; 
If  this  incomparable  murder  thus 
Of  mine,  but  now  no  more  my  son. 
Shall  unreveal*d,  and  onrevenged  pass ; 
How  should  we  term  your  dealings  to  be  jusC, 
If  you  unjustly  deal  with  those  that  in  your  ju»> 

tice  trust? 
.The  night,  sad  secretary  to  my  moans, 
With  dtrefal  visions  wakes  my  vexed  soul. 
And  with  the  wounds  of  my  distressful  son 
Solicits  me  for  notice  of  hie  death. 
The  ugly  fiends  do  sally  forth  of  bell, 
And  frame  my  steps  to  nnfrequented  paths, 
'^^  And   fear  my  heart   with  lietoe   inflamed 

thoughts. 
The  cloudy  day  my  '^^  discon&nts  records, 
Early  begins  to  register  my  dreams, 
And  drives  nae  forth  to  seek  tlie  murderer. 
Byes,  life,  world,  heav'ns,  hell,  night,  and  da;|r. 
See,  seatch,  shew,  send  some  man. 
Some  mean  that  tnAy —  [A  Letter  fitUetk. 

What's  here,  a  letter  ?  tush,  it  is  not  so :   , 
A  leuer  written  to  Hieronimo  ?  [Red  ink. 


For  w&nt  efink^  receive  thk  bhodj^  wrk  ; 
Me  AoM  11^  Aap/bt  hreiher  hidfrem  t%ee; 
Hevenge  thyuff'im  Baltkezar  and  kim : 
For  tM$e  were  tk^  that  murdered  tky  joa. 
Hieronimo,  revenge  fioratio^i  deatkj 
AndbHterfar  tkan  BeHmperim  dotL 
What  means  this  unexpected  mtrade  ? 
My  son  alam  by  Lorenco,  and  tbe  priooe  f 
What  cause  had  they  Horatio  to  maligB  \ 
Or  what  nnKht  move  thee,  Belimperia, 
To  accuse  tby  brother  had  be  been  the  mean? 
Hieronimo,  beware,  thou  art  betra/d, 
And  to  intrap  tby  life,  this  train  b  hud  : 
Adi-ise  thee  therefore,  be  not  cre^ntoiifl; 
This  is  devised  to  endanger  thee, 
That  thuo,  by  this,  Lorento  shooldst  accnte : 
And  he,  for  the  dishonour  done,  shoakl  draw 
Thy  life  in  question,  and  thv  name  in  hate. 
Doir  was  the  life  of  my  beloved  son. 
And  of  his  death  behoves  me  be  re\'enged : 
Then  hazard  not  thine  own,  Hieronimo; 
But  live  to  efiect  thy  resolution. 
I  therefore  will  by  circumstances  try. 
What  I  can  gather  to  confirm  this  writ ; 
And  '3*  heark'ning  near  the  duke  of  Casttle*^ 

house, 
Close,  if  I  can,  with  Beliinperia, 
To  listen  more ;  but  nothing  to  '^*  bewrmy. 

Enter  Pedriiigaiyo* 

Him  Now,  Pedringano ! 

Fed.  Now,  Hieronimo ! 

Hier.  Where's  thy  lady? 

Fed.  I  know  not :  here's  my  lord. 

Enter  Loeenzo. 
L&r.  How  now,  who's  this,  Hieronimo  ? 


>3'  ifrficttbr/ed—l.  e.  eihtbitfd  hi  articles.  See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  Firrt  Fart  oiffmnf  iF.  A* 
'  *'^  Jndfimrmjf  heart  witkHerte  it^fmnsd  thoughts.    The  verb /ear  is  often  used  by  oar  ancient  writeif 


in  the  sense  of /r igAtea, 
^'lOitt?  hit  Fallf  A.  4 : 


» afraid :    As  hi  Every  Man  in  hit  Hummr^  A.  S.  8. 1  : 
-(he  shall  not  go)  I  but/eor  the  knave." 


**  His  tabtllly  bath  chose  this  doubling  line, 
**  To  bold  bim  even  ia :  not  so  to  fear  him,' 
**  As  wholly  put  him  out,  and  yet  give  cbecl( 
«  Unto  his  (artber  boldacw.**— 


A  Fair  ^uarreU  A*  8*  8. 1 : 

**  Could  hot  my  soole  resolve  my  cause  were  just, 

«*  £artb*8  mountalne,  nor  sea^s  surge,  should  tilde  bhn  ffom  tnee« 

«*  E'm  to  hell's  threshold  would  1  follow  bim, 

«  And  see  the  slanderer  in  before  1  left  bim, 

•*  Bat  as  it  b  it  ferret  me." 

FMphuet  and  hit  England,  p.  193 :  '<— nor  the  threatnings  of  khigs  (which  are  perillons  to  a  pri 
'*  nor  the  pcrswasions  of  Papists  (which  are  bonny  to  the  mouth)  could  either /ear  Air,  or  allure  bir,  Ac' 

The  Curtain-  Dratcer  of  the  World,  16|«,  p.  41 ;  "—if  be  shall /ear«  us  out  of  oar  wits  witb  stnM^e 
«*  words,  &c."  ^  >r  j  — e 

»37  Discontent,  1618, 23  SS.  '38  Hearken,  1618,  «3.  33. 

»39  Beteray--^bewray,  which  at  present  has  only  a  duty  meanlDg,  anciently  signified  <o  beirmf^to  dfscevar. 

Mr  Stccvens'sWote  on  KcH^  Lear,  A  8.  S.«.  ^  •*»  J    »  •v> 
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Mkr.  My  lord. 

JW.  He  askedi  for  wj  Uiy  BelimperuL 
Lor.  What  to  do,  Hierooimo?  the  duke  my 
father  hath 
UpoD  Bome  disgrace  a  while  removed  her  hence : 
Bmt  if  be  aught  I  may  inform  her  of. 
Tell  me,  Hierommo,  and  Tli  let  her  know  it 
£ier.  Nay,  nay»  my  lord^  I  thank  you,  it  shall 
not  need, 
I  bfld  A  suit  unto  hier,  but  too  late. 
And  her  <H«gnu3e  makes  me  nnfortmiate* 
Lor,  '^  Why  so,  Hieronimo  f  use  me. 
**  Hier,  Who  you,  my  lord  ? 
**  I  reserve  your  favour  for  a  greater  hononr. 
**  This  is  a  veiy  toT,  my  lord,  a  toy. 
**  Lor.  AU*s  one,  Hieronimo,  acquaint  me  with  it . 
^  HUr.  rfaith,  my  lord,  'tis  an  idle  thing,  I 
mnstoonf^ 
**  I  ha'  been  too  slack,  too  tardy,  too  remiss  unto 
ypur  honour. 
**  Lor.  How  now,  Hieronimo  } 
^  Hier.  In  troth,  my  lord,  it  is  a  thing  of  no- 
thing; 
^  Hie  murder  of  a  sod,  or  so  : 
^  A  thins  of  nnthiag,  my  lord.** 
Lor.  Why,  then  farewell. 
Hier.  My  grief  no  heart,  my  thoughts  no  tont^ue 
can  telL  [Exit. 

Lor.  Come  hither,  Pedrtngano;  see'st  thou 

tiiisf 

Ped.  My  lord,  I  see  it,  and  suspect  it  too. 

Lor.  This  is  that  damn'd  villain,  Serberine, 
Tbmt  hath,  I  fear,  reveal'd  Horatio's  death. 

Ped.  My  lord,  he  could  n<it,  'twas  so  lately  done ; ' 
And  since,  he  hath  not  left  my  company. 

Lor,  Admit  he  have  not,  hts  condition's  such, 
As  fear  or  flattering  words  may  make  him  false. 
I  know  his  humour,  and  therewith  repent 
That  e'er  I  used  him  in  this  enter|>ri9e. 
But,  Pedringano,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
And  'cause  I  know  tnec  secret  as  my  soul, 
Here>  for  thy  farther  satisfaction,  take  '^  thou  this, 
[Gives  him  more  Gold. 
And  hearken  to  me ;  '^  thus  it  is  devised. 
This  night  thou  must,  (and  pr'ytlieeso  resolve) 
Meet  Serberine  at  St  Lingis  park : 
Thou  kuow'st  'cis  here  hard  by  behind  the  house; 
There  take  thy  stand,  and  see  thou  strike  him 

sure; 
Tot  die  he  must,  if  we  do  mean  to  live. 

Ped.  But  how  shall  Serberine  be  there,  my  lord? 

Lor.  Lett  me  alone,  I'll  9end  to  him  to  meet 
The  Prince  and  me,  where  thou  must  do  t\a$  deed. 

Ped.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord,  it  shall  be  done ; 


AndTll  go  arm  myself  to  meet  him  there. 
Lor.  When  things  shall  alter,  as  I  hope  they 

will, 
Then  shalt  thou  mount  for  this :  thou  know'st  my 

mind. 
Ghe  lejeron  !  [Exit  PsDRrNOANO . 

£it<er  Page. 

Page.  My  lord  ! 

Lor.  Go,  sirrah,  to  Serberine,  and  bid  him 
forthwith 
Meet  the  prince  and  me  at  St  Ungis'  park. 
Behind  the  house,  this  evenings  boy. 

Page.  I  go,  my  lord.. 

Lor.  But,  sirrah,  let  the  hour  be  eight  a  clock : 
Bid  him  not  fail. 

Pag^.  I  fly,  ray  lord.  [Exit, 

Lor.  Now  to  confirm  the  complot  thou  hast 
cast. 
Of  all  these  practices,  I'll  spread  the  watch. 
Upon  precise  commandment  from  the  king, 
Strongly  to  euard  the  place  i%'here  PedringanO 
This  night  eSiall  murder  hapless  Serberine. 
Thus  must  we  work,  thait  will  avoid  distrust, 
Thus  must  we  practise  to  prevent  mishap  i 
And  thus  one  ill  another  roust  expulse. 
This  sly  inquiry  of  Hieronimo 
For  Beliroperia  breeds  suspicion. 
And  this  suspicion  bodes  a  farther  ill. 
As  for  myself,  I  know  my  secret  fault, 
And  so  do  they ;  bat  I  have  dealt  fur  them : 
They  that  for  coin  their  souls  endangered, 
To  save  my  life,  for  coin  shall  venture  theirs ; 
And  better  'tis  that  base  companions  die. 
Than  by  their  life  to  hazard  our  good  haps ; 
Nor  shall  they  live,  for  me  to  fear  their  faith : 
I'll  trust  myself,  myself  shall  be  my  friend : 
For  die  they  shall ;  slaves  are  ordain'd  '^^  to  nO 
other  end.  [Exit, 

Enter  Pedringavo  with  a  Pistol, 

Ped,  Now,  Pedringano,  bid  thy  pistol  hold ; 
And  hold  on,  fortune,  once  more  favour  m6. 
Give  but  success  to  mine  attempting  spirit, 
And  let  me  shift  for  taking  of  mine  aim. 
Here  is  the  gold,  tliis  is  the  gold  proposed, 
It  is  no  dream  that  I  adventure  for, 
But  Pedringano  is  possest  thereof; 
And  he  that  would  not  strain  his  conscience 
For  him,  that  thus  his  liberal  purse  had  stretcht. 
Unworthy  such  a  favour  may  he  fail ; 
And  wishing,  want,  when  such  as  1  prevail : 
As  for  the  fear  of  apprehension, 
I  know,  if  need  sliould  be,  my  noble  lord 


*^  Why  Mi,  &c.—- Thb  scene  likewise  is  rejected  by  Mr  Hawkins*    Instead  of  it,  Hieronimo  says  i 


»♦«  Thee,  10%.  53. 
•♦'  tor,  1018.83  33. 


^*  O,  no  my  lord  ;  I  dare  not,  it  mu&t  not  be  : 
'*  1  humbly  thank  your  lordship." 

t4»  ^Thu:*  it  is  disguisM,  1618.  «8.  33. 
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Will  stand  between  me  and  enfoing  barms :  . 
Besides,  this  place  is  free  from  all  '^  suspect 
Here  therefore  will  I  stay,  and  take  my  stand. 

Enter  the  Waick. 

1  Watch,  I  wonder  much  to  what  intent  it  is^ 
That  we  are  thus  expreMsly  charfced  to  watch. 
t  Watch,  Tis  by  commandment  in  the  king's 

own  name. 
8  Watch.  But  we  were  never  wont  to  '♦^  watch 
and  '^  ward 
So  near  the  duke  his  '^^  brother's  house  befnre. 
S  Watch.  Content  yourself,  stand  close^  there's 
somewhat  in't. 

Enter  Serbebtke. 

Ser.  Here,  Se rberine,  attend  and  stay  thy  pace, 
For  herr  did  Don  Lorenzo's  page  appoint. 
That  thou  by  his  command  should  st  meet  with 

him: 
How  Ht  a  place,  if  one  were  so  disposed  ! 
Methinks  this  corner  is  too  close  with  one. 
Fed,  Here  comes  the  bird  that  I  must  team 
upon; 
Now,  Pednngano,  or  never,  pla]f  the  man. 

Ser,  I  wonder  that  his  lordship  stays  so  long. 
Or  wherefore  should  he  send  for  me  so  late? 
Fed,  For  this,  Serberine,  and  thou  shalt  ha't. 
[Shoots  the  Dflg.'« 
So,  there  he  lies;  my  promise  is  perform'd. 

ITie  Watch, 

1  Watch,  Hark,  gentlemen,  this  is  a  pistol  shot 
t  Watch,  And  lire's  one  slain ;  stay  the  mur^ 

derer. 
Fed,  Now  by  the  sorrows  of  the  souls  in  bell, 
[He  strives  with  the  Watch, 


Who  first  lays  hold  on  me,  1*11  be  bis  priest 

3  Watch,  Sirrah,  oonfesi^  and  therein  p&ay  die 
priest ; 
Why  hast  thou  thus  nnkindiv  kill'd  the  man  f 

Fed.  Why?  because  be  w'alk'd  abroad  to  bte. 

9  ITo/cA.  Come,  Sir,  von  had  better  kept  yoar  bed, 
Than  have  committed  this  misdeed  so  late. 

S  Watch,  Come,  to  the  marshal's  '^  with  tbe 
murderer. 

1  Watch.  On  to  Uieronimo's :  ''^  help  me  here 
To  bring  the  murderM  body  with  us  too. 

Fed,  Hierooimo's  ?  carry  me  before  whom  yon 
will. 
Whatever  he  be,  Fll  answer  him  and  von. 
And  do  your  worst,  for  1  defy  you  all.    [Egemit, 

Enter  Lorenzo,  and  Baithezar. 

BaL  How  now,  my  k>rd,  what  makes  yoa  rise 
so  soon? 

Lor.  Fear  of  preventing  oar  mishaps  too  late. 

BaL  What  mischief  is  it  that  we  not  nuatrust  ? 

Xor.  Our  greatest  ills  we  least  mistrust,  my  lord, 
And  unexpected  harms  do  hurt  us  moat 

BaL  Why,  tell  me,  Don  Lorenzo,  tell  me,  man, 
If  aught  concerns  our  honour,  and  your  own  ? 

Lor,  '''  Nor  you,  nor  me^  my  lord,  bat  both  b 
one: 
For  I  suspect,  and  the  presumption's  great, 
That  by  toose  base  confederates  in  our  falll^ 
Touching  the  death  of  Don  Horatio, 
We  are  betray'd  to  old  Hieronimo. 

BaL  Betray'd,  Lorenzo  ?  tush  !  it  cannot  be. 

Lor,  A  guilty  conscience,  ui^ged  with  tbe  thooglit 
Of  former  evils,  easily  cannot  err : 
I  am  persuaded,  and  dissuade  me  noC^ 
That  all's  revealed  to  Hieronimo, 
And  therefore  know,  that  I  have  cast  it.  thus. 


»*♦  Siimrl— Sospicion 

^^^•^fratch  andward-'Theae  are  terms  used  In  several  modem  acts  of  parliament,  fSor  that  compositifla 
which  it  paid  lo  the  (  ity  of  Londoo  to  excuse  the  attendance  which  formerly  every  booieholiler  wat 
obliged  to  give  id  person  to  watch  in  bis  respective  ward.  See  Stew's  Survrtf,  Vol.  II.  p.  593.'  Strype^i 
Kdition  17>0. 

»^  Nor,  1618  «3  S3.  '♦'  Bro<Ae*-'# omitted,  1618.  23.  33. 

Dif "p-lbe  ancient  nalne  for  a  pistol.    So,  in  Jrden  of  Fotenham : 

"  Or  dare  abide  tbe  noise  the  dagge  witl  make.** 
Again, 

**  I'll  leave  yen  and  at  your  dag^s  discbarge.** 
Again, 

"  My  dagge  was  leavelled  at  bisbartr 

Jack  Dram's  BUertainmentf  1610,  A.  5 : 

"  With  I  tiir,  yes  Sir,  and  so  Sir,  at  each  word, 
*'  Whilst  he  would  shew  rae  how  to  hold  the  dageef 
**  To  draw  the  cock,  to  chaise  and  set  the  flint?' 

Roger  Aschan*8  Works^  4to.  hy  Bennel,  p.  «l :  «•  The  Prince  yet  always  barebynMelfe  so  wisely,  that 
*'  he  cookl  not  without  some  stnrre  be  thrust  downe  openly :  and  ridyng  on  his  journey,  be  was  eoce  shot 
**  with  a  dagge  secretly. 

'^  MarSall,IAi8.23«3S. 

'5*  Not,  1618. 83. 33. 


'S^  Hieronimo,  1618.  S3.  33* 
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Enter  Pagt. 

fiat  hereof  the  Pmm— How  now,  what  newt  with 
thee? 

Page.  My  lord»  Serberine  is  skua. 

JBoI  Who»  Serberine  my  maa  ? 

Page,  Yoor  highoew*  mwoy  my  lord. 

Lor.  Speaky  Pa^  who  murdered  him  ? 

Page.  He  that  is  apprehended  for  the  fact 

Lor,  Who? 

Page,  Pedriagano. 

BaL  ''*  Is  Serberine  slmn,  tha>  loTed  bis  lord 
so  well? 
Injoriooe  villain !  murderer  of  his  friend ! 

Lor,  tlath  Pedringano  murdered  Serberine  ? 
My  lord,  let  roe  intreat  you  to  take  the  pains 
Tu  exasperate  and  hasten  his  revenge ; 
With  Tonr  complaints  unto  my  lord  the  king» 
This  their  dissension  breeds  a  greater  doubt. 

BaL  Assure  thee,  Don  Lorenzo,  he  shall  die, 
Or  else  his  highness  hardly  shall  deny. 
Meanwhile  I  haste  the  marshal  sessions : 
For  die  he  shall  for  this  his  damned  deed. 

[Eint  Balthesar. 

Lor,  Why  so,  this  fits  our  former  pohc?. 
And  thus  experience  bids  the  wise  to  deal : 
I  lay  the  plot,  he  prodecutes  the  point : 
I  Mt  the  trap,  he  breaks  the  worthless  twigs. 
And  sees  not  that  wherewith  the  bird  was  '^^ 

liqi'd. 
Thus  hopeful  men,  that  mean  to  hold  their  own, 
Must  look  like  fowlers  to  their  dearest  friends; 
He  runs  to  kill,  whom  I  have  '^^  holp  to  catch. 
And  no  man  knows  it  was  my  reaching  fetch, 
^  hard  to  trust  unto  a  multitude. 
Or  any  one  in  mine  opinion. 
When  men  themselves  their  secrets  will  reveal. 

Enter  a  Mettenger  zcith  a  Letter, 

Lor.  Boy. 

Page,  My  lord. 

Lor,  Whafshe? 

Mes,  I  have  a  letter  to  your  lordship. 

Lor,  From  whence  ? 

Jfes.  From  Pedringano,  that's  impri^n*d, 

Lor,  So,  he  is  ''^  in  prison  then  ? 

Jliet.  Aye,  my  good  lord. 

Lor.  What  wotSd  be  with  us  ? 


He  writes  us  here.  To  $tand,  good  LorenM^  and 

help  him  in  di$tresi^  &c. 
Tel)  him,  I  have  his  letters,  know  his  Qoind ; 
And  what  we  may,  kt  him  assure  him  of. 
Fellow  be  gone,  my  boy  shall  follow  thee. 

[Exit  Meticngeri 
This  works  like  wax ;  yet  once  m<>r|p  try  thy  wits. 
Boy,  go,  convey  this  purse  to  Pedringano, 
Thou  know'st  the  prison,  cluseW  give  \\  him^ 
And  be  advised  that  none  be  there  about : 
Bid  him  be  merry  still,  but  seciet ; 
And  though  the  marshall  '^^  ^esfsiuns  be  Ip-day^ 
Bid  him  not  doubt  of  his  delivery; 
Tell  him,  his  pardon  is  already  signM  : 
And  thereon  bid  him  boldly  be  reiiolv'd ; 
For  were  he  ready  to  be  turned  oS, 
(As  'tis  my  will  toe  uttermost  be  tried) 
Thou  with  his  pardon  shalt  attend  him.  still : 
Shew  him  this  box,  tell  him  his  pardon's  in*t : 
Butopen't  not,  and  if  thou  lov'st  thy  life : 
But  let  him  wisely  keep  his  hopes  unknown. 
He  yhall  not  want  while  Don  Lorenzo  in  es :  away. 
Page,  I  go^  my  lord,  I  run.  [Exit  Page, 

Lor,  Bur,  sirrah,  see  that  this  be  cleanly  .done. 
Now  stands  our  fortune  on  a  '^^  tickle  point, 
And  pow  or  never  end  Lorenzo's  doubts ; 
One  only  thing  is  uneflfected  yet. 
And  that's  to  see  the  eiecationer. 
Out  to  what  end  ?  '^^  I  list  not  trust  the  air 
With  utterance  of  our  pretence  therein ; 
For  fear  the  privy  whispering  of  the  wind 
Convey  our  wordls  amongst  unfriendly  ear% 
That  lie  too  open  to  advantages. 

Et  quel  che  vogliot  to  nestun  lo  sa, 
Intendo  io  quel  mi  ba$tara,  [Exit, 

Enter  Boy  with  the  Box. 

Boy,  My  master  hath  forbidden  me  to  look  in 
this  box;  and  by  my  '''  troth  'tis  likely,  if  he  had 
not  warned  me,  I  should  not  have  had  so  much 
idle  time :  for  we  '^  menskind  in  our  minority 
are  like  women  io  their  uncertainty ;  that  they 
are  most  forbidden,  they  will  soonest  auempt : 
so  I  now.— By  my  '^'  bare  honesty,  liere's  nothing 
but  the  bare  empty  box :  were  it  not  sin  against 
secrecy,  I  would  say  it  were  a  piece  of  gentle- 
man-like knavery.  I  must  go  to  Pedringano,  and 
tell  him  his  pardon  is  in  this  box;  nay,  I  would 


>'*  I,  Serberine,  1618.  «S.  35. 
'^s  Lim'd,'^  i.  e.  tnared,  or  eniangUd^  as  a  bird  with  bird-lime.  So,  in  Much  ado  about  Nethtng,  A.  5.  S.  U 

*'  She*s  Um'df  1  warrant  you ;  we  have  caught  her,  madam.** 

Arden  cfFeoenkam : 

**  —  once  more 

*«  Lime  well  your  twigs,  to  catch  tbb  wary  bird." 

"♦  Hope,  l«2».  3S.  '»  Imprbon'd,  1618.  V8.  S3.  "«  Manbalb,  1618.  «3. 3$. 

*57  TicA/e— Sec  Mr  8teevem*s  ^ole  on  the  Second  Part  ot  Henry  VI.  A.  I.  8.  I. 
«»  I  omitted,  1618.  83.  33.  "»  Honesty,  1618.  83.  33. 

'<o  Men-kind,  1618. 83. 33.  »•'  Credit,  l6l8.  8J.  33, 
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kvfe  sworn  itf  had  I  not  seen  the  contrary.  1 
cannot  chuse  but  sratle,  to  ^tnk  how  the  villain 
will  flout  the  galtowfl^  scorn  the  andienoe,  dnd 
descant  on  the  hangman ;  and  all  presuming  of 
his  pardon  from  hence.  Wil't  not  hean  odd  jest, 
for  me  So  stand  and  grace  every  jest  he  makes, 
pointing  mj  finger  at  this  box,  as  who  '^  would 
say,  mock  onv  here's  thy  warrant?  Is*t  not  a 
acurvy  jest,  that  a  man  should  jest  himself  to 
death  ?  Alas !  poor  Pedringano,  I  am  in  a  sort 
sorry  for  thee ;  but,  if  I  should  be  han^d  with 
thoe,  I  oaniiol  '^^  weep. 

Enter  Hibboniho  and  ike  Deputy. 

JERer*  Thus  must  we  toil  in  other  men's  ex- 
tremes, 
That  know  not  how  to  remedy  our  own ; 
And  do  them  justice,  when  unjustly  we, 
For  all  our  wrongs,  can  compass  no  redress. 
But  shall  1  never  live  to  see  the  day, 
That  I  may  come,  by  justice  of  the  heavens. 
To  know  the  cause,  that  may  my  cares  allay  ? 
This  toils  my  body,  this  consumeth  age, 
That  only  I  to  all  men  just  must  be. 
And  neioier  gods  nor  men  be  just  to  me. 

Dep,  Worthy  Hierooimo,  your  office  asks 
A  care  to  punish  such  as  do  transgress. 

Hier,  So  is't  my  duty  to  regard  his  death, 
Who  when  he  lived,  deserved  my  dearest  blood. 
But  come,  foi*  that  we  came  for :  let's  begin. 
For  here  lies  that,  which  bids  me  to  be  gone. 

Enter  Offieerty  Boy,  and  Pedbinoano  with  a 
Letter  in  hit  hatut^  bound* 

Dep,  Bring  forth  the  prisoner,  for  the  court  is 
set 

Fed,  Graroercy  boy :  but  it  was  time  to  come; 
For  I  had  written  to  my  lord  anew, 
A  nearer  matter  that  concerneth  him, 
For  fear  his  lordship  had  forgotten  me : 
But  sith  he  hath  remembered  me  so  well, — 
Come,  come,  curoe  on,  when  shall  we  to  thus  gear  ? 

Hier.  Sund  forth,  thou  monster,  murderer  of 
men, 
And  here  for  satisfaction  of  the  world. 
Confess  thy  folly,  and  repent  thy  fault; 
For  there's  ihy  '^  place  of  execution. 

Fed,  Thb  it  short  work :  well,  to  your  mar-- 
slialsbip. 
First,  1  confess,  nor  fear  I  death  therefore, 
I  am  the  man,  'twas  I  slew  Serbcrine. 
But,  sir,  then  you  think  this  shall  be  the  place. 
Where  we  shall  satisfy  you  for  this  gearr 

D^,  Aye,  Pedringano. 

Fed.  Now  '<*^  I  think  not  so. 


Hier.  Peace,  impudent;  for  thou  shalt  find 
it  so: 
For  Wood  with  blood,  aiiall  (while  i  sife  aa  jnd^e) 
Be  satisfied,  and  the  law  disdiaiged. 
And  though  myself  camiot  receive  the  likc^ 
Yet  will  I  see  that  others  have  ih«r  right. 
Dispatch,  ^e  fault's  approved,  and  comest; 
And  by  our  law,  he  is  condemn'd  to  die. 

Enter  Hangman, 

Hang,  Come  on,  sir,  are  you  ready  f 

Fed.  To  do'what  ?  my  fine  officious  knave. 

Hang.  To  go  to  this  gear. 

Fed,  O,  sir,  you  are  too  forward ;  tSboa  wcnddst 
fain  furnish  me  with  a  halter,  to  disfiimish  me  of 
my  habit : 

So  I  should  go  out  of  diis  gear  my  raiinent,  in- 
to that  gear  the  rope  : 

But,  hangman,  now  I  apy  your  knavery;*  IH 
not  change  without  boot,  tbafs  flat. 

Hang,  Come,  sir. 

Fed.  So  then,  I  must  up  } 

Hang.  No  remedy. 

Fed,  Yes,  but  there  shall  be  for  '^  my  coin- 
ing down. 

Hang,  Indeed  here's  a  remedy  for  that. 

Fed.  How  ?  to  be  tum'd  ofl*? 

Hang.  Aye,  truly.    Come,  are  yon  ready? 
I  pray  you,  sir,  dispatch,  the  day  goes  away. 

Fed.  What,  do  vou  hang  by  the  boar  ?  if  yon  do^ 
I  may  chance  to  break  your  old  custom. 

Hang,  Faith  you  have  '^  reason,  fori  am  like 
to  hnik  your  young  neck. 

Fed.  Doest  thou  mock  me,  hangman?  pray 
God  I  be  not  preserved  to  break  your  knave's 
pate  for  this. 

Hang.  Alas!  sir,  you  are  a  foot  too  low  to 
reach  it;  and  I  hopeyou  will  never  grow  so  hig^ 
while  I  am  in  the  omce. 

Fed,  Sirrah,  dost  see  yonder  boy  with  the  box 
in  his  hand  ? 

Hang.  What,  he  that  points  to  it  with  his  fin- 
ger? 

Fed.  Aye,  that  companion. 

Hang.  1  know  him  not,  but  what  of  him  ? 

Fed.  Dost  thou  think  to  live  till  his  old  dou- 
blet will  make  thee  a  new  truss? 

Hang.  Aye,  and  many  a  foir  year  after,  16 
truss  up  many  an  honester  man,  than  dther  thou, 
or  he. 

Fed.  What  hath  he  in  his  box,  as  thou  tbiokest  f 

Hang,   Faith,  I   cannot  tell,  nor  I  care  noc 
greatly; 
Methinks,  you  should  rather  hearken  to  your  aooTa 
health. 


'«*  8houM,1A18.9^.53. 

■^  The,  1618.^.3.}. 

*•«  Mif  omitted,  1618.  2S.  33. 
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P62.  Why,  tirrab  lMm|maii,  I  take  k,  tint  what 
is  good  for  the  body,  is  likewise  nod  for  the  mqI  : 
and  it  may  be,  in  that  box  is  Mm  for  both. 

Hang.  Well,  thou  art  even  the  nwrriest  piece 
of  moBs-flesh  that  ever  groan'd  at  my  ofice-door. 

Fid,  Is  yuor  roguery  become  an  office  with  a 
knave's  aaoM  ? 

Hang,  Aye,  and  that  shaU  ay  tbeywitaess  that 
leeyou  seal  it  with  a  thiefs  name. 

fed,  I  pr'ythee  request  this  good  company  to 
pray  '^^  with  me. 

Hang,  Aye,  marry  sir,  thb  is  a  good  motion— 
My  masters,  yoo  8ee*here*s  a  good  follow. 

PcdL  Nay,  nay,  now  I  rememberme,  let  them 
alone  till  sone  other  time ;  for  now  I  have  no 
Creatneed. 

Hier,  I  have  not  seen  a  wretch  so  impudent 
0  monstrous  times !  where  murder's  set  sb  light, 
And  where  the  eoul,  that  ehoukl  be  ehmed  in 

heaven. 
Solely  delights  in  interdicted  things. 
Still  wandering  in  the  thorny  passages, 
That  intercepu  itself  of  happmess. 
Murder,  O  bloody  monster!  God  forbid 
A  faalt  so  foul  should  'scape  unpnaisked. 
Dispatch,  and  see  this  '^  execuuon  done  t 
This  makes  me  to  remember  thee,  my  son. 

[Exit  Hi£&oNiico. 

Fed,  Nav,  soft,  no  haste. 

Dep.  Why,  wherefore  stay  you?  Have  you 
hope  of  life? 

Fed,  Why,  aye. 

Hang,  As  how  ? 

PedL  Why,  rascal!  by  my  pardon  from  tiie 
king. 

Hang,  Stand  ;|rou  on  that?  then  you  shall  off 
with  this.  [He  turns  him  off, 

Bep,  So,  executioner— Convey  him  hence; 
But  let  his  body  be  unburied ; 
1^  not  the  eanh  be  choked  or  infect 
With  that  which  heaven  condemns^  and  men  ne- 
glect [£jfiij|^. 

Enter  Hieronimo. 

Hier.  Where  shall  I  run,  to  breathe  abroad 
my  woes. 
My  woes,  whose  weight  hath  wearied  the  earth  ? 
Or  mine  exclaims,  tiMt  have  surcharged  the  air 
With  ceaseless  plaints  for  my  deceased  son  ?' 
The  blustering  winds,  conspiring  with  my  words^ 
At  my  lament,  have  moved  the  leafless  trees^ 
Dbrobed  the  meadows  of  their  flower'd  green. 
Made  mountains  marsh  with  '^  spring-tides  of 

'  my  tears. 
And  broken  throoich  the  brazen  gates  of  bell. 
Yet  still  tormented  is  my  tortured  souf 


With  broken  sifjhs  and  restless  fNttskms, 
That  winged  moant,  and,  hovering  in  the  air^ 
Beat  ''^  at  the  windows  of  the  br^test  heavens. 
Soliciting  for  justice  and  revenge; 
But  they  are  placed  in  Ihose  imperial  heights. 
Where,  countermur^d  with  walls  of  diamond, 
I  find  the  place  impregnable,  and  they 
Resist  my  woes,  and  ^ve  my  words  no  way. 

Enter  Hangman  with  a  Letter, 

Hang.  O  lord,  sir,  God  bless  you,  sir ;  the  man, 
sir,  Petergid,  sir,  he  that  was  so  full  of  merry 
conceits — 

Hier.  Well,  what  of  him? 

Hang,  O,  lord,  sir,  he  went  the  wrong  way — 
tlie  follow  had  a  fair  commission  to  the  contrary. 
Sir,  here  is  his  passport— I  pray  yoo,  sir,  we  have 
done  him  wrong. 

Hier.  I  warrant  thee,  give  it  me. 

Hang.  You  will  stand  between  the  gallows  and 
me? 

Mier.  Aye,  aye. 

Hang.  I  thank  your  lord  wDraAiip. 

[Exit  Uangtnan, 

Hier.  And  yet,  though  somewhat  nearer  mi 
concerns, 
I  will,  to  ease  the  grief  that  I  sostam, 
Take  truce  with  sorrow  while  I  read  on  this. 

Mv  hrdj  i  write  as  wf  extremes  requirtf 

That  you  would  labour  my  delivery  ; 

If  you  neglect  f  imf  Hfeis  desperate  ; 

And  in  my  deaths  I  shall  reveal  the  truth. 

You  knoWf  my  lordy  I  slew  him  for  your  sakCf 

And  was  confederate  with  the  prince  and  you  ; 

Won  by  rewards  and  hope^l  promises^ 

J  helpd  to  murder  Don  Horatio  too. 
Holp  he  to  murder  mine  Horatio, 
Ana  actors  in  th'  accursed  tragedy 
Was*t  thou,  Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  and  thou. 
Of  whom  my  son,  my  son  deserved  so  well  ? 
What  have  I  heard  ?  what  have  mine  eyes  be- 
held? 
O  sacred  heavens!  may  it  come  to  pass 
That  such  a  monstrous  and  detested  deed, 
So  closely  smother'd,  and  so  long  conceal'd. 
Shall  thus  '7'  by  this  be  venged  or  reveal*d  f 
Now  see  I  what  I  durst  not  then  suspect, 
That  Bellimperia's  letter  was  not  feign'd ; 
Nor  foigned  she,  though  falsely  they  have  wroag*d 
Both  bar,  myself,  Horatio^  and  themselves. 
Now  may  I  make  compare  'twixt  her*s  and  this^ 
Of  every  accident  1  ne'er  could  find 
Till  now,  and  now  1  feelingly  perceive 
They  did  what  heaven  unpunish'd  ''*  would  not 

leave. 
O  false  Lorenio !  are  these  thy  flattering  looks  ? 


^^  For,  l«t8.  «S.  SS. 

'<»  Sprib^'lide,  1618.  i$,  S3. 

'7'  Shall  tbos  be  this  revenged,  1618. 

Shall  thai  be  tbns  reve^;ed,  16^.  SSi. 
>n  Should,  1618. 89.  33. 
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Is  this  the  honour  that  dioa  didft  my  son  ? 
And,  ^Ithezar,  bane  to  thy  soul  aud  me, 
Was  this  the  ransom  he  reserved  thee  '^'  for  ? 
Woe  to  the  cause  of  these  constrained  wars ! 
Woe  to  thy  baseness  and  captivity ! 
Woe  to  thy  birth,  thy  body,  aod  thy  souU 
Thy  cursed  father,  and  thy  conquer'd  self ! 
And  baim'd  with  bittior  execrations  he 


The  day  and  place  where  be  did  |»ty  tbeel 
But  wherefore  waste  I  mine  unfmittbl  words, 
When  nougjht  but  blood  will  satisfy  my  woesf 
I  will  go  'plain  me  to  my  lord  the  kinfs. 
And  cry  aJoud  for  justice  through  the  court. 
Wearing  the  Eints  with  these  my  withered  feet; 
And  either  purchase  justice  by  entreats. 
Or  tire  them  all  with  my  rerengiag  threats. 


ACT  IV.  «7* 


Enter  Isabella  <mi  her  Maid. 


Jmo.  So  that  you  say  this  herb  -will  porge  the 
"5  eye, 
And  this  the  head — Ah,  but  none  of  them  will 

purge  the  heart ! 
Koy  there's  no  medicine  leA  for  my  disease, 
Kor  any  physic  to  recure  the  deacf. 

[She  r%nM  Lunatic, 
Uoratio,  O  wbere's  Horatio? 
.  Maid.  Good  madam,  affright  not  thus  yourself 
With  outrage  for  your  son  Horatio, 
He  sleeps  in  quiet  in  the  Elysian  fields. 

La.  Why,  did  I  not  give  you  gowns,  and  goodly 
things? 
Bought  yon  a  wliistle,  and  '^^  whipsjtalk  too. 
To  be  revenged  on  their  villainies  ? 

Maid.  Madam,  these  humours  do  torment  my 

soul. 
La.  My  soul,  poor  soul— Thou  talk'st  of  things 
Thou  know'st  not  what-»My  soul  hath  silver 

wings, 
That  mount  me  up  unto  the  highest  heavens ; 
To  heaven,  aye,  there  sits  my  Horatio, 
Back*d  with  a  troop  of  fiery  cherubims, 
Dancing  about  his  newly-healed  wounds, 
Singing  sweet  hymns,  and  cbaunting  heavenly 
notes; 


Rare  harmony  to  greet  his  '^^  innocence, 
That  '^^  died,  aye  died,  a  mirror  in  our  dayt. 
But  say,  where  shall  I  find  the  men,  the  mar* 

dcrers. 
That  slew  Horatio?  Whither  shall  I  ran, 
To  find  them  out,  that  murdered  my  son  ? 

[Exeunt. 

Bblimperia  at  a  Windom. 

Bel  What  means  this  outrage  that  is  offei'd  me  ? 
Why  am  I  thus  secjuester'd  from  the  court? 
No  notice  !  shall  1  not  know  the  cause 
or  these  my  secret  and  suspicious  ills  ? 
Accursed  brother !  unkind  murderer ! 
Why  bend'^  thou  thus  thy  mind  to  martyr  me  ? 
Hieronirao,  why  '^*  writ  I  of  thy  wrongs  ? 
Or  why  art  thou  so  slack  m  thy  revenge  ? 
Andrea,  O  Andrea !  that  thou  saw'st 
Me,  for  thy  friend  Horatio,  bandied  thus ! 
Aud  him  for  me,  thus  causeless  murdered  ! 
Well,  force  perforce,  I  must  constrain  myself 
to  patience,  and  apply  me  to  the  time, 
Till  heyiven,  as  {  have  hoped,  shall  set  me  free. 

Enter  Chbibtophbl. 

Chri$t.  Come,  madam  Belimperia,  this  "^  m^ 
,  not  be.  \E9pint. 


HJ 


«75  For  thee,  1618.  «S.  as.  «^    ^  .  .       *  .w..     *  .-*    ♦ 

»'♦  Formerly  this  FUy  comisted  only^  of  four  Acts.    The  dtviiion  of  this  act  Into  two 
Mr  Hawkins. 

X7S  RyM  1018  93  33         ' 

«7a  WhipUalk^—ot  wMpHbck,  probably  *»  the  handle  of  a  whip,  round  which  a  strap  of  leather  Is  wt%- 
ally  twisted,  and  Is  sometimes  put  for  the  whip  itself."    bo,  in  FericUs,  A.  t : 

"  For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 

"  To  have  practised  more  the  whipttpck  than  the  lance. 

4nd,  In  fie»  Johnson's  New  Im^  A.  S.  St  1 .    Trundle  says : 

-«  1  will  step  aside 


Into  the  stables,  and  salute  my  mares. 


To  which  Pierce  replies : 

«  Yes,  do,  and  sleep  with  'em,  let  h'mi  go  base  loWpitoc*." 

Other  examples  are  in  Mr  ^teevens's  Note  on  the  Twelfth  Night,  A. «.  S.  3. 
«7r  Innocency,  1618.  «S-  S8.  '!»  l-i^«^>  »«»»•  S*  ^ 

•79  Hue,  161 8.  W.  33.  !«^  ilrt    1618. 23. 53. 
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Enter  LoRENZOy  Baltbezar,  and  the  Page, 

Xor.  Boy,  talk  oo  further— Thus  far  things  gu 
welL 
Thou  art  assured  that  thou  sawV  him  dead  ? 

Page,  Or  else,  irty  lord,  I  live  not. 

Lor,  That's  ienough. — 
As  for  his  rebolutioo  in  his  end, 
Leave  that  to  him  with  whom  he  sojourns  now. 
Here,  take  my  ring,  and  give  it  Christophel, 
And  bid  him  let  my  sister  be  enlarged. 
And  bring  her  hither  straight.—  '*'  [  Exit  Page. 
This  that  I  did  was  for  a  policy, 
To  smooth  and  keep  the  murder  secret. 
Which,  as  a  nine-days  wonder,  being  o'er-blown. 
My  gentle  sister  will  I  now  enlarge. 

BaL  And  time,  Lorenzo ;  for  my  lord  the  duke, 
Yoo  heard,  inquired  for  her  yesternight. 

Ijor,  Wliy,  and  my  lord,  1  hope,  you  heard  me 
say 
Sufficient  reason  why  she  kept  away ; 
But  that's  all  one.    My  lord,  you  love  her  f 

BaL  Aye. 

Lor,  Then  in  your  love  beware;  deal  cun- 
ningly; 
Save  all  suspicions,  only  sooth  me  up; 
And  if  she  hap  to  stand  on  terms  with  us, 
As  for  ber  bweet-heart,  and  concealment  so. 
Jest  with  ber  gently ;  under  feigned  iest 
Are  things  concealed,  that  else  would  breed  un- 
rest."* 
But  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Belimperia. 

Lor.  Now,  sister — 

BeL  Sbter !  no,  thou  art  no  brother,  but  an 
enemy, 
Else  would'st  thou  not  have  used  thy  sister  so; 
First,  to  affright  me  with  thy  weapons  drawn, 
And  with  extremes  abuse  my  company ; 
And  thfen  to  hurry  me,  tike  whirlwinds  rage, 
Amidst  a  crew  of  thy  confederates, 
And  clap  me  up  where  none  might  come  at  me : 
Nor  I  at  any,  to  reveal  my  wrongs. 
What  madding  fury  oid  posses  thy  "'  wits  I 
Or  wherein  is't  that  I  ofiendeO  tliee  ? 

Lor,  Advise  you  better.  Belimperia, 
For  I  have  done  you  no  dibparagement; 


Unless,  by  more  discretion  thiin  deserved, 
I  sought  to  save  your  honour  and  mine  own. 

Bel.  Mine  honour !  why,  Lorenzo,  wherein  b't 
That  1  neglect  my  reputation  so^ 
As  you  or  any  need  to  rescue  it  ? 

Lor,  His  highness  and  my  father,  were  resolved 
To  come  confer  with  old  Ilieronimo, 
Concerning  certuu  matters  of  estate, 
That  by  the  viceroy  was  deter mm'd. 

BeL  And  wherein  was  mine  honour  touch*d  in 
that? 

BaL  Have  patience,  Belimperia,  hear  the  rest. 

Lnr.  Mc  (next  in  sight;  as  messenger  they  sent. 
To  give  him  notice  that  they  were  so  nigh ; 
Now  when  I  came,  consorted  with  the  prince, 
And,  unexpected,  in  an  arbjur  there, 
Found  Belimperia  with  Horatio. 

BeL  How  then? 

Lor,  Why  then,  remembering  that  old  dis- 
grace 
Which  you  for  Don  Andrea  had  endured, 
And  now  were  likely  hmger  to  sustain. 
By  being  found  so  meanly  accompanied. 
Thought  rather,  lor  1  '**  knew  no  readier  mean, 
To  thrust  Horatio  forth  my  lather  s  way. 

BaL  And  carry  yuu  obscurtty  Homewherp  else^ 
Lest   that  his  highness  should  have  found  you 
there. 

BeL  £ven  so,  my  lord  ?  and  you  are  witness 
That  this  is  true  which  he  intreateth  oft — 
Y  >u,  gentle  brother,  forged  tins  for  my  sake ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  were  made  his  instrument ; 
A  work  of  worth,  worthy  the  noUiig  too ! 
But  what's  the  cause  tliat  you  conreui'd  me  since  ? 

Lor.  Your  melancholy,  sister,  since  the^iews 
Oi  your  first  favourite  Don  Andrea's  death, 
My  father's  old  wrath  hatd  exasperate. 

BaL  And  better  was't  for  you,  being  in  dis* 
grace. 
To  absent  y  ^urself,  and  give  his  fur^  place. 

BeL  But  why  had  I  no  notice  at  his  ire? 

Lor,  That  were  to  add  more  fuel  to  '^^  your 
fire. 
Who  burnt  like  /Bina,  for  Andrea's  loss. 

BeL  Hath  nut  my  father,  then,  enquired  for  me? 

Lor.  Sister,  lie  hath,  and  thus  excused  i  t'tee  i 
[He  whispereth  in  her  Ear» 
But,  Belimperia,  see  the  geutle  prince^ 


<«'  Etit,  Page  omitted,  «6I8.  9S.  33. 

'**  UHre»t,^Unrut,  tor  dUfiUet,  is  a  word  frequendy  ased  by  the  eld  writers.  AS|  in  TUu$  AndronU 
<Mti  A.  8.8.31 

<<  And  90  repose  sweet  gold)  for  their  •mreHf." 

See  ^Ir  Steevens*s  Note  oo  tbli  line. 
Again,  p.  479 : 

**  Then  rest  me  here  a  While  in  our  uwrett,** 

'W  Wit,  161 8. 23.  33.  !?♦  Itnow,  l61d.  «8i  33. 
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Look  on  thy  love,  behold  young  Balthezar, 
Whose  passions  by  thy  presence  are  increased ; 
And  in  whose  welancboly  thou  ma/st  see 
Thy  '^  hate,  his  love,  thy  flight,  his  followbg 
thee. 

BeL  Brother,  you  are  become  an  orator^ 
I  know  not  I,  by  what  experience. 
Too  politic  for  me,  past  ail  compare. 
Since  last  I  saw  you — But  content  yourself, 
The  prince  is  meditating  higher  things. 

BaL  Tis  of  thy  beauty  then,  that  conquers 
kings; 
Of  those  thy  tresses,  Ariadne's  *•'  twins, 
Wherewith  my  liberty  thou  hast  surprised ; 
Of  that  thine  ivory  front,  my  sorrow's  map, 
Wherein  I  «ee  no  haven  to  rest  my  hope. 

BeL  To  love  and  fear,  and  both  at  once,  my 
lord. 
In  my  conceit,  are  things  of  more  import 
Than  women's  wit3  are  to  be  busied  with. 

BaL  Tis  I  that  love. 

BeL  Whom? 

BaL  Beltmperia. 

BeL  But  I,  that  fear. 

BaL  Whom? 

BeL  Belimperia. 

Lor,  Fear  yourself. 

BeL  Aye,  brother. 

Lor,  How? 

BeL  As  thobe  that, '"  what  they  love,  are  loath 
and  fear  to  lose. 

BaL  Then,  fair,  let  Baltbezar  your  keeper  be. 

BeL  '^^  No,  Balthezar  doth  fear  as  well  as  we ; 

£st  tremulo  metvi  pavidum  junxere  timorem^ 
£t  vanum  stoUda  proditionit  opus,  [Exit. 

Lor,  Nay,  an*  you  arj^ue  tilings  so  cunningly, 
Well  go  continue  this  discourse  at  court. 

BaL  Led  by  the  '^  load-star  of  her  heavenly 
looks, 
'''  Wends  poor  oppressed  Balthezar, 


As  o'er  the  mountains  walks  th6  wanderer. 
Uncertain  to  e£Rect  his  pilgrimage.         [£reini/. 

Enter  two  Portugue$ef  and  HizsoNiifo  meets 
them. 

1  Port,  By  your  leave,  sir. 

19*44  jj^y.^  >^jj  neither  as  you  diink,  nor  as 

"  you  think, 
^  Nor  as  you  think :  you're  wide  all-*— 
^  These  slippers  are  not  mine,  they  were  my  son 

**  Horatio's. 
"  My  son !  and  what's  a  son  ? 
^  A  thing  begot  within  a  pair  of  miontes,.  there- 

"  about: 
^  A  lump  bred  up  in  darkness,  and  doth  serre 
**  To  balance  those  light  creatures  we  call  women, 
**  And,  at  the  nine  months'  end,  creeps  forth  to 

/•light. 
"  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son, 
**  To  make  a  father  doat,  rave,  or  run  mad  ? 
^  Being  bom,  it  pouts,  cries,  and  br^^s  teeth. 
•*  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son? 
'*  He  must  be  fed,  be  taught  to  go,  and  speak. 
**  Aye,  or  yet ;  why  might  not  a  man  love  a  calf  as 

•*well? 
**  Or  melt  in  passion  o'er  a  frisking  kid,  as  for  a 

"son? 
'*  Methinks  a  young  bacon, 
^  Or  a  fine  little  smooth  horse-colt, 
**  Should  move  a  man  as  much  as  doth  a  son ; 
**  For  one  of  these,  in  very  little  time, 
"  Will  grow  to  some  good  use;  whereas  a  son^ 
^  The  more  be  grows  in  stature  and  in  jean, 
**  The  more  unftquared,'''  unbeveled,  he  appean^ 
^  Reckons  his  parents  among  the  rank  of  fools, 
^  Strikes  eare  '^  upon  their  heads  with  his  mad 

•*  riots, 
**  Makes  them  look  old  before  they  meet  with  age: 
**  This  is  a  son ;  and  what  a  loss  were  tfais^  cooii- 

**  dered  truly  ? 
^  Oh,  but  my  Horatio  grew  out  of  reach  of  those 


»««  Tbv  hate  U  love,  1618.  "87  Twinncs,  1618. «.  33. 

*w  When,  161 8.  «3.  33.  «w  2Vb  omitted,  1618. 23. 33; 

I90  Load-star, -^Oy  in  hbakespeare's  Midsmnmer^s  NighU  Dr^am,  A.  1.  S.  1. : 


"  O  happy  (kit  I 

**  Yoar  eyes  are  lodi^^tars," 

Upon  this  passage  Dr  Johnson  observes.  **  This  was  a  compliment  not  onfreqoent  amdng  the  old  poeli. 
*'  The  lodestar  is  the  leading  or  guiding  star,  that  is,  the  Pole-star*    The  magnet  is,  for  the  — T«yi»  ra 
'*  called  the  lodo-itoney  either  because  U  leads  iron,  or  because  it  guides  the  sailor.    Miltoo  has  the  s 
*' thos^ki  in  VJUegro: 

^  Towers  and  battlements  he  sees 
**  Bosom'd  high  in  tnfled  trees, 
**  Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies, 
**  The  Cynosure  of  neighboring  eyes. 

^  Davies  calls  Elizabeth  '  lode>8tone  to  hearts,  and  lode-stone  to  all  eyes." 
See  ako  Mr  Steeven8*8  Note  on  the  above  passage* 
'9«  fKertuf*.— Goes. 

■9*  Thii  speeeb,  in  inverted  commas,  omitted  also  hi  the  second  editioa. 
<93  UaleaviUM,  16SJ.  33.  w  cares,  1683. 33. 
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*^  Iiuatiate  humours ;  he  loved  his  loving  paints : 
**  He  was  mjT  comfort,  and  bis  mother's  joy, 
**  The  very  arm  that  did  hold  up  our  house — 
**  Oar  hopes  were  stored  op  in  him. 
"  None  hut  a  danmed  murderer  could  hate  him. 
"  He  had  not  seen  the  back  of  nineteen  years, 
^  When  his  strong  arm  unhorsed  the  proud  prince 

"Baltbeaar; 
"  And  his  great  mind,  too  full  of  honour, 
**  Took  him  us  to  mercy,  that  valiant  but  ignoble 

""Portinsale. 
*  Well,  heaven  is  heaven  still ! 
*•  And  there  is  Nemesis,  and  furies, 
**  And  things  called  whips, 
**  And  they  sometimes  do  meet  with  murderers : 
**  They  do  not  always  'scape,— that's  some  com- 

"fort 
^  Aye,  aye,  aye,  and  then  time  steals  oi^  and 

"  st^Us,  and  steak, 
**  Till  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 
**  Wrapt  in  a  ball  of  fire, 
^  And  so  doth  bring  confusion  to  them  all. 
"  Good  leave  have  you :  I  pray  you  go, 
"For  ril  leave  off,  if  yon  can  leave  me  so." 
Good  leave  have  you ;  nay,  I  pray  you,  go, 
For  rit  leave  you,  if  you  can  leave  me  so. 

2  Port,  Pray  you,  which  is  the  '**  next  way  to 
my  lord  the  duke's  f 

flier.  The  next  way  from  me. 

9  Port.  To  his  house,  we  mean. 

Hier,  O,  hard  by ;  'tis  yon  house  that  you  see. 

2  Port.  You  could  not  tell  us  if  his  son  were 
there. 

Hkr,  Who,  mj  lord  Lorenzo. 

1  Port.  Aye,  sir. 

[lie  goct  in  at  one  Door,  an4  comet  out 
at  another, 

Hier.  O  forbear,  for  other  talk  for  us  far  fit- 
ter were ; 
But  if  you  be"*  importunate  to  know 
The  way  to  him,  and  where  to  find  him  out. 
Then  list  to  roe,  and  1*11  resolve  your  doubt : 
There  is  a  path  upon  your  left-hand  side,; 
Ihat  leadeth  from  a  guilty  conscience 
Unto  a  Corest  of  distrust  and  fpar, 
A  darksome  place,  and  dangerous  to  pass ; 
There  shall  you  meet  with  melancholy  thoughts^ 
'^  Whose  Imleful  humours  if  you  but  uphold. 
It  will  conduct  you  to  despair  and  death ; 
Whose  rocky  cli0s  when  you  have  once  beheld. 
Within  a  hugy  dale  of  iastiag  nighty 
^That  kindled  with  the  world's  iniquitiefl^ 
Doth  cast  up  filthy  and  detested  fumes. 
Not  far  from  thence,  where  murderers  have  built 


An  habitation  for  their  cursed  souls. 
There  in  a  brazen  caldron,  fixed  by  Jove 
In  his  fell  wrath,  upon  a  sulphur  fiame. 
Yourselves  shall  find  Lorenzo  bathing  him 
In  boiling  lead  and  blood  of  innocents. 

1  Port.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hier.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why  ha,  ha,  ha?  Farewell, 
good  ha,  ha,  ha.  [Exit, 

2  Port.  Doubtless  thb  man  is  passing  lunatic. 
Or  imperfection  of  his  age  doth  make  him  doat. 
Come,  let's  away,  to  seek  my  lord  the  duke. 

[Exeuntm 

Enter  Hieeonimo  with  a  Poinard  in  one  hafidf 
and  a  Rope  in  the  other. 

Hier.  Now,  sir,  perhaps  I  come  and  see  the 
king; 
The  king  sees  me,  and  fain  would  hear  my  suit 
Why  is  not  this  a  strange  and  ''^  seld  seen  thing. 
That  standers-by  with  toys  should  strike  me  mute? 
Go  to,  I  see  their  shifts,  and  say  no  more. 
Hieronimo,  'tis  time  for  thee  to  trudge : 
Down  by  the  dale  that  flows  with  purple  gore 
Standeth  a  fiery  tower;  there  sits  a  judge 
Upon  a  seat  of  steel,  and  molten  brass. 
And  'twixt  his  teeth  he  holds  a  fire-brand. 
That  leads  unto  the  lake  where  hell  doth  stand: 
Away,  Hieronimo,  to  him  begone. 
He'll  do  thee  justice  for  Horatio's  death. 
Turn  down  this  path,  thou  shalt  be  with  hiui 

straight; 
Or  this,  aitd  then  thou  need*st  not  take  thy  breath. 
This  way,  or  that  way :  soft  and  fair,  not  so; 
For  if  1  hang  or  kill  myself,  let's  know. 
Who  will  revenge  Horatio's  murder  then  ? 
No,  no,  fie  no ;  pardon  me,  I'll  none  of  that. 

[He  ehrowt  away  the  Dagger  and  Halter. 
This  way  I'll  take,  and  this  way  comes  the  king. 

[fie  takei  them  up  again. 
And  here  I'll  have  a  flin^  at  him,  that's  fiat; 
And,  Balthezar,  I'll  be  with  thee  to  bring— 
And  thee,  Lorenzo— here's  the  king,  nay,  stay ; 
And  here,  aye  here :  there  goes  the  hare  away. 

Enter  King,  ^m^MMlor,  Castile, aiu2  Loremso. 

King.  Now,  shew  the  ambassador,  what  our 

viceroy  saith : 
Hath  he  received  the  articles  we  sent  ? 
Hier.  Justice !  O  iustice  to  Hieronimo. 
Lor.  Back,  seest  thou  not  the  king  is  busy  ? 
Hier.  O,  is  he  so  ? 

King.  Who  is  he  that  interrupts  our  business? 
Hier.  Not  1 1  Hieronimo  beware,*^  go  by,  go 

bj. 


'''  Next  omitted,  1618. 98. 9S.  «••  Ii 

1^  Whose  palefal  bamonrs  if  yon  but  behold,  1618.  fiS.  S3. 
/^  SeUL — ^An  usual  contraction  amonc  old  writers  for  tetdom. 


iportune,  1618.83. 

19S  That  s,  1618.  tS.  33. 


'  Oifhy^go  ^sp.— This  line  is  ridiculed  by  Shakespeare  in  the  Induction  to  TAe  Taming  of  the  Skrev, 
m  by  other  poets  of  the  times. 
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Jmb.  Renowned  king,  he  hath  received  and 
read 
Thy  kingly  proffers,  and  thy  promised  league ; 
And)  a^  a  man  extremely  o\erji>yed 
To  hear  his  sun  so  princely  entertained. 
Whose  death  he  had  so  st>lerouly  bewailed, 
This,  for  thy  farther  satisfaction 
And  kmgiy  love,  he  kindly  lets  ihee  know  t 
First,  for  the  marriage  of  his  princely  son 
With  Beliroperia,  thy  beloTed  niece, 
The  news  are  more  delightful  to  his  soul. 
Than  myrrh  or  incense  to  th'  offended  heavens : 
In  person  therefore  will  he  come  himself. 
To  see  the  marriage  rites  solemnized, 
And,  in  the  presence  of  the  court  of  Spain, 
To  knit  a  sure  ^^-  inextricable  band 
Of  kingly  love,  and  everlasting  league. 
Betwixt  the  croons  of  Spain  and  Portingale; 
There  will  he  give  his  crown  to  Balthezar, 
And  make  a  queen  of  Btlimpena. 

King,  Brother,  how  like  you  this  our  viotroy's 
love? 

Ca$i,  No  doubt,  my  lord,  it  is  an  argument 
Of  honourable  care  to  keep  his  friend. 
And  wond'rous  zeai  to  Balthezar  his  son; 
Nor  am  1  least  indebted  to  his  grace. 
That  bends  his  liking  to  my  daughter  thus. 

4inb,  Now  last,  £ead  lord,  here  hath  his  high- 
ness sent 
(Although  he  send  not  that  his  son  return) 
His  ransom  due  to  Don  Horatio. 

Hier.  Horatio !  who  calls  Horatio  ? 

King.  And  well  remembered,  thank  his  ma- 
jesty: 
Here,  see  it  given  to  Horatio. 

Hier,  Justice!  O  justice!  justice!  gentle  king. 

King,  Who  is  that,  Hieronimo  i 

Hier,  Justice !  O  justice !  O  my  son,  my  son ! 
My  son,  whom  nought  can  ransom  or  redeem. 

Lor.  Hieronimo,  you  are  not  well  advised. 

Hier,  Away,  Lorenxo,  hinder  me  no  more. 
For  thou  hast  made  me  barikrupt  of  my  bliss; 
Give  me  my  son,  you  shall  not  ransom  him. 
Away,  ril  rip  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 

[He  dig^eih  with  hit  Dagger, 
And  ferry  over  to  the  Elysiao  plains. 
And  bring  my  son  to  shew  his  deadly  wounds. 
Spind  from  about  me,  I'll  make  a  pick-az  of  my 
poinard. 


And  here  surrender  tip  my  roarabalnhip; 
For  I'll  go  marshal  up  ^  the  fiemis  in  bell, 
To  be  avenged  on  you  all  for  this. 

King.  What  means  this  outraged 
Will  none  of  you  restrain  h\\  fury  ? 

Hier,  Nay,  soft  and  fair,  you  shall  not  need  tm 
stnve, — 
Needs  must  he  go  that  the  devils  drive.      [Erit, 

King,  What  accident  hath*^  hapt  Hieroni- 
mo?— 
I  have  not  seen  him  to  demean  him  so. 

Lor,  My  gracious  lord,  he  is  with  extreme  pride, 
Conceived  of  young  Horario  his  son. 
And  covetous  of  having  to  himself 
Ilie  ransom  of  the  young  pnnce  Baltbesar, 
Distract,  and  in  a  manner  lunatic. 

King.  Believe  me,  nephew,  we  are  sorry  for't 
This  IS  the  love  tliat  fathers  bear  their  sons  9 — 
But,  gentle  brother,  go  give  to  him  thb  gold. 
The  prince's  rannom ;  let  him  have  his  doe. 
For  what  he  bath,  H  'ratio  shall  not  want. 
Haply  Hieronimo  hath  need  thereof. 

Lor,  But  if  he  be  thos^^  helplessly  distract 
Tis  requisite  his  office  be  resigned, 
And  given  to  one  of  more  discretion. 

King,  We  shall  increase  his  melancholy  so^ 
•T18  best  ****  that  we  see  farther  in  it  first. 
Till  when,  ourself  will  exempt  the  place. 
And,  brother,  now  bring  in  the  ambasMMlor, 
That  he  may  be  a  witness  of  the  match, 
Twixt  Balthezar  and  Belimperia; 
And  that  we  may  prefix  a  certain  dme, 
Wherein  the  marriage  shall  be  solenmiied. 
That  we  may  have  thy  lord  the  viceroy  here. 

Amb,  Therein  your  highness  highly  shall  con* 
tent 
His  majesty,  that  lonss  to  hear  from  hence. 

King,  On  then,  and  hear  ^^  you  lord  1 

dor.  [RufmU 

^  Enter  Jaques  and  Pedeo.*^ 
**  Jag,  I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  oar  roaster  tfans 
^^  At  midnight  sends  us  with  our  torches  light, 
**  When  man,  and  bird,  and  besst,  are  all  at  r»t, 
**  Save  those  that  watch  for  rape  and  bloody  mar^ 
*<der. 
^  Pe<^0  Jacques,  know  thou  that  our  master's 
^  mind 
**  Is  much  ^^  distrao^t  nnoe  his  Horatio  died. 


-Inexplicable,  1618.  S3.  HS. 

*^^  Haptto,  l6ld.i3.8S 

^  That  omitted,  lOlB.  ^  8S. 


^^  Inexecrable,  second  edltioD.- 
I    «»  My,  1618.88.33. 
^  i^aplessly,  1618.83.33. 
**«  Your,  1618  «3  33. 

*^  This  bcene,  printed  ia  Inverted  commas,  fo  rgected  by  Mr  Hawkins,  for  the  same  reasoM  as  tke 
former. 
^  Diitraugkt,^Di8traugkt  b  dittracted.    80,  in  Jack  Drum'$  tAUertainnumt^  1610,  8^0.  G.  3.  s 

^*  Alas,  kind  youth,  how  came  be  thw  dittrmtghtf** 
In  the  Second  Part  of  jinttmio  and  Meltida^  A-  3.  8.  %. : 

*'  Alas,  my  sont>  distraught.    Sweet  boy,  appease 
**  Thy  mntiniog  affections." 
^^Aiiet  and  hit  EngUmd,  41. :  «« liida  so  dUtraught  of  her  wits,  with  these  aewcs,  fe|l  info  a  froik;,* 
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'  And  DOW  his  aj^d  yean  should  sleep  in  rest^ 
"  His  heart  in  quiet,  like  a  desperate  man, 
^  Grows  lunatic  and  childish,  lor  his  son : 
^Sometimes  as  he  doth  at  his  table  sit, 
"  Ho  speaks  as  if  Horatio  stood  by  hiin. 
**  Then  starting  in  a  rage,  falls  on  the  earth, 
**  Cries  out,  Horatio !  where  is  my  Horatio  ? 
^  So  that  with  extreme  grief,  and  cutting  sorrow, 
^  There  is  not  left  in  him  one  inch  of  man, 
''See, here  becomes. 

**  Enter  Hieronimo. 

^  Hier.  I  pry  through  every  crevice  of  each 
"wall, 
^Look  at  each  tree,  and  search  through  every 

«  brake, 
^  Beat  OB  the  boshes,  stamp  our  grand«dame  earth, 
^  Dive  in  the  water,  and  stare  up  to  heaven : 
^  Yet  cannot  I  behold  mv  son  Horatio. 
^  How  now,  who's  there !  sprigbu !  sprights ! 
**  Fed.  We  are  your  servanu  that  attend  you, 

«sir. 
**  Hier,  What  make  you  with  your  torches  in  the 

"dark? 
"  Ped.  You  bid  us  light  them,  and  attend  you 

"here. 
"  Hier,  No,  no^  you  are  deceived,  not  I,  you 
*^  are  deceived : 
^  W^  ^  ^  ™^  ^j^  ^^  yon  light  your  torches  now  ? 
"  Light  me  your  torches  at  the  mid  of  noon, 
"  When  as  the  sun-god  rides  in  all  his  glory ; 
"  light  me  your  torches  then. 
**F€d.  Then  we*^  bum  da;|r-light 
"  Hier,  Jjet  it  be  burnt,  night  is  a  murd'rous  slut, 
"That  would  not  have  her  treasons  to  be  seen : 
"  And  yonder  pale-faced  Hecate  there,  the  moon, 
"  Doth  sive  consent  to  that  is  done  in  darkness : 
"  And  aJl  those  stars  that  gaze  upon  her  face, 
"  Are^'*'  aglets  on  her  sleeve,  pms  on  her  train : 
"  And  those  timt  should  be  powerful  and  divine, 
"Do  steep  in  darkness  when  they  most  should 
"shine. 
"  Ped,  Provoke  them  not,  fair  sir,  with  tempt- 
"  ing  wordi^ 
"  The  heavens  are  gracious,  and  your  miseries  aqd 

"  sorrow 
**  Make  you  speak  you  know  not  what. 


**  Hier,  Villain,  thou  lyest !  and  thou  dost 

"  nought 
"  But  tell  me  1  am  road :  thou  lyest,  I  aui  not  mad : 
"  I  know  thee  to  be  Pedro,  and  he  Jaques; 
"rU  prove  it  to  thee;  and  were  I  mad,  how 

"could  I? 
"  Where  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Hora- 

"  tio  was  murdered  r 
"  She  sliould  have  shone :  search  thou  the  book : 
"Had  the  moon  shone  in  my  boy's  face,  there 

"  was  a  kind  of  grace, 
"  That  I  know,  na^  I  do  luow  Iwd  the  murd'rer 

"  seen  him, 
"  His  weapon  would  have  fallen,  and  cut  the  earth, 
"  Had  he  been  framed  of  nought  but  blood  and 

"  death: 
"  Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knows  not  what, 
"  What  shall  we  say  to  mischief? 

Enter  Isabella. 

"  Im.  Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a  doors. 
"  O  seek  not  means  so  to  increase  thy  sorrow. 

"  Hier,  Indeed,  Isabella,  we  do  nothing  here; 
"  I  do  not  cry,  ask  Pedro  and  Jaques : 
"  Not  1  indeed,  we  are  very  merry,  very  merry. 
"  ba.  How  ?  be  merry  here  ?  be  merry  here  ? 
"  Is  not  this  the  place,  and  this  the  very  tree, 
"  Where  my  Horatio  died,  where  he  was  mur- 
"dered? 
"  Hier^  Was,  do  not  say  what:  let  her  weep 
it  out, 
"  This  was  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel ; 
"  And  when  our  hot  Spain  could  not  let  it  grow, 
"  But  that  the  infant  and  the  humane  sap 
"  Began  to  wither,  duly  twice  a  morning 
"  Would  I  be  sprinkling  it  with  fountain  water : 
"  At  last  it  grew,  and  grew,  and  bore,  and  bore : 
"  Till  at  length  it  grew  a  gallows^  and  did  bear 

"  our  6on : 
"  It  bore  thy  fruit  and  mine :  O  wicked,  wicked 
"  plant  I    [One  knocks  within  at  the  Door, 
"  See  who  knocks  there  ? 
"  Ped,  It  is  a  painter,  sir. 
"  Hier,  Bid  him  come  in,  and  paint  some  comr 
"fort, 
"  For  surely  there's  none  lives  but  painted  com- 
"fort: 


*^  Bum  difjf^light, — To  bum  day4ight  was  a  proverbial  phrase  osed  when  any  act  was  done  which 
would  be  wholly  otelen.     See  Merry  Wive*  of  fVmdtor^  A,  S    8. 1.,  and  Romeo  md  JuHot^  A.  I.  S.  4. 
Again,  in  Churchyard's  fVorthinea  ofWaUi,  p.  \)6,  edit.  1776: 

<(  To  Lttdloe  now  my  muse  mutt  needes  retnme, 
**  A  season  short  no  long  discourse  duth  crave : 
**  Tyme  rouletb  on,  1  (ho  but  day  light  bume, 
<«  And  many  things  Indeede  to  doe  i  have." 

71l«  CmrUdn  Drmer  of  the  Worlds  IdU^  p.  46. :  •«  Oh  thou  invaluable  jewell  I  how  art  thou  in  this  age 
^'  cast  upon  the  dangbill  ?  bow  dost  thou  bunu  out  thy  day-Ugkt  to  these  thy  regardless  children  ?" 

^■^  ^gfote.— An  aglet,  Mr  Pope  6a>s,  is  the  tag  of  a  point,  bee  raming  of  the  SAreio,  A.  1.  8. 9, 
This  is  also  one  of  the  eiplauations  in  Barret's  Jlvtarie,  who  also  says,  4a  aglet  ii  a  jewell  in  one*$  cap, 
SegBeotam  aure^m.    Momle  ex  auro  vel  geamis  confectnm. 
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[AlCOKTMOM. 


*^Let  him  come  in,  one  kiKMrs  not  what  maj 
^chance: 

*  God*8  will  that  I  should  set  this  tree, 

^  Bat  eren  so  masters,  ungrateful  servants,  reared 
^  from  nought, 

*  And  then  they  hate  them  that  did  bring  them  up. 

Enter  the  Painter, 

^  Paint,  God  bless  you,  sir. 
^  Hier.  Wherefore?  why,  thou  scornful  ? illain ! 
*HoWy  where,  or  by  what  means,  should  I  be 

«  blest? 
*  Ita.  What  would'st  tliou  have,  good  fellow  ? 
^  Paint,  Justice,  madam, 
^  Hier,  O  ambitious  beggar,  woald*st  thou  have 

«*that, 

*  That  lives  not  in  the  world  ? 

**  Why,  all  the  undelved  mines  cannot  buy 

**  An  ounce  of  justice,  *tis  a  jewel  so  inestimable. 

^  I  tell  thee,  G^od  hath  engrMsed  all  justice  in  his 

''hands, 
^  And  there  is  none  but  what  comes  from  him. 

**  Paint.  O  then  I  see,  that  God  must  right  me 
**  for  my  murdered  son. 

^  Hier,  How !  was  thy  son  murdered  ? 

^  Paint,  Ay,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  son  so  dear. 

*^  Hier,  What,  not  as  thine?  that's  a  lie^ 
**  As  massy  as  the  earth :  I  had  a  son, 
^  Whose  least  unvalued  hair  did  weigh 
**  A  thousand  of  thy  son's;  and  he  was  murdered. 

**  Paint.  Alas,  sir,  i  had  no  more  but  he. 

^  Hier*  Nor  1,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  mine 
**  Was  worth  a  legion.    But  all  is  one, — 
**  Pedro,  Jaques,  go  in  a  doors ;  Isabella,  go, 
**  And  this  good  fellow  here,  and  I, 
^  Will  range  this  hideous  orchard  up  and  down, 
^  like  two  she  lions  reaved  of  their  young. 
'^  Go  in  a  doors,  I  say.  [&eeunt, 

"*  [The  Painter  and  he  9et  down. 

*  Come,  let's  talk  wisely  now :—  - 

*  Was  thy  son  murdered  ? 
**  Paint,  Ay,  sir. 


^  Hier,  So  was  mine. 
<  How  dost  thou  take  it?  art  tho«  not  someCiae 

''mad? 
' Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  thine  eyes? 
"  Paint,  O  lord,  yen,  sir. 
"  Hier,  Art  a  pamter?  canst  paint  me  a  tear, 
"  a  wound  ? 
'  A  groan,  or  a  sigh  ?  canst  paint  me  such  a  tree 
"as  this? 
"  Paint,  Sir,  I  am  sure  you  have  heard  of  my 
"  painting : 
'  My  name's  Bazardo. 
"  Hier,  Bazardo !  Tore  God  an  excellent  fd- 
"  low.    Look  you,  sir, 
'  Do  you  see?  Td  have  you  pamt  me  my  gallerfy 
'  In  your  oil  colours  matted,  and  draw  me  five 
'Years  younger  than  I  am :  do  you  see,  sir ?  let 

"five 
'  Years  go :  let  them  go  like  the  manbal  of  Spaia, 
'  My  wife  Isabella  standing  by  me, 
'  With  a  speaking  look  to  my  son  Horatio^ 
'  Which  should  intend  to  this,  or  some  such  like 


"purpose: 
'  God  bless  thee,  my  sweet  son ;  and  my  hand 
'  Leaning  upon  his  bead  thus,  sir ;  do  you  see?— 
'  May  it  be  done  ? 

"  Paint.  Very  well,  sir. 

"  Hier.  Nay,  I  pray  mark  me,  sir  t 
'  Then,  sir.  would  I  have  you  paint  me  this  tre^ 

"  this  verr  tree : 
'  Cftnst  paint  a  doleful  cry  ? 

"  Paint.  Seemingly,  sir. 

"  Hier,  Nay,  it  should  cry ;  but  all  ts  one. 
'  Well,  sir,  paint  me  a  youth  run  through  and 

"through 
'  With  villains'  swords,  hanging  upon  this  tree. 
'  Canst  thou  draw  a  murderer  ? 

"  Paint,  V\i  warrant  you,  sir; 
'  I  have  the  pattern  of  the  most  BOtorioQS  villaia^ 
'  That  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 

"  Hier.  O,  let  them  be  worse,  worse:  stretch 
"  thine  art, 
*  *"  And  let  their  beardtbe  of  Jadas*s  own  colour. 


*"  jind  let  their  btarUa  he  ofJudat't  own  eoUmr.^lt  is  observed,  that  "  In  an  age  when  but  small  part 
^*  of  the  nation  could  read,  ideas  were  frequently  borrowed  from  representation  in  pafaiting  or  tapcttfy.** 
Lehind,  in  his  Collectanea^  asserts,  that  painters  constantly  represented  Judat  the  traitor  with  a  red  head. 
Dr  Plot's  OsfordtMrB^  p.  i&3.,  says  the  same.  This  conceit  is  thought  to  have  arisen  in  bngland  Iroa 
our  ancient  grudge  to  the  rtd-haired  Danes,  hee  the  ^ote8  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  ToUet  to  Jurry  Wiwm 
0f  Windsor,  A.  I.  S.  4. 

To  the  instances  there  produced  may  be  added  the  following : 

Middleton*s  Chaste  Maid  of  Cheep$ide,  1680:  "  What  has  he  given  her?  what  Is  it  Gossip?  A  fidr 
«'  high  standing  cop,  and  the  two  great  postle  spoons,  one  of  then  gilt.  Sure  that  wi|s  .^Misi  with  the  red 
f*  beard:' 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher*s  Sea  Fojfoge,  p.  104. : 

"  Methought  a  sweet  young  man, 

*'  In  years  some  twenty,  with  a  downy  chin, 

"  Fromisiog  a  future  beards  and  yet  no  red  ojie, 

"  Stole  slily  to  my  cabin  all  unbraced, 

'^  Took  me  In  his  arms,  and  kiss'd  me  twenty  times.** 
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'Afidlet  their  eje-browB  jetty  over:  in  way  case 

''observe  that; 
''TbeD,  sir,  after  some  violent  noiae, 
^  Bnog  me  forth  »  my  shirt,  and  my  gown  ander 

''my  arm, 
^With  my  torch  in  my  hand,  and  my  sword 

**  reared  up  thus, 
**  And  with  these  words  s 
^WUtnoiuUthiif  wko  calls  Hieronimof 
^  May  it  be  done. 

"Pflwif.  Yea,sir. 

**  Jfwr.  Well,  sir,  then  brii^  me  forth,  bring 
**  me  through  alley  and  alley,  still  with  a  distract- 
''ed  coontenance  Kping  along,  and  let  my  hair 
^  heave  up  my  night-cap. 

Tet  the  clouds  scowl,  make  the  moon  dark, 
**  the  stars  extinct,  the  winds  blowing,  the  belU 
'^  tolling,  the  owls  shrieking,  the  toads  croaking, 
*tbe  minutes  jarring,  and  the  clock  striking 
•twelve. 

**  And  then  at  last,  sir,  starting,  behold  a  man 
•  hanging,  and  tot*ring,  as  you  know  the  wind  will 
''wave  a  man,  and  I  with  a  trice  to  cut  him 
*down. 

**  And  looking  upon  him  by  the  advantage  of 
^'my  torcb,  find  it  to  be  my  son  Horado. 
''There  you  may  shew  a  passion,  there  you  may 

**  shew  a  passion ! 
"  Draw  me  like  old  Priam  of  Troy, 
"  Crying— the  house  is  a-fire,  the  house  is  a-fire. 
"  And  me  torch  over  my  head :  make  me  curse, 
"  Make  me  rave,  make  me  cry,  make  me  mad, 
"  Make  me  well  again,  make  me  curse  hell, 
"  Invocate,  and  in  the  end  leave  me 
^  In  a  trance,  and  so  forth. 

"  Paint.  And  b  this  the  end? 

"  Hier.  O  no,  there  is  no  end :  the  end  is  death 
«  and  madness ; 
"  And  I  am  never  better  than  when  I  am  mad ; 
"  Then  methinks  I  am  a  brave  fellow; 
**  Then  I  du  wonders,  but  reason  abuseth  me ; 
**  And  there's  the  torment,  there's  the  hell : 
**  At  the  last,  sir,  bring  me  to  one  of  the  mur- 

•*  derers ; 
**  Were  he  as  strong  as  Hector,,  thus  would  I 
"  Tear  and  drag  him  up  and  down. 

^  [He  beats  the  Painter  in,  then  comes  out 
**  again^  with  a  Book  in  his  handT 
Vmdicta  miiu. 

Aye,  heaven  will  be  revenged  of  every  ill ; 
Nor  will  they  suffer  murder  un-repaidt 


Then  stay,  Hieronimo,  attend  their  will. 

For  mortal  men  may  not  appoint  ^'^  their  time. 

Per  scelut  semper  tutum  est  sceleribus  iter. 

Strike,,  and  strike  home,  where  wrong  is  offered 

thee; 
For  evils  uuto  ills  conductors  be. 
And  death's  the  worst  of  resolution ; 
For  he  that  thinks  with  patience  to  contend. 
To  quiet  life,  his  life  shail  easily  end. 

Fata  si  miteros  juvanty  habes  salutem  ; 
Fata  u  vitam  negant^  hahes  sepuUhrum* 

If  destiny  thy  miseries  do  ease. 

Then  hast  thou  health,  and  happy  shalt  thou  be. 

If  destiny  deny  thee  life,  Hieronimo, 

Yet^'^  shalt  thou  be  assured  of  a  tomb; 

If  neither;  yet  let  this  thy  comfort  be. 

Heaven  covereth  him  that  hath  no  buriaL 

And,  to  conclude,  I  will  revenge  his  death: 

But  how  ?  not  as  the  vulgar  wits  of  men, 

With  open,  but  inevitable  ills, 

As  hy  a  secret,  yet  a  certain  mean. 

Which  under  kindship  will  be  cloaked  best 

Wise  men  will  take  their  opportunity. 

Closely,  and  safely,  fitting  things  to  time. 

But  in  extremes  advantage  hatb  no  time : 

And  therefore  all  times  fit  not  for  revenge. 

Thus  therefore  will  I  rest  me  in  unrest. 

Dissembling  quiet  in  uuquietness ; 

Not  seeming  that  I  know  their  villainies. 

That  my  simplicity  may  make  them  think. 

That  ignorandy  I  will  let ^'^  all  slip; 

For  ignorance  I  wot,  and  well  they  know, 

Hemedium  malorum  mors  est^ 

Nor  aught  avails  it  me  to  menace  them, 
Who,  as  a  wintry  storm  upon  a  plain. 
Will  bear  me  down  with  their  nobility. 
No,  no,  Hieronimo^  thou  must  enjoin 
Thine  eyes  to  observation,  and  thy  tongue 
To  milder  speeches  than  thy  spirit  affords,**' 
Thy  heart  to  patience,  and  thy  hands  to  resl^ 
Thy  cap  to  courtesy,  and  thy  knee  to  bow, 
TiU  to  revenge  thou  know,  when,  where,  and  how. 

[A  noise  within. 
How  now !  what  noise  ?  what  coil  is  ihat  yob 
keep? 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser.  Hereareasort^'^of  poorpetitionersy 


Jilky,  or  Merry  Tricks,  edit.  ieS6,  Sign.  B.  9. : 

«<  Rnnne  to  the  counter, 

**  Fetch  me  red^earded  se^eant,  1*11  make 
**  You  captaine  tbinke  the  devill  of  hell  is  come, 
**  To'fetch  yon,  if  he  once  fasten  oa  you." 


»»•  A  time,  1618. 23.  SS. 

•'♦  It,  1618.  ts.  as. 


!!•  Sw/,— See  Note  to  QammerOwtan's  WssdU^  p,  10», 


"3  Thou  shalt,  1693. 3S. 

^>|  Spirits  alfoord,  1618. 93.  S3. 
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That  are  iroportonate ;  and  it  should  please  you, 

«p, 
That  you  should  plead  their"'  cases  to  the  king, 
Hier.  That  I  should  plead  their  several  actions? 
Why  let  them  enter,  and  let  roe  see  them. 

Enter  three  Citisen$  and  an  Old  Man. 

1  Cit,  So,  I  tell  you  this,  for  learning,  and  for 
law, 
There's  not  any  advocate  in  Spain 
That  can  prevail,  or  will  take  half  the  pain. 
That  he  will,  in  pursuit  of  equity. 

Hier.  Come  near,  you  men  that  thus  importune 
me; — 
(N'ow  roust  I  hear  a  face  of  gravity) 
For*'*  thus  1  used  befure  my  marshalshipi 
To  plead  in  causes  as  CornKidor,— 
Come  on,  &irs,  wbat*s  the  matter^ 

8  Cit.  Sir,  an  action. 

Hut.  Of  battery? 

1  Cit.  Mine  of  debt. 

Hier,  Give  place. 

8  Ctt   No,  sir,  mine  is  an  action  of  the  case. 

S  Cit.  Mine  an  Ejectione  firma  by  lease. 

Hier.  Content  you,  sirs ;  are  vou  determined 
That  I  should  plead  your  several  actions? 

1  Cit.  Aye,  sir,  and  here's  my  declaration. 

2  Cit.  And  here  is  my  *'«  band. 

3  Cit.  And  here  is  my  lease. 

[  They  ghe  him  Papers. 
Hier.  But  wherefore  stands*^  yon  silly  man 
so  mute, 
With  mournful  eyes  and  hands  to  heaven  up- 
reared? — 
Come  hither,  father,  let  me  know  thy  cause. 
Senex.  O,  worthy  sir,  my  cause  but  slightly 
known. 
May  move  the  hearts  of  warlike  Myrmidons. 
And  melt  the  corsick**'  rocks  with  ruthful*" 
tears. 


Hier.  Say,  father,  tell  me  what's  thy  suit? 

Senex.  No,  sir ;  could  my  woes 
Give  way  unto  my  most  distressful  words^ 
Then  should  I  not  in  paper  (as  yon  see) 
With  ink  bewray  what  blood  b^an  in  me. 

Hier.  What's  here  ?~2^  hnmble  tuppMemiion 
ef  Don  BatuUOfJbr  his  murdered  son, 

Senex,  Aye,  sir. 

Hier.  No,  sir,  it  was  my  murdered  soo !  Oh  my 
son, 
Oh  my  son,  Oh  my  son  Horatio ! 
But  mine,  or  thine,  Bazulto,  be  cooteoL 
Here  take  my  handkerchief,  and  wipe  thine  tjes, 
Whiles  wretched  I  in  thy  mishaps  may  see 
The  lively  pourtrait  of  my  dying  self. 

[Hedraweth  out  a  bloodg  Napkm. 
O  no,  not  this,  Horatio,  this  was  thine: 
And  when  I  dyed  it  in  thy  dearest  blood, 
rhis  was  a  token  'twizt  thy  soul  and  nie» 
That  of  thy  death  revenged  I  should  be. 
But  here,  take  this,  and  this, — what,  my  pane  ? 
Aye,  this,  and  rhat,  and  all  of  them  are  thine : 
For  all  as  one  are  our  extremities. 

1  Cit.  Oh,  see  the  kindness  of  Hienmimo ! 

9  Cit.  This  gentleness  shows  him  a  ^entlenaB. 

Hier.  See,  see,  oh  see  th  v  shame,  ifieroQioio ; 
See  here  a  loving  father  to  his  son; 
Behold  the  sorrows  and  the  sad  laments* 
That  he  delivereth  ^^  for  hb  son's  deceaaeu 
If  love's  *^  effects  so  strive  in  lesser  things, 
If  love  enforce  such  moods  in  meaner  wits, 
If  love  express  ^^  such  power  in  poor  estates; 
Hierouimo, — when  as  a  rasing  sea. 
Tost  with  the  wind  and  ti<k,  o*ertumeth  tbea 
The  upper  billows,  course  of  waves  to  keep. 
Whilst  lesser  waters  labour  in  the  deep  :— 
Then  shamest  thou  not,  Hieronimo,  to  neglect 
The  sweet  ***  revenge  of  thy  Horatio  ? 
Though  on  this  earth  justice  will  not  bt  foond, 
111  down  to  hell,  and,  in  this 


*«7  Caoies,  162S.  33.  "»  This,  I6t8.  «3.  33. 

^*'  Bani.— This  was  altered  to  himd  In  the  former  edition.  Band  was,  however,  the  manner  in  wUck 
the  word  was  formerly  written,  and  I  Imagine  proooonced.  See  several  Instances  in  Mr  Steevensls  Jleie 
on  The  Comedy  of  Error*,  A.  4    >.  9. 

Again,  Ghurcbyard's  ChaUtnge,  p.  15V. : 

**  Since  faith  could  get  no  credit  at  hb  hand, 
**  J  sent  him  word  to  come,  and  sue  my  band.** 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Vobl  Omtkman.  Vol.  V^  II.  edit.  n7>>,  p.  S89. : 

<*  Take  ap  at  any  use;  give  bmdy  or  land, 
*'  or  mighty  statutes.'* 

^  Stand  yo«,  :6l8.«S  SS. 

^"  Cortiek^'t  he  ri|o«Bary  to  Gawain  Douglases  Virgil,  explaim  the  word  corsiy  to  be  hig  Udied;  em- 
sick  is  therefore  larg^,  huge,  great.  In  Churchyard's  Challenge,  p  S7.  we  have  the  sabstaattve  conies,  tsa 

sweUinp,  protuberances. 

"  Aad  corsMt  rose,  that  made  a  running  sore." 

*»*  RueM,  1618. 83.  33^  **»  Delivered,  1618. 83.  3% 

»*♦  Love,  :6I  %  *»5  Enforce,  I6l8.  «a.  3S. 

l^*fiwift,16l8.83.3S.  ^ 
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Knock  at  the  dismal  gates  of  Pluto's  court, 
dotting  by  force  (an  once  Alddes  did)  **' 
A  troop  of  furies,  aud  tormenting  ba^ 
To  torture  Dun  Lorenzo  and  the  rest. 
Yet,  lebt  the  triple-headed  porter  should 
Deny  my  passage  to  the  slimy  strond, 
The  Thraciaii  poet  thou  shalt  counterfeit. — 
Come  on,***  old  father,  be  ray  Orpheus; 
And  if  thou  cao*st  **^  no  notes  upon  the  harp, 
Then  sound  the  burden  of  thy  si>re  heart's  grief 
Till  we  do  ^n,  that  Proserpine  may  grant 
Revenge  on  them  that  murdered  my  son. 
Then  will  I  rend  and  tear  them  thus,  and  thus, 
Sbiveriox  their  limbs  in  pieces  with  my  teeth. 

[Tears  the  Papers. 

1 CU.  O,  sir,  my  declaration ! 

[Exit  HiERONiMOy  and  they  after. 

S  CU.  Sare  my  bond. 

Enter  Uieronimo. 

S  Cit,  Save  my  bond. 

S  Cit.  Alas,  my  lease !  it  cost  me  ten  pound ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  bare  torn  the  same. 
Hier.  That  cannot  be,  I  gave  it*^^  never  a 
wound; 
Shew  roe  one  drop  of  blood  fallen  from  the  same : 
How  is  it  possible  I  should  slay  it  then  ? 
Tush,  no;  run  after,  catch  me  if  you  can. 

[Exeunt  all  but  the  Old  Man. 

Bazulto  remains  till  Hieronimo  enters  again, 
who  staring  him  in  the  J  ace  apeaketh. 

Bier,  And  art  thou  come,  Horatio,  from  the 
depth. 
To  ask  for  justice  in  this  upper  earth. 
To  tell  thy  father  thou  art  unrevenged. 
To  wrin|  more  tears  from  Isabella's  eyes, 
Whose  lights  are  dironed  with  overlong  laments  ? 
Go  back,  my  son,  complain  to  miaous, 
For  here's  no  justice ;  gentle  boy,  be  gone, 
For  justice  is  eiiled  from  the  earth  : 
Hieronimo  will  bear  thee  company. 
Thy  mother  cries  on  righteous  Rhadamaot, 
For  just  revenge  against  the  murderers. 

Bof.  Alas,  my  lord,  whence  springs  this  trou- 
bled speech } 

Hier,  But  let  me  look  on  my  Horatio. 
Sweet  boy,  how  *3'  art  thou  *3*  changed  in  death's 

black  shade ! 
Had  Proserpine  no  pity  on  thy  youth. 
But  suflfered  thy  fair  crimson-coloured  spring, 
yfith  withered  winter  to  be  blasted  thus  ? 


Horatio,  *^^  ihoo  art  older  than  thy  father : 
Ah,  ruthless  fate !  that  favour  thus  transforms ! 
Baz.  Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  am  not  your  young 

son. 
Hier.  What,  not  my  son  ?  thou  then  *3*  a  fury 

art. 
Sent  from  the  empty  kingdom  of  black  night. 
To  summon  me  to  make  appearance 
Before  grim  Minos  and  just  Rhadamant, 
To  plague  Hieronimo  that  is  remiss. 
Ana  seeks  not  vengeance  for  Horatio's  death. 
Box.  I  am  a  grieved  inau,  and  not  a  ghost,- 
That  came  for  justice  for  my  murdered  son. 
Bier.  Aye,  now  I  know  thee,  now  thou  nam'st 

thy  sou : 
Thou  art  the  lively  image  of  my  grief, 
Within  thy  face,  my  sorrows  I  may  see : 
Thy  eyes  are  gum'd*^^  with  tears,'thy  cheeks  are 

wan. 
Thy  forehead  troubled,  and  thy  muttering  lips 
Murmur  sad  words  abruptly  broken  oflE^ 
By  force  of  windy  sighs  thy  spirit  breathes, 
And  all  this  sorrow  riseth  for  thy  son : 
And  self-same  sorrow  feel  I  for  my  son. 
Come  in,  old  man,  thou  shalt  to  Isabel : 
Lean  on  my  arm ;  1  thee,  thou  me,  shalt  stay, 
And  thou,  and  I,  and  she,  will  sing  a  song ; 
Three  parts  in  one,  but  all  of  discords  framed : 
Talk  not  of  chords,  but  let  us  now  be  gone. 
For  with  a  cord  Horatio  was  slain.         [Exeunt, 

Enter  KingofSpain^  the  Duke,  Viceroi/j  and 
Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  Don  Pedro,  and  Be* 

LIMPERIA. 

JTiVt^.  Go,  brother,  ^tis  the  Duke  of  Castile^ 
cause; 
Salute  the  Viceroy  in  our  name. 

Cast.  I  go. 

Vice.  Go  forth,  Don  Pedro,  for  thy  nephew's 
sake. 
And  greet  the  Duke  of  Castile. 

Fed.  It  shall  be  so.  *36 

King.  And  now  to  meet  these  *'^  Portingales ; 
For  as  we  now  are,  so  sometiines  were  these. 
Kings  and  commanders  of  ihe  western  Indies.— 
Welcome,  brave  Viceroy,  to  the  court  of  Spain, 
And  welcome  all  his  honourable  train. 
Tis  not  unknown  to  us,  for  why  you  come, 
Or  have  so  kingly  crost  the  ra^ng  seas ; 
Sufficeth  *^*  it  in  this,  we  note  the  troth. 
And  more  than  common  love  you  lend  to  us. 
So  is  it  that  mine  honourable  niece 


^^  Dirf,  onitted,  1618.  **^  On,  omitted,  1618. 83.  S3. 
^^  Cm'tt  m  notes^l.  e.  says  Mr  Hawkins,  **  noderstandest  not ;  hast  no  knowledge  of,  or  power  io.^ 
So,  Speoter,  and  otben. 

•^^^  The»,  1618  88. 33.  **'  How,  omitted,  1618. 

^^  Thou  art,  I6«S.  83.  *"  Older,  1618.  t8.  38. 

^^  Tbco  tboa,  16:»3.  *3'  Dimmed,  1618.  93. 38. 

»»•  Be.  sir,  1618.— Be  done,  sir,  I6i3.  »i7  Ifhe,  1618. 88.  38. 
f"  SofBced,  1618.  88.  33. 
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(For  it  beseems  us  now  that  it  be  knowo) 

Already  is  betrothed  to  Balthezar ; 

And,  by  appointment  and  our  condescent. 

To-morrow  are  they  *^'  to  be  married. 

To  this  intent  we  entertain  thyself. 

Thy  followers,  their  pleasure,  *^  and  our  peace. 

Speak,  roeii  of  Portingale ;  shall  it  be  so  ? 

If  aye,  say  so ;  if  not,  bay  flatly,  no. 

Vice.  Renowned  king,  Tcome  not  as  thou  think'st^ 
With  doubtful  followers,  unresolv^  men. 
But  such  as  have  upon  thine  articles 
Confirmed  thy  motion,  and  contented  me. 
Know,  sovereign,  1  come  to  solemnize 
The  marriage  of  th^  well-beloved  niece. 
Fair  Belimperia,  with  my  Balthezar ; 
With  thee,  my  son,  whom  sith  I  live  to  see, 
Here  take  my  crown,  I  give  it  her  and  thee: 
And  let  roe  live  a  solitary  life. 
In  ceaseless  prayers. 

To  think  how  strangely  heaven  hath  thee  pre- 
sened. 

King.  See,  brother,  see,  bow  nature  strives  in 
him ! 
Come,  worthy  Viceroy,  and  accompany 
Thy  friend,  with  thine  extremities ; . 
A  place  more  private  fits  this  princely  mood. 

Vice.  Or  here,  or  where  your  highness  thinks  it 
good. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Castile  and  Lorenzo. 

Catt.  Nny,  stay,  Lorenzo,  let  me  talk  with  you ; 
See'bt  thuu  this  entertainment  of  these  kings  ? 

Lor.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  joy  to  see  the  same. 

Cast.  And  knowest  thou  why  this  meeting  is? 

Lor.  For  her,  my  lord,  whom  Balthezar  doth 
love. 
And  to  confirm  the  promised  marriage. 

Cast.  She  isth^  sister. 

Lor.  Who,  Belimperia  ?  Aye,  my  gracious  lord ; 
And  this  is  the  day  that  I  have  longed  so  happily 
to  see. 

Cast.  Thou  would'st  be  loth  that  any  fault  of 
thine 
Should  intercept  her  in  her  happiness  ? 

Lor.  Heavens  will  not  let  Lorenzo  err  so  much. 

Cast.  Why,  then,  Lorenzo,  listen  to  my  words. 
It  is  suspected,  and  reported  too. 
That  thou,  Lorenzo,  wrong'st  Hieronimo, 
And  in  his  suits  towards  his  majesty 
Still  keep'st  him  back,  and  seek'st  to  cross  his  suit 

Lor.  That  I,  my  lord  ? 


Cast.  I  tell  thee,  son,  mysdf  have  heard  it  said, 
When  (to  my  sorrow)  I  have  been  ashamed 
To  answer  for  thee,  though  thou  art^^  my  son. 
Lorenzo,  know'st  thbu  not  the  common  love, 
And  kindness  thnt  Hieronimo  hath  won 
By  his  deserts,  within  the  court  of  Spain  ? 
Or  seest  thou  not  the  king  my  brother's  care 
In  his  behalf,  and  to  procure  his  health  ? 
Lorenzo,  should'st  thou  thwart  bis  pastioDS, 
And  he  exclaim  against  thee  to  the  king. 
What  honour  were't  in  this  assembly. 
Or  what  a  scandal  were't  among  the  kings^ 
To  hear  Hieronimo  exclaim  on  thee  ? 
Tell  me,  and  look  thou  tell  me  truly  too^*^ 
Whence  grows  the  ground  of  this  report  m  court  F 

Lor.  My  lord,  it  lies  not  in  Lorenzo's  power 
To  stop  the  ^-ulgar,  liberal**'  of  their  tongues; 
A  small  advantage  makes  a  water-breach. 
And  no  man  lives,  that  long  contenteth  all. 

Cast.  Myself  have  seen  thee  busy  to  keep  back 
Him  and  his  supplications  from  the  king. 

Lor.  Vourselt,  my  lord,  have  seen  his  pasaons, 
That  ill-beseemed  the  presence  of  a  king; 
And,  for  I  pitied  him  in  his  distress, 
I  held  him  thence  with  kind  and  courteous  words, 
As  free  from  malice  to  Hieronimo, 
As  to  my  soul,  my  lord. 

Cast.  Hieronimo,  my  son,  mistakes  tbee  then. 

Lor.  My  gracious  father,  believe  me,  so  he  doth. 
But  what's  a  silly  man,  distract  in  mind, 
To  think  -upon  the  murder  of  his  son  ? 
Alas  ?  how  easy  is  it  for  him  to  err  ? 
But,  for  his  satisfaction,  and  the  world's, 
'Twere  good,  my  lord,  that  *•*  Hieronimo  and  I 
Were  reconciled,  if  he  misamstnie  me. 

Cast.  Lorenzo,  thou  hast  said,  it  shall  be  so.— 
Go  one  of  you,  and  call  Hieronimo. 

Enter  Balthezar  and  Belimperia. 

Bal  Come,  Belimperia,  Balthezar's  content; 
My  sorrow's  ease,  and  sovereign  of  my  bliss, 
Sith  heaven  hath  ordained  thee  **'  to  be  mine. 
Disperse  those  clouds  and  melancholy  looks, 
And  clear  *^  them  up  with  those  thy  son^brig^ 

eyes. 
Wherein  my  hope  and  heaven's  fair  beauty  lies. 

Bel.  My  looks,  my  lord,  are  fitting  for  roj  lofe ; 
Which,  new  begun,  can  show  no  brighter  yet. 

Bal.  New  kindled  flames  should  bom  as  mom- 
ing  sun. 


«9  They  are,  I6S3.  ^  Pleasures,  1623.  S3. 

^'  Wert,  1618  2S.  S3.  ^  Too,  omitted,  1618. 23. 38. 

^^3  Liberal—Liberal,  in  our  ancient  writers,  is,  as  here,  frequently  used  to  signify  IkaUious^ 

Field's  H^oauni's  a  Weathercock : 

"Next  that,  the  fame 

Of  your  neglect  and  Hheval  talkhig  <oDgue, 

Which  breads  my  honour  an  eternal  wroog." 

«44  Tkaty  omitted,  1 623. 33.  1  ^5  Heaven  hath  thee  ordaiiied,  1623. 39. 

^  Chcare,  1618. 28. 33.  '  ^ 
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BeL  But  not  too  fast,  lest  beat  aad  all  be  done. 
I  see,  my  lord,  my  father. 

BaL  Truce,  my  luve,  I  will  go  salute  him. 

Ciut,  Welcome,  Balthezar;  welcome,  brave 
prince. 
The  pledge  of  Castlle*s  peace ; 
And  welcome,  Belimpeha. — How  now,  girl  f 
Why  com'st  thou  sadly  to  salute  us  thus  ? 
Concent  thyself,  for  I  am  satisfied. 
It  is  not  now  as  when  Andrea  lived. 
We  have  forgotten  and  forgiven  that. 
And  thou  art  graced  with  a  happier  love.— 
But,  Balthezar,  here  comes  Hieronimo. 
Ill  have  a  word  with  him. 

Enter  IIieronimo  and  Servant, 

Hier,  And  where's  the  duke  ? 

Serv.  Yonder. 

Bkr,  Even  so :  what  new  device  hath  they  de- 
vised tro? 
Pocas  palabras,  ^'  mild  as  the  lamb : 
r$t,  I  will  be  revenged  ?  ^^  no,  1  am  not  the  man. 

Cot/.  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

Lor,  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

BaL  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  My  lords,  I  thank  you  for  Horatio. 

CoMt,  Hieronimo,  the  reason  that  I  sent 
To  speak  with  you,  is  this. 

Eier.  What^  so  short  ? 
Then  I'll  be  gone,  I  thank  you  foPt. 

Coit,  Nay,  stay,  Hieronimo : — go  call  him,  son. 

Lor,  Hieronimo,  my  father  craves  a  word  with 
you. 

Eier,  With  me,  sir  ?  why,  my  lord,  I  thought 
you  had  done. 

Lor,  No ;  would  he  had  ! 

Catt,  Hieronimo,  I  hear 
You  find  yourself  aggrieved  at  my  son. 
Because  vpu  have  not  access  unto  the  king ; 
And  say  'tis  he  that  intercepts  your  suits. 

Eier,  Why,  is  not  this  a  miserable  thing,  my 
lord? 

Cast,  Hieronhno,  I  hope  you  have  no  cause ; 
And  would  be  loth  that  one  of  your  deserts, 
Should  once  have  reason  to  suspect  my  son, 
Con»dering  how  I  chink  of  you  myself. 

Eier,  Your  son  Lorenzo !  whom,  my  noble  lord  ? 
The  hope  of  Spain  ?  mine  honourable  friend  ? 
Grant  me  the  combat  of  them,  if  they  dare ; 

[Drawt  out  hi$  &opord, 
rU  meet  him  face  to  face  to  tell  me  so. 


These  be  the  scandalous  reports  of  such. 
As  love  not  me,  and  hate  my  lord  too  much. 
Should  I  suspect  Lorenzo  would  prevent 
Or  cross  my  suit,  that  loved  my  son  so  well  ? 
My  lord,  I  am  ashamed  it  should  be  said. 

Xor,  Hieronimo,  I  never  gave  you  cause. 

Hier,  My  good  lord,  I  know  you  did  not* 

Catt,  There  pause ; 
And,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  world, 
Hieronimo,  frequent  nay  homely  house. 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  Cyprian's  ancient  seat; 
And  when  thou  wilt,  use  me,  my  son,  and  it : 
But  here,  before  Piince  Balthezar  and  me. 
Embrace  each  other,  and  be  perfect  friends. 

Hier,  Aye  marry,  my  lord,  and  shall ; 
Friends,  quoth  he ;  see,  Fll  be  friends  with  you 

all; 
Especially  ivith  you,  my  lovely  lord : 
For  divers  causes,  it  is  fit  for  us 
That  we  be  friends ;  the  world  is  suspicious, 
And  men  may  think  what  we  imagine  not. 

BaL  Why  this  is  friendly  done,  Hieronimo. 

Lor,  And  thus,  I  hope,  old  grudges  are  forgot. 

Hier,  What  else  ?  it  were  a  shame  it  should 
not  be  so. 

Catt.  Come  on,  Hieronimo,  at  my  reouest. 
Let  us  intreat  your  company  to-day.      [Exeunt, 

Hier,  Your  lordship's  to  command. — Pha ! 
Keep  your  way. 

^^  Mi !  chi  mi  fa  piu  carrezze  che  non  suole 
Tradito  mha,o  tradir  mi  vuole,         [Exit. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revenge, 

"  Ghott,  Awake,  Erictho ;  Cerberus,  awake ! 
''Solicit  Pluto,  gentle  Proserpine, 
^  To  combat  Acheron  and  Erebus  in  hell, 
"  For  ne'er  by  Styx  and  Phlegeton, 
**  Nor  ferried  Charon  to  the  fiery  lakes, 
"  Such  fearful  sights,  as  poor  Andrea  see. 
'*  Revenge,  awake ! 

"  *'°  Rev.  Awake,  for  why  ? 

**  Ghott,  Awake,  Revenge,  for  thou  art  ill  ad- 
vised 
**  To  sleep ;  awake !  what,  thou^"  art  warned  to 
watch? 

''  Rev,  Content  thyself,  and  do  not  trouble  me. 

**  Ghott,  Awake,  Revenge  1  if  love,  as  love  hath 
had, 
^  Have  yet  the  power  or  prevalence  in  hell : 
^  Hieronimo  with  Lorenzo  is  joined  in  league^ 
**  And  intercepts  our  passage  to  revenge ; 


^^  Poeat  jM&iftra»— These  words  are  given  to  the  Tinker  in  the  Indoction  to  the  Taming  of  the  Shrew 
•  order  to  ridicule  them. 
^  Hist,  I  will  be  revenged,  163S. 
'^  Jfe,  cklmifaf  Pui  correxta  che  non  tuU 

TfoHto  vika  otrade  vuU, — Quartos. 
!^  Awoi^.  Awake,  for  why  ?^«mitted,  1618. 23. 33. 
!!1  Thou,  omitted,  1618.  «3.  Si, 
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**  Awake,  Rerenge !  or  we  are  woe-be-gone.  *'* 
**  Rev,  Thus  worldlings  ground  what  they  have 
dreamed  upon. 
**  Content  thyself,  Andrea,  though  I  sleep, 
**  Ytt  is  **^  my  mood  soliciting  their  souls : 
**  Suffice  it  thee  that  poor  Hieronimo 
**  Cannot  forget  his  son  Horatio. 
**  Nor  dies  lievenge,  although  he  sleep  a  while : 
**  For  in  unquiet,  quietness  is  feigned,"* 
^  And  slumbering  is  a  common  worldly  wile. 
**  Behold,  Andrea,  for  an  instance,  how 
^  Revenge  hath  slept,  and  then  imagine  thou, 
**  What  'tis  to  he  subject  to  destiny. 

Enter  a  Dumb  Show, 

^  Ghoet,  Awake,  Rerenge !  reveal  this  mystery. 


'^  Rev,  The  two  first,  the  nuptial  torches  bore, 
'  As  brightly  "'  burning  as  the  mid-day's  sun : 
'  But  after  the4n  doth  Hymen  hie  as  fast, 
'  Clothed  in  sable,  and  a  saffron  robe, 
'  And  blows  them  out,  and  qneucbeth  tbeoi  with 
blood, 

*  As  discontent  that  things  continue  so. 

^  Ghctt.  Snfficeth  roe  thy  meaning's  anda^ 
stood, 
'And  thanks  to  ^'^  thee,  and  those  iafemal 
powers, 

*  That  will  not  tolerate  a  lover's  woe. 

*  Rest  thee  for  I  will  sit  to**'  see  the  rest. 

**  Rev,  Then">  argue  not,  for  tliou  hast  thy 
request 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Belimperia  and  Hieronimo. 


BeL  Is  this  the  love  thou  bear'st  Horatio  ? 
Is  this  the  kindness  that  thou  counterfeit'st  ? 
Are  these  the  fruits  of  thy  incessant  tears? 
Hiemnimo,  are  these  thy  passions. 
Thy  protf  btations,  and  thy  deep  laments, 
That  thou  wert  wont  to  weary  men  withal  ? 
Oh,  unkind  father !  oh,  deceitful  world  ! 
With  what  excuses  can'st  thou  shew  thyself? 
With  what  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men. 
From  this  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men ; 
Thus  to  neglect  the  loss  and  life  **'  of  him. 
Whom  both  my  letters,  and  thine  own  l>elief, 
Assures  thee  to  be  causeless  slaughtered  ? 
Hieronimo,  for  shame  !  Hieronimo, 
Be  not  a  history  to  after-times 
Of  such  untn^titude  unto  thy  son ; 
Unhappy  mothers  of  such  children  then. 
But  monstrous  fathers  to  forget  so  soon 
Tlie  death  of  those,  whom  they  with  care  and  cost 
Have  tendered  so,  thus  careless  should  be  lost 
Myself,  a  stranger  in  respect  of  thee. 
So  loved  his  life,  as  still  I  wish  their  deaths. 
Nor  fthal)  his  death  he  unrevenged  bv  mc. 
Although  1  bear  it  out  for  fashion's*^  sake; 
Tor  here  I  swear,  in  sight  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Shoulffst  thou  neglect  the  love  thou  should*6t  re- 
tain. 
And  givp  it  over,  and  devise  no  more, 
Myself  bhuuld  send  their  hateful  souls  to  hell. 
That  wrought  his  downfal,  with  toitremest  death. 


Hier,  But  may  it  be,  that  Belimperia 
Vows  such  revenee  as  slie  hath  deigned  to  say  ? 
Why  then  I  see  that  heaven  applies  our  drift, 
And  all  the  saints  do  sit  soliciting 
For  vengeance  on  those  cursed  murderers. 
Madam,  'tis  true,  and  now  I  find  it  so : 
I  found  a  letter,  written  in  your  name, 
And  in  that  letter,  how  Horatio  died. 
Pardon,  O  pardon,  Belimperia, 
My  fear  and  care  in  not  bePteving  it; 
Nor  think  I  thoughtless  think  upon  a  mean. 
To  let  his  death  be  unrevenged  at  full : 
And  here  I  vow,  so  you  but  give  ooosent. 
And  will  conceal  my  resolution, 
I  will  ere  long  determine  of  their  deatbs. 
That  causeless  thus  have  murdered  my  son. 

BeL  Hieronimo,  I  will  consent,  conceal. 
And  aught  ^'  that  may  effect  for  thine  avail 
Join  with  thee  to  revenge  Horatio*s  death. 

Hier.  On,  ***  then ;  whatsoever  I  devise. 
Let  me  intreat  you,  grace  my  practices : 
For  why,  the  plot's  already  in  my  head. — 
Here  they  are. 

Enter  Baltbezab  and  Lobckzo. 

Bal  How  now,  Hieronimo?  what,  courtiDg Be- 
limperia ? 
Hier,  Aye,  my  lord,  such  courting  as  I  promise 

you. 

She  hath  my  heart :  but  you,  fny  Iprd,  have  hers. 
Lor,  But  now,  Hieronimo,  or  nevcr^  we  are  tt 
intreat  your  help. 


*'*  Woe  begone^Lnei  In  WfK. 
*"  in,  I6l8.«r..38. 
'"  Brixhf,  I6l8..:8.33. 
*"  Unto,  16,8  xXSS. 
»'»  Life  and  loss,  161tf.«S.  33. 
^'  What,  16^3. 


«4  Foond,  1618.^.33. 

«6  Uoto,  1618.2:1.33. 

»»  Thus,  1618. 

^^  FatbioD. 

^*  O  then,  1616. 23. 3^. 
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flter.  My  help?  why,  my  good  lords,  assare 
yooneSres  of  me; 
For  you  have  given  me  cause,  aye,  hy  my  faith  ^' 
have  you. 

BaL  It  pleased  you,  at  the  entertainment  of  the 
arahassador, 
To  grace  the  king  so  much  as  with  a  show : 
Now  were  your  study  so  well  furnished, 
As  for  the  passing  off  the  first  night's  sport, 
To  entertain  my  father  with  the  like, 
Or  any  such  like  pleasine  motion, 
Assure  yourself  it  would  content  them  well 

Hier,  Is  this  all? 

Lor.  Aye,  this  is  all. 

Hi^,  Why,  then,  I'll  fit  you,  say  no  more. 
*^  When  I  was  young,  I  gave  my  mind. 
And  olied  myself  to  ^uitless  poetry ; 
Wbicb^  though  it  profit  the  professor  nought^ 
Yet  is  it  ^'  passing  pleasing  to  the  world. 

Lor,  And  how  for  that  ? 

Hier,  Marry,  my  good  lord,  thus : 
And  jret  methmks  you  are  too  quick  with  us. 
When  in  Toledo,  there  I  studied. 
It  \fas  my  chance  to  write  a  tragedy, 
iiee  here,  my  lords,  [Shows  them  a  Book, 

Which,  long  forgot,  I  found  this  other  day ; 
Now  wonldyour  lordships  favour  me  so  much 
As  but  to  grace  me  with  your  acting  it, — 
I  mean  each  one  of  you  to  play  a  part, — 
Assure  you  it  will  prove  most  passing  strange, 
And  wondrous  plausible  to  the  assembly. 

BaL  What,  would  vou  have  us  play  a  tragedy? 

Hier,  Why,  Nero  thought  it  no  disparagement ; 
And  kings  and  emperors  have  ta'en  delight. 
To  make  experience  of  their  wits  in  plays. 

Lor.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  good  Hieronimo, 
The  prince  but  asked  you  a  question. 

BaL  In  faith,  Hieronimo,  and  you  be  in  earnest, 
1*11  make  one. 

Lor.  And  I  another. 

Hier.  Now,  my  good  lord,  could  you  intreat 
Yoor  sister  Belimperia  to  make  one : 
For  what's  a  play  without  a  woman  in*t  ? 

BeL  Little  intreaty  shall  serve  me,  Hieronimo ; 
For  I  must  needs  be  employed  in  your  play. 

Hier,  Why  this  is  well :  I  tell  you,  lordung^ 
It  was  determined  to  have  been  acted 


fiy  gentlemen  and  sdiolars  too; 
Such  as  could  tell  what  to  speak. 

BaL  And  now  it  shall  he  ^^  played  by  princet 
and  courtiers. 
Such  as  can  tell  how  to  speak ; 
If,  as  it  is  our  country  manner. 
You  will  but  let  us  know  the  argument 

Hier,  Hiat  shall  I  roundly.-  -The  chrontcles  of 
Spain 
Record  this  written  of  a  knight  of  ^'  Rhodes : 
He  was  betrothed,  and  wedded  at  the  length. 
To  one  Perseda,  an  Italian  dame. 
Whose  beauty  ravished  all  that  her  beheld ; 
Espedaily  the  soul  of  Solyman, 
Who  at  the  marriage  was  the  chiefest  guest. 
By  sundry  means  sought  Solyman  to  win 
Perseda's  love,  and  could  not  gain  the  same ; 
Then  *g<^n  ^  break  his  passion  to  a  friend, 
One  of  his  Bashaws,  whom  he  held  full  dear; 
Her  had  this  Bashaw  long  solicited. 
And  saw  she  was  not  otherwise  to  be  won 
But  by  her  husband's  death,  this  knight  of  Rhodes ; 
Whom  presently  by  treachery  lie  slew : 
She,  stirred  with  an  exceeding  hate  therefore, 
As  cause  of  this  slew  Solyman ; 
And,  to  escape  the  Bashaw*s  tyranny. 
Did  stab  herself: — and  this^  the  tragedy. 

Lor,  Aye,  sir. 

BeL  But  say,  Hieronimo,  what  then  became  of 
him 
That  was  the  Bashaw? 

Hier,  Marry,  thus :  Moved  with  remorse  of  hia 
misdeeds,  * 

Ran  to  a  mountain  top,  and  *^  hung  himself. 

BaL  But  which  of  us  is  to  perform  that  part  ? 

Hier.  O,  that  will  I,  my  lords,  make  no  doubt 
of  it, 
ni  play  the  murderer,  I  warrant  you; 
For  I  already  have  conceited  that. 

BaL  And  what  shall  I  ? 

Hier.  Great  Solyman,  the  *'**  Turkish  emperor. 

Lor.  And  I? 

Hier.  Erasto^  the  knight  of  Rhodes. 

BeL  And  I? 

Hier,  Perseda,  chaste,  and  resolute. — 
And  liere,  my  lords,  are  several  abstracts  drawn^ 
For  each  of  you  to  note  your  parts^ 


^^  Honour,  16t8. 83. 39. 

^^  When  I  woi  yovmgy  &c.— Ben  Jonson,  who,  as  hath  been  said,  performed  the  part  of  HierOBimo, 
lialk  borrowed  this  thoogbt.    See  Every  Man  in  hi$  Humour,  A.  1.  S.  1 : 

**  Myself  was  once  a  student,  and,  indeed. 
Fed  with  tbe  self-same  humour  he  is  now. 
Dreaming  oo  npucbt  but  idle  poetry, 
I'hat  fluitleM  and  unprofitable  art. 
Good  BOto  nope,  but  least  to  tbe  professors.** 

^  It  if,  less.  ^  Said,  1618.  SS.  S3. 

^  Of  the  Rhodes,  1618.  *«»  This  b,  1618. 23. 33. 

^  Hanged,  1618. 83. 33.  »70  jbat^  1618. 
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And  act  it  af  occesiod's  oflbred  yoa. 
You  must  provide  a  Turkish  cau» 
A  black  mustachio,  and  a  faulc»ion« 

[Gives  a  Paper  to  Balthezar. 
You  with  a  cross,  like  to*^'  a  knight  of  Rhodes; 
[Givet  another  to  Lorenzo. 
Andy  madam,  you  must  attire  yourself, 

[Gives  Belimperia  another, 
like  Phebe,  Flora,  or  the  huntress,  ^^^ 
Which  to  your  discretion  shall  seem  best. 
As  for  me,  my  lords,  I'll  look  to  one, 
And  with  the  ransom  that  the  Viceroy  sent, 
So  furnish  and  perform  this  tragedy, 
^^^  As  all  the  world  shall  say,  liierooimo 
Was  liberal  in  gracing  of  it  so. 

BaL  Hieronimo,  methinks  a  comedy  were  bet- 
ter. 

Hier,  A  comedy!  6b I  comedies  are  fit  for 
common  wits : 
But  to  present  a  kingly  troop  withal. 
Give  me  a  stately-written  tragedy ; 
Dragisdia  cothumatOy  fitting  kings. 
Containing  matter,  and  not  common  things. 
My  lords,  all  this  must  be  performed. 
As  fitting  for  the  first  night  s  revelling. 
The  Italian  tragedians  were  so  sharp  of  wit, 
That  in  one  hour's  meditation. 
They  would  perform  any  thing  in  action. 

imr.  And  well  it  may,  for  I  have  seen  the  like 
In  Paris,  'mongst  the  French  tragedians. 

Hier.  In  Paris  !  mass,  and  well  remembered. 
There's  one  thing  more  that  rests  for  us  to  do. 

BaL  What's  that,  Hierooimo  ?  forget  not  any 
thing. 

Hier,  Each  one  of  us  must  act  his  piirt 
In  unknown  languages, 
That  it  may  breed  the  *^*  more  variety : 
As  you,  my  lord,  in  Latin ;  I  in  Greek ; 
You  in  Italian ;  and,  for  because  I  know 
That  Belimperia  hath  practised  the  French, 
In  courtly  French  shall  all  her  phrases  be. 

BeL  You  mean  to  try  my  cunning  then,  Uiero- 
nimo. 

Bal,  But  this  will  be  a  mere  confusion. 
And  hardly  shall  we  all  be  understood. 

Hier,  It  must  be  so ;  for  the  conclusion 
Shall  prove  the  invention,  and  all  was  good : 
And  i  myself  in  an  oration. 
And  with  a  strange  and  wonderous  show  besides, 
That  I  will  have  Siere  behind  a  curtain. 
Assure  thyself,  shall  make  the  matter  known : 


And  all  shall  be  condoded  in  one  scene, 
For  there's  no  pleasure  ta'en  in  tediousoess. 

BaL  How  liu  you  this  ? 

Lor,  Why  thus,  my  lord,  we  must  resolve 
To  sooth  bis  humours  up. 

BaL  On  then ;  ^^^  Hieronimo,  farewell  till  soon. 

Hier.  You'll  ply  this  gear? 

Lor.  I  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Hierovimo. 

Hier.  Why  so;  ^^^  now  shall  I  see  the  faU  of 
Babylon, 
Wrought  by  the  heavens  in  this  confusion. 
And  if  the  world  like  not  this  tragedy. 
Hard  is  the  hap  of  old  Hieronimo.  [Exit, 

Enter  Isabella,  with  a  Weapon* 

hob.  Tell  me  no  more,  O  monstrous  homkides! 
Since  neither  piety,  nor  pity,  moves 
The  king  to  justice  or  compassion, 
I  will  revenge  myself  upon  this  place, 
*^'  Where  thus  they  murdered  my  beloved  son; 

[She  cuts  down  the  Arkmr. 
Down  with  these  branches,  and  these  loathsome 

boushs. 
Of  this  unfortunate  and  fatal  pine, 
Down  with  them,  Isabella,  rent  them  op. 
And  bum  the  roots  from  whence  the  rest  is  qmmg. 
I  will  not  leave  a  root,  a  stalk,  a  tree, 
A  bough,  a  branch,  a  blossom,  nor  a  leaf. 
No,  not  an  herb  within  this  garden-plot. 
Accursed  complot  of  my  misery ! 
Fruitless  for  ever  mav  this  garden  be^ 
Barren  the  earth,  and  blisiless  ^'"  whosoerer 
Imagines  not  to  keep  it  unmanored. 
An  eastern  wind,  commixed  with  noisome  ain^ 
Shall  blast  the  plants,  and  the  young  saplings: 
The  earth  with  serpents  shall  be  pestered. 
And  passengers,  for  fear  to  be  infect^ 
Shall  stand  aloof;  and  looking  at  it,  lell, 
There,  murdered,  died  the  son  of  Isabel. 
Aye,  here  he  died,  and  here  I  him  embcaoe. 
See  there  his  ghost  solicits  ^''  with  his  woonds 
Reven(^  on  her  that  should  revenge  his  death. 
Hierommo,  make  haste  to  see  thy  son ; 
For  sorrow  and  despair  hath  cited  me. 
To  hear  Horatio  plead  with  Rhadamant. 
Make  haste,  Hieronimo ;  to  hold  excused  *^ 
Thy  negligence  in  pursuit  of  their  deaths. 
Whose  hateful  wrath  bereaved  him  of  his  breath. 
Ah  nay,^'  thou  dost  deh^r  their  deaths, 
Forgirst  the  murderers  of  thy  noble  son, 


*^'  To,  omitted,  161  g.  *y»  The  AtcfKrw,— i.  e.  Diana.    Hawkins. 

*73  That,  1623.  SS.  »'♦  The,  omitted,  1618.  «S.  33. 

*7s  o  then,  1633.  W  i,  ^hy,  1633. 

*'7  Where  they  mordered,  1618.83.— Where  they  have  murdered,  1633. 

«7S  filetsless,  1618. 23. 33.  «79  Solicited  with  hit  wounds,  1618. 23.  33. 

*8o  To  hold  exclude,  161  d.  23, 33.  w  Ha,  1618. 83. 83. 
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And  Done  bat  I  bestir  me  to  no  end : 
Aod  as  I  curse  this  tree  from  farther  fruit, 
So  shall  my  womb  be  cursed  for  his  sake ; 
And  with  this  weapon  will  I  wound  the  breast, 
The  hapless  breast  that  gave  Horatio  suck. 

[She  ttabt  hertelf. 

Enter  HieronimOi  he  knocks  up  the  Curtairu 
Enter  the  Duke  ofCaetile. 

Cast,  How  now,  Hieronimo,  where*s  your*** 
fellows, 
That  you  take  all  this  pain  ? 

Hkr,  O,  sir,  it  is  for  the  author's  credit, 
To  look  that  all  things  majr  go  well ; 
fiut,  good  mT  lord,  let  me  intreat  your  grace 
To  give  the  king  the  copy  of  the  play ; 
This  is  the  argument  of  what  we  show. 

Cast,  I  will,  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  One  thing  more,  my  good  *'^  lord. 

Cffsf.  What's  that? 

Eier.  Let  me  intreat  your  grace. 
That  when  the  train  are^**  past  into  the  gallery, 
YoQ  would  vouchsafe  to  throw  me  down  the  key. 

Cast,  I  will,  Hieronimo.  [Exit  Castile. 

Hier.  What  are  yon  ready,  Balthezar  ? 
Bring  a  chair  and  a  cushion  for  the  king. 

Enter  Balthezar  with  a  Chair. 

Well  done,  Balthezar,  hang  up  the  title; 

Our  scene  is  Rhodes.    What,  is  your  beard  oo  ? 
BaL  Half  on,  the  other  is  in  my  hand.   > 
Hier.  Dispatch  for  shame !  are  you  so  long? — 
[Exit  Balthezar. 

Bethink  thyself,  Hieronimo, 

Recal  thy  wits,  recount  thy  former  wrongs, 

Thou  hast  received  by  murder  of  thy  son. 

And  lastly,  tliough  not  least,  how  Isabel, 

Once  his  mother,  aod  my  dearest  wife. 

All  woe-begoae  **'  for  him,  hath  slain  herself. 

Behoves  thee  then,  Hieronimo,  to  be  revenged ! 

The  plot  is  laid  of  dire  revenge. 

On  then,  ***  Hieronimo,  porsae  revenge; 

For  nothing  wants,  but  acting  of  revenge.   [Exit. 

Enter  Spanish  King,  Vicermf,  Duke  of  Castile, 
and  their  Train. 

King.  Now,  Vioerojr,  shall  we  see  the  tragedy 
Of  Solyman  the  Turkish  emperor. 
Performed  of  pleasure  bj  your  **^  son  the  prince, 
My  nephew,  Don  Lorenzo,  and  my  niece  ? 

Vice.  Who,  Belimperia  ? 

King.  Aye,  and  Hieronimo,  our  marshal, 


At  whose  request  they  deign***  to  do't  themr 

selves ; 
These  be  our  pastimes  in  the  court  of  Spain. — 
Here,  brother,  you  shall  be  the  book-keeper; 
This  is  the  argument  of  that  they  show. 

[Gives  him  a  Book 

Gentlemen,  this  play  of  Hieronimo,  m  itifiiry 
languages,  was  thought  good  to  be  set  down 
in  English  more  Itirgefy,  for  the  easier  under^ 
standing  to  every  public  reader. 

Enter  BaIthezar,  Belimperia,  and  Hiero- 

KIMO. 

Bal  Bashaw,  that  Rhodes  is  ours,  yield  heaven* 
the  honour. 
And  holy  Mahomet  our  sacred  prophet : 
And  be  thou  graced  with  every  excellence. 
That  Solyman  can  give,  or  thou  desire. 
But  thy  desert  in  conquering  Rhodes  is  less, 
Than  in  reserving  this  fair  Christian  *^  nymph, 
Persedo,  blia«ful  lamp  of  excellence, 
Whose  eyes  compel  like  powerful  adamant 
The  warlike  heart  of  Solyman  to  wait. 

King.  See  Viceroy,  that  is  Balthezar  your  sop. 
That  represents  the  emperor  Solyman : 
How  well  he  acts  his  amorous  passion  ! 

Vice.  Aye,  Belimperia  hath  taught  him  that. 

Cast.  That's  because  his  mind  runs  all  on  Be* 
limperia, 

Hier.  Whatever  joy  earth  yields,  betide*^  your 
majesty. 

BaL  Earth  yields  no  joy  without  Perseda's  love. 

Hier.  ***'  Let  then  Perseda  on  your  grace  at- 
tend. 

Bal  She  shall  not  wait  on  me,  but  I  on  her. 
Drawn  by  the  influence  of  her  lights,  I  yield ; 
But  let  my  friend  the  Rhodian  knight  come  forth, 
Erastus  dearer  than  my  life  to  me, 
That  he  may  see  Perseda  my  beloved. 


Enter  Lorenzo. 


King. 


Here  comet  Lorenzo— Look  upon  the 
plot. 
And  tell  me,  brother,  what  part  plays  he  ? 

BeL  Ah,  my  Erastus,  welcome  to  Perseda. 

Xor.  Thrice  happy  is  Erastus  that  tliou  livest; 
Rhodes'  loss  is  nothing  to  Erastus*  joy, 
Sith  Ids  Perseda  lives,  his  hfe  survives. 

Btf(.,  Ah,  Bashaw,  here  is  love  betwixt  Erastus 
And  fair  Perseda,  sovereign  of  my  soul. 

Hier.  Remove  Erastus,  mighty  Solyman^ 


*•*  Thy,  1618.  ?8.  W. 
*»♦  11,1618.83.93. 
*««  On  them,  1618. 83. 88. 
*M  Oenie,  1618. 
*^  Betinde,  1618. 


*•'  Good  my,  1633. 

*»5  FTw  *e^<ww— See  P.  609.  Note. 

*»7  Oar,  161 H.  83.  S3. 

«*9  CkrUHm,  omMieA,  1633. 

*''  Then  let,  1618.88.33. 
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And  then  Peraeda  will  be  qaicklywon. 

BaL  Erastus  in  my  frieDd,  and  while  lie  lives 
Pcrseda  never  will  remove  her  love. 

Mter,  Let  nut  Erattus  live  to  grieve  great  Solj- 
mai>. 

Bal.  Dear  is  Erastus  in  our  princely  eye. 

Hier,  But  if  he  be  your  rival,  let  him  die. 

BaL  Why,  let  him  die ;  so  love  commandeth 
me; 
Yet  erieve  I  that  Erastus  should  so  die. 

Hier.  Erastus,  Solyman  salutetb  thee» 
AncI  lets  thee  wit  by  me  his  highness'  will, 
M  hich  is,  that  thou  should'st  be  thus  employed. 

[5^a^  him, 

BtL  Ah  me,  Erastus !— See,  Solyman,  Erastus 
slain. 

Bal,  Yer  liveth  Solyman  to  comfort  thee. 
Fair  queen  of  beauty,  let  not  favour  die. 
But  with  a  leracious  eye  behold  his  grief. 
That  with  Perseda's  beauty  is  mcrnsed. 
If  by  Perseda's  grief  be  not  released. 

BeL  Tyrant,  desist  soliciting  vain  suits ; 
Relentless  are  mine  ears  to  thy  laments, 
As  thv  butcher  is  pitiless  and  base, 
Which  siezed  ou  mv  Erastus,  harmless  knight ; 
Yet  by  thy  power  thou  thinkest  to  Cf^mmand, 
And  to  thy  power  Perseda  doth  obey ; 
But  were  fcbe  able,  thus  she  would  revenge 
Thy  treacheries  on  thee,  ignoble  prince ; 

[Staht  him. 
And  on  herself  she  would  be  thus  revenged. 

[Stabihenelf. 

King,  Well  said,  old  marshal,  this  was  bravely 
done. 

Hier.  But  Belimperia  plays  Perseda  well. 

Vice.  Were  this  in  earnest,  Belimperia? 
You  would  be  better  to  my  son  than  so. 

King,  But  no>%  what  follows  ^^  for  Hieronimo  ? 

Hier.  Marry  this  follotTS  for  Hieronimo ; 
Here  break  we  off  our  sundry  languages. 
And  thus  conclude  I  in  our  vulvar  tongue; 
Haply  you  think  (but   bootless  *^^   are  your 

thoughts) 
That  this  is  laltitlouslv  counterfeit. 
And  that  we  do,  as  all  tragedians  do, 
To  die  to-day,  for  fashioning  our  scene. 
The  death  of  Ajax,  or  some  Roman  peer. 
And  in  a  minute  starting  up  again. 
Revive  to  pleatte  to>morrow*8  audience ; 
No,  princes ;  know,  I  am  Hieronimo, 


The  hopeless  fiither  of  a  hapless  soo. 

Whose  tongue  is  ^^  tuned  to  tell  bis  latest  tak^ 

Not  to  excuse  gross  errors  in  the  play. 

I  see  your  looks  urge  instance  of  thoK  wot  da— > 

Behold  the  reason  urging  me  to  this. 

[He  ihems  his  dead  5m. 
See  here  my  show,  look  on  this  spectacle ; 
Here  lay  my  hope,  and  here  my  hope  hath  end : 
Here  lay  my  heart,  and  here  my  heart  was  shun ; 
Here  lay  my  treasure,  here  my  treasure  lost; 
Here  lay  my  blissi  and  here  my  bliss  bereft; 
But,  hope,  heart,  treasure,  joy,  and  bitsa, 
All  fled,  fail'd,  died;  yea,  all deca/d  with  this. 
From  forth  these  wounds  came  breath  that  g;ive 

me  life; 
They  murder'd  me,  that  made  these  fatal  mark& 
The  cause  was  love,  whence  grew  this  mortal  hate, 
The  hate,  Lorenao  and  voung  Baltbezar, 
The  love,  my  son  to  Belimperia; 
But  night,  tlie  coverer  of  accursed  crimes. 
With  pitchy  silence   hush'd  ^'  these   traitors 

hflirms, 
And  lent  them  leave,  for  they  bad  ^^  sorted  lei- 
sure. 
To  take  advantage  in  my  garden-plot. 
Upon  my  son,  my  dear  Horatio; 
There  merciless  they  butchered  up  my  boy. 
In  black  dark  night,  to  pale  dim  cruel  death. 
He  shrieks,  I  heard ;  and  yet  methinks  I  bear 
His  dismal  outcry  echo  In  the  air ; 
With  soonest  speed  I  hasted  to  the  noise, 
Where  hanging  on  a  tree  I  found  my  son. 
Through  girt  with  wounds,  and  sUu^ter^d  asyoa 

see; 
And  grieved  I,  think  you,  at  this  spectacle  ? 
Speak,  Portiogale,  whose  loss  ^^^  resembles 
If  thou  can'st  weep  upon  thy  Balthezar, 
Tis  like  I  ***  wail'd  for  my  Horatio  — 
And  you,  my  lord,  whose  reconciled  son 
March'd  in  a  net,  and  thought  himself 
And  rated  me  for  brain-sick  lunacy, 
^^  With — God  amend  that  mad  Hieronimo; 
How  can  you  brook  our  play's  catastrophe  ? 
And  here  behold  this  bloody  handkerchief. 
Which  at  Horatio*s  death  I,  weeping,  dipt 
Within  the  river  of  his  bleeding  woundb, 
It,  OS  propitious,  see,  I  have  '^reserved. 
And  never  hath  it  left  my  bloody  ^'  hearty 
Soliciting  remembrance  of  my  vow. 
With  these,  O  these  accursed  murderers; 


*^  For  omitted,  1618.  23.  33. 

»»♦  Toined,  1618. 

*^  Sorted.—To  tort  Is  io  chute  or  mleet. 


Ford's  Love*t  MeUmcholyi 


^  Resemble,  1618.  VS. 
*w  Which,  161ft.  ^.83. 
3<»'  Bkedlog,  1623.  33. 


*w  Be,  1618. 83.  33. 
*9s  The  trait*roas  \6iS.  33. 
As,  in  the  Third  Part  ofHemy  F/.  A^  6.  &  6 : 

«<  For  I  will  tori  a  pitchy  day  for  thee." 


'  We  shall  iort  time  to  take  more  notice  of  him.' 


»»»  Waile,  1633. 

y>^  Preserved^  1618.  S3. 33. 
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Which  now  performed,  my  heart  is  satisfied. 

And  to  this  end  the  Bashaw  1  became. 

That  might  revenge  me  on  Lorenzo's  life ; 

Who  therefore  was  appointed  to  the  par^ 

And  was  to  represent  the  knight  of  Rhodes, 

That  I  might  kill  him  more  conveniently  :— 

So,  Viceroy,  was  this  Balthczar  thy  son. 

That  Solyman,  which  Belimperia, 

In  person  of  Pcrseda,  murdered, 

Solely  appointed  to  tJiat  tragic  part, 

That  she  might  slay  him  that  ofiended  her. 

Poor  Belimperia  missed  her  part  in  this ; 

For  though  the  story  saiih,  she  should  have 

died, 
Yet  I  of  kindness,  and  of  care  to  her, 
Did  otherwise  determine  of  her  end  ; 
But  love  of  him,  whom  they  did  hate  ^^  too 

much. 
Did  nrge  her  resolution  to  he  such. — 
And,  princes,  now  behold  HieronimO| 
Author  and  actor  in  this  tragedy. 
Bearing  his  latest  fortune  in  his  fist ; 
And  will  iis  resolute  conclude  his  part 
As  any  of  the  actors  gone  before. — 
And,  ^^'^  gentles,  thus  I  end  my  play ; 
Urg9  no  more  words,  I  have  no  more  to  say. 

[He  runneth  to  hang  himself. 
King,  O  hearken.  Viceroy — Hold,  Hieronimo — 
Brother,  my  nephew  and  thy  son  are  slain. 

Vice.  We  are  betray'd — my  Baltbezar  is  slain. 
Break  ope  the  doors — run,  save  Hierunimo. 

SThey  break  in,  and  hold  Hieronimo. 
o  but  inform  the  king  of  these  events, 
Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  have  no  harm. 
Hier.  Viceroy,  I  will  not  trust  thee  with  my 
Ufe, 
Which  I  this  day  have  ofTer'd  to  my  son. 
Accursed  wretch !  why  ^^  stay'st  thou  him  that 
was  resolved  to  die  ? 


King.  Speak;  traitor !  damned  bloody  murder- 
er, speak ! 
For  DOW  I  have  thee,  I  will  make  thee  speak. 
Why  hast  thou  done  this  undeserving  deed? 

Vice,  Why  hast  thou  murdered  my  Baltbezar  ? 

Cast,  Why  hast  thou  butchered  both  my  chil- 
dren thus? 

^  Hier,  But  are  you  sure  that  they  are  dead  ? 

**  Cast,  Aye,  slain  too  sure. 

*'Hier,  What,  and  your*s  too  ? 

**  Vice,  Aye,  all  are  dead;  not  one  of  them 
"  survive. 

'^  Hier.  Nay,  then  I  care  not — Come^  and  wc 
**  shall  be  friends : 
*^  Let  us  lay  our  heads  together. 
**  See,  hercrs  a  goodly  noose  will  hold  them  all. 

"  Vice.  O  damned  devil !  how  '°^  secure  he  is ! 

**  Hier.  Secure !  why  dost  thou  wonder  at  it? 
"  I  tell  thee,  Viceroy,  this  day  I  have  seen  re- 

"  ven^e, 
^  And  in  that  sight  am  grown  a  prouder  monarchy 
*'  Than  ever  sate  under  the  crown  of  Spain. 
^  Had  I  as  many  lives  as  there  be  stars, 
**  As  many  heavens  to  go  to  as  those  lives, 
''  I'd  give  them  all,  aye,  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
**  But  I  would  see  thee  ride  in  this  red  pooL 

^  Cast,  Speak,  who  were  thy  confederates  in 
«this? 

"  Vice.  That  was  thy  daughter  Belimperia; 
**  For  by  her  hand  my  Baltli^zar  was  slain : 
"  I  saw  her  stab  him.'' 

Hier,  O  good  words. — As  dear  to  me  was  my 
Horatio, 
As  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours,  my  lord,  to  you ; 
My  guiltless  son  was  by  Lorenzo  slain, 
And  by  Lorenzo  and  that  Baltbezar    ^ 
Am  I  at  last  revenged  thoroughly; 
Upon  whose  souls  may  heavens  be  yet '^  avenged 
30V  yf\xh  greater  far  than  these  adictions. 


^  80,  16«3. 33.  303  Gentlies,  1023.  33.  3^  Stald'st,  1623. 33. 

^^  Secure. — **  In  the  seme  of  the  Latin,  securaw— ^ecurus  admodam  de  hello  animi  securi  homo,  A  ne- 
gligent security  arbing  from  a  contempt  of  the  object  opposed.'* 

Dr  Warburton's  Note  on  Troilus  and  Cretsidoy  A.  4.  S.  5.  See  also  Dr  Farmer*8  Note  on  the  same 
pasage. 

5°^  Revenged,  1618. 23. 33. 

3^  With  greater  far  than  these  aj^ictions.'^ln  the  second  edition,  instead  of  what  is  printed  in  Inverted 
commas,  the  dialogue  goes  on  in  this  manner : 

Cast.  Bat  who  were  thy  confederates  in  this  ? 

Vice.  That  was  thy  daughter  Belimperia; 
For  by  her  hand  my  Baltbezar  wa^  slain: 
1  saw  her  stab  him. 

King,  Why8peak*8t  thou  not? 

Hier.  What  lesser  liberty  can  kings  afford 
Than- harmless  silence  ?  then  afford  it  me : 
Sufficeth,  1  may  not,  nor  1  will  not  tell  thee. 

King.  Fetch  forth  the  tortures. — 
Traitor  as  thou  art.  Til  make  thee  tell. 

Hier.  Indeed,  thou  may*8t  torment  me,  as  his  wretched  son 
Hath  done  in  murdering  my  Horatio ; 
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^  Methiricsysifioe  I  grew  '^  hiwtrd  wift  rercBge, 
**  I  cannot  look  with  icora  enough  on  death. 
"JTtf^.  Whm,  dotft^^^  thoo  mock  tn,  slmre? 

"  briHg  toiteres  forth. 
^  ffier.  Do,  dO)  do^  and  meoi  doM  111  torture 
"you: 
''  You  had  a  son,  as  I  take  it,  and  youlr  son 
^.^Miould  have  beeu  ronrried  to  ]fi)ilr  daughter: 

"^  ha,  was't  not  bo  ? 
"  You  had  a  son  too,  be  was  my  liege's  nepAiew: 
^  He  was  proud  and  politic ;  bad  be  lived, 
**  He  roieht  ha'  come  to  wear  the  crown  of  Spain : 
^  I  think  'twas  so;— *bira%  I  thit  killed  him : 
'*  Look  you,  this  same  hand  was  it  that  stabbed 
**  His  heart — do  you  Me  this  hand? 
^'  For  one  Horatio,  if  you  ever  knew  him  ? 
^  A  yodth,  one  that  they  Imn^  up  in  his  father's 

"  garden, 
^  One  that  did  force  your  VttKant  son  to  yield, 
^  While- your  valiant  son  did  take  him  prisoner. 
**  Vi^.  Be  deaf,  my  Wttses,  I  can  Hear  no  more. 
^'Kmg,  Fall,  beav^n|«ifd  €0¥er  m  with  thy  sad 

"ruins. 
^  Coif.  Roll  all  the  world  witliin  diy  pitchy 

«doud. 
^  tUfr.  Now  do  I  upplaod  what  I  iMve  acted. 

•*  Now  to  express  the  rapture  of  my  pflfrt, 
*'  First  take  my  tongue,  and  afterward  my  heart. 
"  [&€  Met  <mt  *if  Tongue,*' 
King,  O  monstrous  resolution  of  u  wretch  !— 
See,  Viceroy,  he  heth  bitten  forth  his  tmigue, 
Rather  than  to  reveal  what  we  required. 
Cent,  Yet  can  he  write. 
King.  And  if  hi  this  he  satisfy  us  not, 
We  will  devise  th'  extremest  kitid  of  death 
That  ever  wasinv«nfed  for  a  wrecdi. 

[He  tnaket  Sigmf&r  ^  Kitifs  to  mend  his 
Pen. 
CMtt,  O,  he  would  have  a  knife  to  mend  liis 

pen. 
Vice.  Here,  und  tulvise  thee  'diat'dion  write  the 
troth.— 
Look  to  my  brother,  save  Hieronimo. 

[He  tpieh  the  Knife  stabt  the  Duke  and 
Idmietf. 


Khg.  What  age  liakh  efer  heaid  aodt  bsd- 
strous  deeds? 
My  brother,  imd  the  whole  succeeding  hope 
That  3"  Spain  expected  after  my  decease — 
Gk>  bear  his  body  hence,  that  we  may  mooim 
The  loss  of  our  beloved  brother's  death. 
That  he  may  be  entombed,  wbate'er  beiisl : 
I  am  the  next,  the  nearest,  last  of  all 

Vice.  And  thou,  Don  Pedro,  do  the  like  lor  as: 
Take  up  our  hapless  son,  untioMly  slaio: 
Set  me  with  him,  and  be  with  woful  me» 
Upon  the  main-mast  of  a  ship  omnannc^ 
And  let  the  wind  and  tide  bale  me  aKnig 
To  Sylla's  barking  and  untamed  gulph; 
Or  to  the  loathsome  pool  of  Acberoo, 
To  weep  my  want^'*  for  my  sweet  Baltfaanr: 
Spain  hath  no  refuge  for  a  Porting^e.     [ExtuA 
[The  Tntmpeti  sound  a  Demd  March ;  the 
King  cf  Spam  numrmng  qfier  his  B^ 
the/$  Body;  and  the  King  of  Portiih 
gale  hearing  the  Body  of  hit  Sam, 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revengs. 

Ghost.  Ajre,  now  my  hopes  have  eod  in  dieir 
efrects, 
When  blood  and  sonrew  finish  my  desirea. 
Horatio  murdered  in  his  father's  bower ; 
Vile  Serherine  by  Pedringano  shun ; 
False  Pedringano  banged  by  quaint  device; 
Fair  Isabella  by  herself  misdone ; 
Prince  Balthezar  by  Belimperia  stabbed  ; 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  and  his  wicked  son^ 
Both  done  to  death  by  old  Hieronimo ; 
My  Belimperia  fallen,  as  Dido  fell ; 
And  good  Hieronimo  slain  by  himself: 
Aye,  these  were  spectacles  to  please  my  souL 
Now  will  I  beg  at  lovely  Proserpine, 
That  hy  the  virtue  of  her  princely  doom, 
I  may  consort  my  friends  m  pleasing  sort. 
And  on  my  foes  work  just  and  sharp  revenge. 
ril  lead  my  friend  Horatio  throu^  those  fiddv 
Where  never-dyine  wars  are  still  mdured. 
Ill  lead  fair  Isabella  to  that  train 
Where  pity  weeps,  but  never  feeleth  pain. 
ni  lead  my  Belimperia  to  those  joys 
That  vestal  virgins  and  fair  queens-poiseK. 


But  never  shalt  thou  force  me  to  reveal 

The  thing  which  I  have  vow*d  inviolate; 

And  therefore,  in  despite  of  all  thy  threats. 

Pleased  with  tbeird(nitks,«Dil  eased  with  their  revenge, 

FInt  take  my  tongae,  ^. 

**•  Xnwardy^L  e.  intimate.    So,  in  the  Maleamteni,  A.  4.  8.  »♦: 

*'  Come,  we  most  be  oi^Mrd,  thou  and  I  all  «ne." 

The  Revengers  Tragedy ,  A.  8. : 

<*  My  lord,  most  sere  on*t ;  for  'twas  spoke  hy  stte, 
<*  That  is  most  (nwardy^m  the  duke's  senVlast." 


s®9  Thaa  omitted,  1028.  S3. 

"®  Nunc  men  cade  manus.  1618.- 

»"  Of,  1618.  W.  33. 
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-Nunc  mem  cade  manusy  \&i3,  dS« 
3"  Of,  16^3.  33. 
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ni  lead  HieroiMio  whert  Orplleut  plays^ 
Adding  sweet  pleasure  to  eteinal  days. 
Bat  say,  Revecge,  (for  thou  must  help,  or  none,) 
Against  the  rest  how  shall  my  hate  be  shewn  ^ 
Rev.  This  hand  shall  hare  them  down  to  deep- 
esthell,  ^ 

Where  ^'5  none  but  furies,  bugs,  3'*  and  tortures 
dwell. 
Ghott,  Then»  swe^  Rerenge,  do  this  at  my  re- 
quest, 
Let  me  be  J4idf^»  and  doom  them  to  unrest 
Let  loose  pour  Titius  fVom  the  vulture's  gripe, 
And  let  Don  Cyprian  supply  hb  room : 
Place  Don  Lorenzo  on  Ixion's  wheel, 
And  let  the  loirers*  endless  pains  surcef^se; 


Juno  forgets  oid  wtatb,  and  gifuUs  liiaa  ease. 
Hang  Balthczar  about  Chimera's  neck, 
And  let  him  there  bewail  his  bloody  love, 
Repining;  at  our  joys  that  are  above.* 
Let  Serberine  go  roul  the  fatal  stone, 
And  take  from  Sisiphus  his  endless  moan* 
False  Pedringano,  for  his  treachery, 
Let  him  be  draped  through  boiling  Aobero% 
And  there  live,  dyiog  still  in  endless  flames. 
Blaspheming  Gods,  and  all  their  holy  nameSh 
Rev,  Then  haste  we  down  to  meet  thy  ^rieads 
and  foes; 
To  place  thy  friends  in^ease,  the  rest  in  woes : 
For  here,  though  death  ^'^  hath  end  their  misexj. 
m  there  bqgin  their  endtoas  tragedy. 


THE  SPANISH  TRAGEDY, 

CmiainA^;  the  Lamatfabk  Murder  of  Hqratio  (md  Belwpeima; 
with  the  Pitifid  Death  qf  Old  Hibronimo. 

To  the  Tune  of— Queen  Dido. 


You  that  have  lost  your  former  joys, 
And.now  in  woe  your  lives  do  lead : 
Feeding  on  nought  but  dire  annoys. 
Thinking  your  griefs  all  grief  exceed : 
Assure  yourselves  it  is  not  so  t 
Lo  here  a  sight  of  greater  woe. 

Hapless  Hieronimo  was  my  name^ 
On  whom  fond  fortune  smiled  long ; 
But  now  her  flattering  smiles  X  blame. 
Her  flattering  smiles  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Would  I  had  died  in  tender  yearsy— 
Then  had  not  been  this  cause  of  tears. 


I  Marshall  was  in  prime  of  years, 
And  won  great  honour  in  the  field ; 
Until  that  age  with  silvered  hairs. 
My  aged  head  had  overspread  : 
Then  left  I  war,  and  st»d  at  hoae^ 
And  gave  my  honour  to  my  sou, 

Horatio,  my  sweet  only  child, 
Prickt  forth  by  fame's  aspirins  wiogs, 
Did  so  behave  him  in  the  ^eld. 
That  he  prince  Balthezar  captive  brings ; 
And  with  great  honour  did  present 
Him  to  the  king  iucootioent. 


5*'  Nought,  1618.  8S.SS. 

*'♦  Bv^j.— Terrors.    9e,  in  Jrdm  •fFfvenhmm 

«<  Nay  then  let's  go  sleepe;  when  hug$  and  feares 
^  Shall  kill  our  courages  with  theur  fancies  worke.** 

Ckurdiyard's  ChaOmiCt  p.  ISO. : 

<*  Ai^  in  their  place  came  fearful  Hur^«'> 

**  As  blacke  as  any  pitche : 
"  With  heUies  big,  and  swagghig  dygges* 

**  More  lothsome  than  a  witch*'* 

Churchyard's  WoHMmh  of  WOm,  p.  16.  edit.  1776 : 

«  A  kynd  of  sound,  that  makes  a  burling  noyse, 

"  To  feare  young  babesj^  with  brute  of  ffUMM  puid  toyes.'' 

»'«  Dotb,  1683.83, 
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The  Duke  of  Castile's  daughter  thea 

Desired  Horatio  to  relate 

The  death  of  her  beloved  friend,— 

Her  love  Andrea's  woeful  fate : 
But  when  she  knew  viho  had  him  slain, 
Sh,c  vowed  she  would  revenge  the  same. 

Then  more  to  vex  prince  Balthezar, 
Because  he  slew  her  chiefest  friend. 
She  chose  my  son  for  her  chief  flower,— 
Thereby  meaning  to  work  revenge. 

But  mark  what  then  did  straight  befall, 
To  turn  my  sweet  to  bitter  gall, 

Lorenzo  then,  to  find  the  cause. 
Why  that  bis  sister  was  uukind ; 
At  last  he  found,  within  a  pause. 
How  he  might  sound  her  secret  mind : 
Which  for  to  bring  well  to  efiect. 
To  fetch  her  man  he  doth  direct. 

Who  being  come  into  his  sight. 
He  threatneth  for  to  rid  his  life. 
Except  straightways  he  should  recite. 
His  sister's  love, — the  cause  of  strife. 
Compelled  therefore  t*  unfold  his  mind, 
Said— with  Horatio  she's  combined. 


The  villain  then,  for  hope  of  gain. 
Did  straight  convey  them  to  the  place 
Where  these  two  lovers  did  remain, 
Joying  in  sight  of  others  face ; 
And  to  their  foes  they  did  impart 
The  place  where  they  should  joy  their 

Prince  Balthezar,  with  his  comperesy 
Enters  my  bower  all  in  the  night. 
And  there  my  son  slain  they  uprear. 
The  more  to  work  my  greater  spight; 
But  as  I  lay  and  took  repose, 
A  voice  I  heard,  whereat  I  rose. 


And  finding  then  his  senseless  form. 

The  murderers  1  sought  to  find, 

But  missing  them  1  stood  forlorn. 

As  one  amazed  in  his  mind ; 

And  rent  and  pulled  my  silvered  hair. 

And  cursed  and  damned  each  thing  was  there* 

And  that  I  would  revenge  the  same, 
I  dipt  a  napkin  in  his  blood. 
Swearing  to  work  their  woful  bain. 
That  so  had  spoiled  my  chiefest  good : 

And  that  I  would  not  it  forget. 

It  always  at  my  heart  I  kept. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 


To  ihe  tame  Tune. 


Then  Isabella,  my  dear  wife, 

Finding  her  son  bereaved  of  breath, 

And  loving  him  dearer  than  life. 

Her  own  hand  straight  doth  work  her  death. 
And  now  their  deaths  doth  meet  in  one. 
My  griefs  are  come,  my  joys  are  gone. 

Then  frantickly  I  ran  about, 
Filling  the  air  with  mournful  groans. 
Because  I  had  not  yet  found  out 
The  murthercrs  to  ease  to  moans. 
I  rent  and  tore  each  thing  1  got, 
And  said,  and  did,  I  knew  not  what 

Thus  as  I  passed  the  streets,  hard  by 
The  Duke  of  Castile's  house,  as  then 
A  letter  there  I  did  espy, 
Whicli  shewed  Horatio's  woful  end ; 
Which  Belimperia  forth  had  flung. 
From  prison,  where  they  kept  her  strong. 

Then  to  the  court  forthwith  I  went, 
And  of  the  king  did  justice  crave; 
But  by  Lorenzo's  bad  intent, 
1  hinclrcd  was,  which  made  me  rave. 
Then  vexed  more  I  stamped  and  frowned, 
And  with  my  poinard  ript  the  ground. 


But  false  Lorenzo  put  me  out. 

And  told  the  king  then  by  and  by. 

That  frantickly  I  ran  about. 

And  of  m^  son  did  always  cry. 

And  said,  'twere  good  I  would  resign 
My  marsbalship,  which  grieved  my  mini. 

The  Duke  of  Castile  hearing  then, 
How  I  did  grudge  still  at  his  son. 
Did  send  for  me  to  make  us  friends, 
To  stay  the  rumour  then  begun : 
Whereto  1  straightway  gave  consent, 
Although  in  heart  I  never  meant 

Sweet  Belimperia  comes  to  me, 

Thinking  my  son  I  had  forgot,  ' 

To  see  me  with  his  fues  agree, 

The  which  I  never  meant,  God  wot; 
But  when  we  knew  each  other's  miod^ 
To  work  revenge  a  mean  I  find. 

Tlien  bloody  Balthezar  enters  in. 

Entreating  me  to  shew  some  sport 

Unto  his  father  and  the  king, 

That  to  his  nuptial  did  resort. 
Which  gladly  I  prepared  to  shew, 
Because  1  knew  'twould  work  their  woe 
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And  from  the  chnimcles  of  Spain, 

I  did  record  Erastus  life, 

And  how  the  Turk  had  him  so  slain, 

And  straight  revenge  wrought  hj  his  wife. 
Then  for  to  act  this  tra^j, 
I  gave  their  parts  imm^ately. 

Sweet  Belimperia  Balthezar  kills. 
Because  he  slew  her  dearest  friend, 
And  1  Lorenzo's  hlood  did  spill, 
And  eke  bis  soul  to  hell  did  send. 

Then  died  my  foes  by  dint  of  knife, 

But  Belimperia  ends  her  life. 

Then  for  to  specify  my  wrongs, 
With  weeping  eyes  and  mournful  heart, 
I  shewed  my  son  with  bloody  wounds, 
And  eke  the  murtherers  did  impart ; 
And  said — my  son  was  as  dear  to  me 
As  thine,  or  thine,  though  kmgs  you  be. 

But  when  they  did  behold  this  thing, 
Now  I  had  slain  their  only  sons. 
The  duke,  the  viceroy,  and  the  king, 
Upon  me  all  they  straight  did  run. 
To  torture  me  they  do  prepare. 
Unless  I  should  it  stiraight  declare. 


But  that  I  would  not  tell  it  then. 
Even  with  my  teeth  I  bit  my  tongue, 
And  in  despite  did  give  it  them. 
That  me  with  torments  sought  to  wrong. 
Thus  when  in  age  I  sought  to  rest. 
Nothing  but  sorrows  me  opprest 

They  knowing  well  that  I  could  write. 

Unto  my  hand  a  pen  did  reach. 

Meaning  thereby  I  should  recite 

The  authors  of  this  bloody  fetch. 
Then  ffuned  I  mjr  pen  was  naught, 
And  by  strange  signs  a  knife  I  sought. 

But  when  to  me  they  gave  the  knife, 
I  killed  the  duke  then  standing  by, 
And  eke  myself  bereaved  of  life, 
For  I  to  see  my  son  did  hie. 
The  kings  that  scorned  my  griefs  before, 
With  nought  can  they  their  joys  restore. 

Here  have  you  heard  my  tragic  tale, 
Which  on  Horatio's  death  depends. 
Whose  death  I  could  anew  bewail. 
But  that  in  it  the  murderers  ends. 
For  murder  God  will  bring  to  light, 
Though  long  it  be  hid  from  man's  sighU 


Printed  at  London  for  H.  Gosson. 


EDITIONS. 


Of  this  Play,  Mr  Hawkins  says,  there  are  many  Editions,  viz.  1603, 1615, 1618, 1623, 1633;  and 
one  without  a  date,  *'  printed  by  Edward  Allde,  amended  of  such  gross  blunders  as  passed  in  the 
^  first."  None  of  these  several  Editions  have  come  under  my  notice,  except  those  of  1633  and 
1633 ;  bat,  by  comparing  the  collation  of  Mr  Hawkins  with  these  copies,  I  can  so  far  bear  testimo- 
ny to  that  gentleman's  accuracy,  as  to  think  myself  warranted  to  follow  his  Edition  of  this  Play,  as 
printed  in  the  Origin  of  the  English  Drama^  Vol.  II.  Mr  Hawkins  printed  from  Allde*8  Edition, 
compared  with  those  of  1618,  1633,  and  1633. 

The  foregoing  Ballad  is  printed  from  a  Black  Letter  Copy  in  the  valuable  Coll^on  of  Thomas 
PearsoDy  Esq.    Jt  seems  to  have  been  written  after  the  Play. 
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Tbmtas  Dekkar  WTBte  in  the  rtign  ef  James  the  JV^f^  He  «m^  ««yf  Lang^mmif^  m§r€^ 
far  the  eomtemtion  he  had  with  Ben  Jammfor  the  bayes,  than  for  wmy  grmi  reput^km  he  hmd  i 
ed  by  his  awn  writings.  He  was,  however,  not  destitute  of  genius  ;  and  among  his  contemporaries,  «e* 
veral  of  whom  joined  with  him  in  writing,  spos  much  esteemed,  espeeiathf  by  MJkhard  Brima,  who  «A 
ways  gave  hini  the  title  of  Father,  We  know  very  few  particulars  umceminghim,  Oldys  »t^,  he 
was  in  the  Kiwf^s  Bench  Prit&n  from  the  year  1613  to  1616,  ifnoi  longer.  We  may  thewefore  em^ 
elude,  that,  like  the  generality  of  his  poetical  friends,  he  was  in  indif^t  eireumst&nces.  At  wked 
time  he  died  me  do  not  know  with  certainty  ;  but  the  same  writer  says,  he  soas  alive  m  11^  and  ai 
that  time  full  threescore  years  (fetge,  firam  a  passage  in  the  dedication  to  M«lch  mc  in  LoudoD, 
vnblished  in  1631,  it  may  be  conjectured  that  he  was  alder  than  Oldys  imagines^  as  he  there  says,  **  I 
have  beene  a  priest  in  Apollo* s  temple  many  years,  my  voyce  is  decaying  with  my  age."  He  was  a  vo- 
luminous  writer ;  ami,  besides  a  great  number  if jpamphlets,  of  which  a  list  is  hereafter  given  (fat 
many  as  can  at  present  be  discovered,  he  wrote  the  following  plays : 

I.  *'  The  Pleasant  Comedie  of  Old  Fortunatus.  As  it  was  plaied  before  the  Queen*s  Mt^estie 
**  this  Christmas,  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earle  of  Nottingham,  Lord  High  Admirall  of  Emg^ 
^  land  his  Servants,  4to,  1600." 

Q,  **  Satiro-mastix,  or  the  Untrussing  of  the  Humorous  Poet,  As  it  hath  bin  presented  pubHkefyf 
**  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chiunberlaine  his  Servants  ;  and,  privately,  by  the  ChiUren  if 
•*  Paules,  160^,  4/o,— 1610,  4fo." 

3.  The  Honest  Whore,  with  the  Humours  of  the  Patient  Man  and  the  Longing  Wife,  1604,  4/<J^— 
1615,  4^0,-1616,  4(0,-1635,  4to. 

4.  Westward  Hoe,  As  it  hath  beene  diters  times  acted  by  the  Children  <f  Paules,  Written  by 
Thomas  Decker  and  John  Webster,  1607,  4to. 

5.  Northward  Hoe.  Sundry  times  acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules.  By  Thomas  Decker  mmd  Jokm 
Webster,  1607,  4fo. 

6.  TJie  Famous  History  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat ;  with  the  Coronation  of  Queen  Mmy,  and  the  comiug' 
in  of  King  PhiKp.  As  it  was  plaied  by  tfU  Queen*s  MajestU^s  Servants.  Written  by  Thomas  Da^ 
hers  and  Min  Webster,  1607,  4/o. 

7.  The  Whore  of  Babylon.    Acted  by  the  Prince's  Servants,  1607,  4to. 

8.  **  Jfit  be  not  good,  the  Divel  is  in  it.  A  new  Play.  As  it  hath  bin  lately  acted,  with  great  e^ 
^plttuse,  by  the  Queenes  Majesties  Servants,  at  the  Red  Bull,  1612,  4/0." 

9.  "*  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore,  with  the  Humors  of  the  Patient  Man,  the  hnpatiemt 
^  Wife  I  the  Honest  Whore  perswaded,  by  strong  arguments,  to  \urne  Curtiian  againe  ;  her  brmve 
**  refuting  those  arguments;  and,  lastly,  the  ComicaU  Passages  of  an  Italian  BrideweU^  where  the 
«  Scene  ends,  1630, 4(0." 

10.  ^  A  Tragi-Comedy,  called.  Match  inee  io  London.  As  it  hath  beene  often  presented ;  Jurttf 
**  at  the  Bull  in  Saint  John's  Street ;  and  lately  at  the  Private  House  in  Drury^Lane,  caUed  ike 
"PaaNix,  1631,4*0.*' 

II.  The  Wonder  of  a  Kingdome,  4to,  1636. 

He  also  joined  with  Massinger  in  writing  The  Virgin  Martyr ;  with  Rowley  and  Ford,  tn  The 
Witch  of  cdmonton ;  Middleton  and  Rowley,  in  The  Roaring  Girl ;  and  with  Ford,  in  The  Son's 
Darling. 
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A  confute  Hit  cf  the  several  pamphlets^  published  by  a  writer  who  so  frequent fy  employed  the  press^ 
is  scarce  to  be  expected.     The  following  is  more  perfect  than  any  one  which  hath  yet  appeared : 
L^The  WoniierfuU  Teare,  1603.     Wherein  is  shewed  the  Picture  of  London,  lying  sicke  of  the 

*  Plague.   At  the  ende  rfall^  (Uke  a  merry  Epilogue  to  a  dull  Play,)  certaine  Tales  are  cut  out  in 

*  sundry  fashionSf  of  purpose  to  shorten  the  Lives  of  long  Winter  ifights,  that  lye  watching  in  the 
**  darke/or  us,  Ato,  1603.*' 

Reprinted  in  Phoenix  Britannicus,  1732,  Vol.  I.  p.  97. 

S.  **  The  whole  Magnificent  Entertainment  given  to  King  James,  Queen  Anne  his  Wife,  and 
**  Henry  Frederick  the  Prince,  upon  the  day  of  his  Majesties  triumphant  passage  (from  the  Tower) 
**  through  his  Honourable  Citie  and  Chamber  of  London,  the  15th  of  March,  1603,  as  weU  by  the 
^  Engluh  as  ty  the  Strangers  ;  with  the  Speeches  and  Songs  delivered  in  the  several  Pageants ;  and 
^  those  Speeches  that  before  were  published  in  Latin^  now  newly  set  forth  in  English,  by  Thomas 
^  Dekker,  4to,  teOA." 

3.  «  News  from  Hell;  brought  by  the  Divers  Carrier,  Ato,  1606."  The  running  title  i«,Thc  Di- 
▼d's  Answere  to  Pierce  Pennyiesse. 

4.  **  The  Seven  Deadly  Sinnes  of  London,  drawn  in  seven  severall  Coaches  through  the  seven  severaU 
"  Gates  of  the  Citie  ;  bringing  the  Plague  with  them^  Ato,  1606." 

5.  Jests  to  make  you  Merryer,  Ato,  1607. 

6.  A  Knight's  Conjuring  done  in  Earnest,  discovered  in  Jest,  Ato^  1607. 

7.  The  Dead  Term^  or  Westminster  Conwlaint,  ^c.  4to,  1608. 

8.  The  Ouls  Home  Booke^  6to,  1600.  This  treats  of  the  humours  and  fashions  qfthe  times  among 
the  gallants  and  Pauls  walkers  ;  also  at  the  ordinaries,  pli^houseSf  taverns,  S^e,  Seeusn  jexiraotfrom 
it  in  the  last  editwn  of  Shakespeare,  1778. 

0.  Troja  nona  Triumphant  a^  the  receiving  Sir  John  Swinnertonf  Knight,  into  the  City  oflMsdon^ 
4to,  1612. 

10. ^  The  Helman  qf  London;  'hringii^  to  light  the  most  notorious  Ftllanies  that  are  now prac^ 
^  tisedin  the  Kingdome,  4th  edition,  1616,  Ato.^ 

There  was  an  edition  of  tlm  pamphlet MS^earUf^tn  m  dkMB. 

11.  «  Dekkar  his  Dream,  4*ey  1620.*' 

12.  "  Villanies  discovered  by  Gandle-lwht,  and  thehelpeqfa  fsewCryer,  called,  O  Per«e  O ;  be 
^  ing  an  addition  to  the  BelmanU  Second  ^ight  Walke;  and  laying  open  to  the  World  qfi  thote  abuses, 
^  which  the  Beknan  (because  hement  Cthe  darke)  could  not  ue.  With  Canting  Songs,  and  othgr 
^  new  Conceits,  never  before  printed.     Newly  corrected  and  enlarged  by  the  Author,  1620,  4to.** 

13.  Thomas  of  Reading,  or  the  Six  Wortkys  Yeomen  qfthe  West ;  now  sis 'times  corrected  and  £nr 
lar^  1632. 

He  was  also  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  the  Aitle^age  iff  which  was  wanting  in  the  onfy  eopy.X'have 
«cn  ffit.  The  running  titles.pf  the  different  parts  of  it  are,  A  Strange  Ilowe  Uace;  Xhe  Divtl's 
Lut^WiU  and  Testament;  and  The  fiaokrout's  Banquet. 


:daammis  persons 


Gaspaeo  Trsbatzi,  Duke  of  Miim, 

^CASTKQOttlO, 

BlORATTO^ 
-FLUELrOy 
HfPOBlTO, 

Matheo, 

FusTiGo,  Brother  to  Viola, 
Candioo,  the  Patient  Man, 
GiOBOEy  his  Servant^ 


Dr  BBmniroT, 

Friar  Anselmo, 

Crambo, 

Puff, 

Roger,  Servwnt  to^BefSutarnvrt. 

Viola,  Wife  to  Candibo, 

Infelicia, 

Bellafront,  theMonest  Whore, 

A  Bawd, 
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THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


ACT  I. 


SCEXE  t^Enter  at  one  Door  a  Funeral,  a  Co- 
ronet lying  on  the  Hearse,  'Scutcheons  and  Gar- 
lands hanging  on  the  sides  ;  attended  by  Gas- 
faro  Trebatzi  Duke  of  Milan,  Castruchio, 
SiNEzi,  PfORATTOy  Fluello,  and  others  at 
another  Door. 

Enter  HnpoLiTO  in  discontented  appearance  ; — 
Matheo,  a  Gentleman,  his  Friend^  labouring 
to  hold  him  back, 

Duke.  Behold  yon  comet  shews  his  head  again ! 
Twice  hath  he  thus  at  cross-turns  thrown  on  us 
Prodigious '  looks ;  twice  hath  he  troubled 
The  waters  of  our  eyes.  See,  he's  turned  wild  ! — 
Go  on,  in  God's  name ! 

AIL  On  afore  there,  ho ! 

Duke.  Kinsmen  and  friends,  take  from  your 
manly  sides 
Your  weapons,  to  keep  back  the  desperate  boy 
From  doing  violence  to  the  iunocent  dead. 

Hip.  I  pr'ythee,  dear  Matheo, — 

Math.  Come,  you're  mad. 

Hip.  I  do  arrest  thee,  murderer!  set  down, 
Villams,  set  down  that  sorrow,  'tis  all  mine ! 

Duke,  I  do  beseech  you  all,  for  my  blood's 
sake. 
Send  hence  your  milder  spirits,  and  let  wrath 
Join  in  confederacy  with  your  weapons'  points ; 
If  he  proceed  to  vex  us,  let  your  swords 
Seek  out  his  bowels;  funeral  grief  lothes  words. 

AIL  Set  on. 

Hip.  Set  down  the  body. 

Math.  O,  my  lord. 
You're  wrong: — i'the  open  street !— You  see  she's 
dead. 

Hip,  I  know  she  is  not  dead. 


Duke»  Frantic  young  man. 
Wilt  thou  believe  these  gentlemen  ?  pray  speak. 
Thou  dost  abuse  my  child,  and  mock  st  the  tears 
That  here  are  shed  for  her.    If  to  behold 
Those  roses  withered  that  set  out  her  cheeks; 
That  pair  of  stars,  that  gave  her  body  U^ht, 
Darkened  and  dim  for  ever;  all  those  rivers, 
That  fed  her  veins  with  warm  and  crimson  streams. 
Frozen  and  dried  up ; — if  these  be  signs  of  death. 
Then  is  she  dead.    Thou  unreligious  youth ! 
Art  not  ashamed  to  empty  all  these  eyes 
Of  funeral  tears ;  (a  deot  due  to  the  dead. 
As  mirth  is  to  the  living;)  sham'st  thou  not 
To  have  them  stare  on  thee?    Hark,  tiran  art 

cursed. 
Even  to  thy  faoe,  by  those  that  scarce  can  speak. 

Hip.  My  lord. 

Duke.  What  would'st  thou  have?  is  she  not 
dead? 

Hip,  Oh,  you  ha'  killed  her  by  your  cruelty. 

Duke.  Admit  I  had,  thou  kill'st  her  now  again ; 
And  art  more  savage  than  a  barbarous  Moor.^ 

^p.  Let  me  but  kiss  her  pale  and  bloodless  Up. 

Duke.  O,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 

Hip,  Or,  if  not  touch  her,  let  me  look  on  ber. 

Math.  As  you  regard  your  honour ! 

Hip.  Honour!  smoke! 

Math.  Or,  if  you  loved  her  living,  spare  ber  now. 

Duke.  Aye,  well  done,  sir ;  you  play  the  gea- 
tleman: 
Steal  hence ;  'tis  nobly  done ;  awav !  Fll  join 
My  force  to  your's,  to  stop  this  vblent  torment 
Pass  on.  \ Exeunt  with  FuneraL 

Hip.  Matheo,  thou  dost  wound  me  more — 

Math.  I  give  you  physic,  noble  frieod,  not 
wounds. 


'  Prodigiout — 1.  e.  portentous;  so  defonned  as  to  be  taken  for  a  foretohm  of  evil.  See  Dr  JehiaoB*f 
and  Mr  Steeveos*s  Notes  on  King  John,  A.  3.  8.  1. 

^  yl  barbarous  Moor. — 1  suspect  there  is  an  allasion  here  to  the  character  of  Aaron  the  Moor,  In  Tit« 
Andronicus. 
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Duke,  Ohy  well  sttdy  well  done ,  a  true  gentle- 
man; 
Alack !  I  know  the  sea  of  lovers  rage 
Conies  rushing  with  so  strong  a  tide,  it  beats 
And  bears  down  all  respects  of  life,  of  honour. 
Of  friends,  of  foes.    Forget  her,  gallant  youth. 

Hip,  Forget  her? 

Duke,  Najr,  nay,  but  be  patient : 
For  why?  death's  hand  hath  hucd  a  strict  divorce 
Twixt  her  and  thee.   What's  beaury  but  a  corse? 
What  but  fair  sand-dust  are  earth's  purest  forms  ? 
Queens'  bodies  are  hut  trunks  to  put  in  worms. 

Math,  Speak  no  more  sentences,  my  good  lord, 
bat  slip  hence;  you  see  they  are  but  (its;  1*11 
rule  him,  I  warrant  ye.  Aye,  so,  tread  gingerly ; 
your  grace  is  here  somewhat  too  long  already. — 
^Io<k1  !  the  jest  were  now,  if,  having  ta'en  some 
knocks  o*the  pate  already,  he  should  get  loose 
again,  and,  like  a  mad  ox,  toss  my  new  black 
cloaks  into  the  kennel.  1  must  humour  his  lord- 
ship.— My  lord  Uipolito^  is  it  in  your  stomach  to 
|o  to  dinner?  [EjU  Duke, 

Hip.  Where  is  the  body  ? 

Maih,  The  body,  as  the  duke  spoke  very  wise- 
ly, is  gone  to  be  wormed. 

Hif>.  I  cannot  rest;  I'll  meet  it  at  next  turn. 
Ill  see  how  my  love  look^. 

[Matueo  holds  him  in's  arms. 

Math,  How  your  love  looks!  worse  than  a 
scarecrow.  Wrestle  not  with  me:  ^  the  g^eat 
fellow  gives  the  fall  for  a  ducat. 

Hip,  I  shall  forget  myself. 

Math,  Pray  do  so ;  leave  yourself  behind  your- 
self, and  go  whither  you  wiU.  'Sfoot!  do  you 
long  to  have  base  rogues,  that  maintain  a  Saint 
Anthony's  fire  in  their  noses  by  nothing  but  two- 
penny ale,  make  ballads  of  you  ?  If  the  duke  had 
hat  so  much  metal  in  him,  as  is  in  a  cobler's  awl, 
he  would  ha'  been  a  vexed  thing;  he  and  his 
train  had  blown  you  up,  but  that  their  powder 
has  taken  the  wet  of  cowards :  you'll  blood  three 
pottles  of  Alicant,  ♦  by  Uiis  light,  if  you  follow 
em;  and  then  we  shall  have  a  hole  made  in  a 
wrong  place,  to  have  surgeons  roll  thee  up,  like 
a  baby,  in  swaddling  clouts. 

Hip.  What  day  is  to-day,  Matheo? 

math.  Yea,  marry,  this  is  an  easy  question : 
why,  to-day  is,  let  me  see,  Thursday. 

Hip.  Oh,  Thursday ! 

Math,  Here's  a  cqil  for  a  dead  commodity  ! 
'sfoot,  women,  when  they  are  alive,  are  but  dead 
commodities ;  for  you  shall  have  one  woman  lie 
upon  many  men's  hands. 

Hh.  She  died  on  Monday  then. 

Math.  And  that's  the  most  viUainous  diiy  of  all 


the  week  to  die  in ;  and  she  waA  well,  and  eat  % 
mess  of  watec^gruel,  on  Monday  morning. 

Hip,  Aye?  it  cannot  be 
Such  a  bright  taper  should  bum  out  so  soon. 

Math.  O,  yes,  my  lord.  So  soou  !  why,  I  ha' 
known  them  at  dinner  have  been  as  well,  and  had 
so  much  health,  that  they  were  glad  to  pledge  it ; 
yet,  before  three  o'clock,  have  been  found  dead 
drunk. 

Hip.  On  Thursday  buried !  and  on  Monday  died ! 
Quick  haste,  bvV  lady  :  sure  her  wiiiding-sheec 
Was  laid  out  'fore  her  body ;  and  the  worms, 
Tliat  now  must  feast  with  her,  were  even  bespoke, 
And  solemnly  invited,  like  strange  guests. 

Math.  Strange  feeders  they  are  indeed,  my 
lord ;  and,  like  your  jester,  or  young  courtier, 
will  enter  upon  any  man's  ircnciter  without  bid- 
ding. 

Hip,  Cursed  be  that  day  for  ever,  that  robbed 
her 
Of  breath,  and  me  of  bliss !  henceforth  let  it  stand 
Within  the  wizard's  book  (the  kaleudar) 
Marked  with  a  marginal  finger,  to  be  chosen 
By  thieves,  by  villains,  and  black  murderers^ 
As  the  best  day  for  them  to  laboar  in. 
If  henceforth  this  adulterous  bawdy  world 
Be  got  with  cliild  with  treason,  sacrilege. 
Atheism,  rapes,  treaclierous  friendship,  perjury, 
Slander  (the  beggar*s  sin),  lies  (the  sin  of  fools)^ 
Or  any  other  damned  impieties. 
On  JVionduy  let  them  be  delivered. 
I  swear  to  thee,  Matheo,  by  my  soul. 
Hereafter,  weekly,  on  that  day  Til  glew 
Mine  eye- lids  down,  because  they  shall  not  gaze 
On  any  female  cheek ;  and  being  locked  up 
In  my  close  chamber,  there  I'll  meditate 
On  nothing  but  my  Infelice's  end. 
Or  on  a  dead  man's  scull  draw  out  mine  own. 

Math.  You'll  do  all  these  good  works  now  ev«* 
ry  Monday,  because  it  is  bo  had ;  bat  I  hope  up- 
on Tuesday  morning  I  shall  take  you  with  a 
wench. 

Hip.  If  ever,  whilst  frail  blood  through  my 
veins  run. 
On  woman's  beams  I  throw  atfection. 
Save  her  that's  dead ;  ov  that  I  loosely  6y 
To  the  shore  of  any  other  wafting  eye. 
Let  me  not  prosper,  heaven  !  I  will  be  true. 
Even  to  her  dubt  and  ashes ;  could  her  tomb 
Stand,  whilst  I  lived  so  long,  that  it  might  rot, 
That  should  fall  down,  but  she  be  ne'er  forgot. 

Math,  If  you  have  this  strange  moAster,  ho^ 
nesty,  in  your  belly,  why  so  jig-makers^  ami 
chroniclers  shall  pick  something  out  of  you ;  but 
and  I  smell  not  you  and  a  bawdy-house  out  with* 


'  The  rnatfeUoK  gives  thefiiUfar  a  dacai.— See  Js^ouUke  it,  A.  i.  S. «. 

^  Three  pottles  of  Alicant, ^Thu  w\ne  appears  to  have  been  a  favourite  liquor  at  the  tioie  Dekkar 
wrote.  Blount,  in  his  Glotsogi aphioy  says,  it  is  called  from  ''  Alicante,  the  chiefest  town  of  Morci^U* 
Spain,  wbwe  great  store  of  mulberries  grow,  the  juice  whereof  makes,  the  true  AUcaM  wine." 

'  Jig  makers^},  c  ballad-makers.    &ee  Mote  ' J  to  £d$oard  //.  ^ 
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m  the^  ten  dafs,  let  my  noae  be  as  big  as  an 
Englisb  bafE-pudding.    I'll  follow  your  lordship, 
hough  it  be  to  the  place  aforenamed. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  11. 

Enter  Fustigo,  in  umefantnttie  tea  mit^at  one 
Door,  a  Porter  meets  him  at  another, 

Fvgt»  How  now,  porter,  will  she  come  ? 

Porter,  If  I  may  trust  a  woman,  ^r,  she  will 
come. 

Futt.  There's  for  thy  pains ;  God-a-mercy,  if 
ever  I  stand  in  need  of  a  wench  that  will  come 
with  a  wet  finger,  porter,  thou  shalt  earn  my 
money  before  any  (jlarissimo  in  Milan ;  yet  so, 
God  sa'  me,  shes  mine  own  sister,  body  and 


soul,  as  I  am  a  Christian  gentleman.  Farewell, 
ril  ponder  till  she  come:  thou  hast  been  no 
bawd  in  fetching  this  woman,  I  annre  thee. 

Porter,  No  matter  if  I  had,  sir;  better  men 
than  porters  are  bawds. 

Fust,  O  God,  sir,  many  that  have  borne  offi- 
ces.^But,  porter,  art  sure  thou  went*st  into  a 
true  house? 

Porter,  I  think  ro,  for  I  met  with  no  thieves. 
Fuit,  Nay,  but  art  sure  it  was  my  sister  Viola  ? 
Porter,  I  am  sure,  by  all  superscriptions,  it 
was  the  party  you  cyphered. 
Fust,  Not  very  tall  ? 

Porter,  Nor  very  low,  a  middling  woman. 
Fust.  'Twas  she,  faith,  'twas  she;  a  pretty 
plump  cheek,  like  mine. 

Porter,  At  a  blush,  a  little  very  much  like  yon. 
Fust.  Godso,  I  would  not  for  a  ducat  she  had 
kicked  up  her  heels,  for  I  ha'  spent  an  abominii- 
tion  this  voyage ;  marry,  I  did  it  amongst  sailors 
and  gentlemen. — There's  a  little  modicum  more, 
porter,  for  making  thee  stay:  farewell,  honest 
porter. 

Porter,  I  am  in  your  debt,  sir ;  God  preserve 
you.  [Exit. 

Fust,  Not  so  neither,  good  porter :  Grodslid ! 
yonder  she  comes. 

Enter  Viola. 

Sister  IHola,  I  am  glad  to  see  ^rou  stirring ;  'tis 
tiews  to  have  me  here,  is't  not,  sister  ? 

Viofa.  Yes,  trust  roe ;  I  wondered  who  should 
be  so  bold  to  send  for  me.  You  are  welcome  to 
Milan,  brother. 

Fust.  Troth,  sister,  I  beard  you  were  married 
to  a  very  rich  chuff,  and  I  was  very  sorry  for  it. 


that  I  had  no  better  clothes,  and  that  made  me 
send  ;  for,  you  know,  we  Milaoers  love  to  stmt 
upon  Spanish  leather.  And  how  does  all  our 
friends  r 

Viola.  Very  well;  you  ha'  travelled  enough 
now,  I  trow,  to  sow  your  wild  oats. 

Fust.  A  pox  on  'em ;  wild  oats !  I  ha'  not  an 
oat  to  throw  at  a  horse.  Troth,  sbter,  I  ha' sowed 
my  oats,  and  reaped  two  hundred  ducats,  if  I  had 
'em  here.  Marry,  I  must  entreat  you  to  lend  me 
some  thirty  or  forty,  till  the  ship  come ;  bv  this 
hand,  111  cfischarge  at  my  day,  by  this  hand. 
Vioia,  These  are  your  old  oaths. 
Fust.  Why,  sister,  do  you  think  Fll  forswear 
my  hand  ? 

Vioia.  Well,  well,  you  shall  have  them.  Pot 
yourself  into  better  fashion,  because  I  must  em- 
ploy you  in  a  serious  matter. 

Fust.  Ill  sweat  like  a  horse,  if  I  like  the  mat* 
ter. 

Viola.  You  ha'  cast  off  all  your  old  swaggering 
humours  ? 

Fust.  I  had  not  sailed  a  league  in  that  great 
fishjjpond  (the  sea)  but  I  cast  up  my  very  gall. 
viola.  I  am  the  mofe  sorry,  for  I  must  em- 
ploy a  true  swaggerer. 
Fust.  Nay,  by  this  iron,  sister,  they  shall  find 
I  am  powder  and  touch- box,  if  they  put  fire  once 
into  me. 

Viola.  Then  lend  me  your  ears. 
Fust,  Mine  ears  are  your's,  dear  ^ster. 
VioUu  I  am  married  to  a  man  that  has  wealth 
enough,  and  wit  enough. 

Fust.  A  linen  draper,  I  was  told,  sister. 
Viola.  Very  true,  a  grave  citizen ;  I  want  no- 
thing that  a  wife  can  wish  from  a  husband ;  hot 
here's  the  spite,  he  has  not  all  things  belong^lgto 
a  man. 

Futt,  God's  my  life,  he's  a  very  ^  mandrake ; 
or  else  (God  bless  us)  one  o'  these  whiblins,  and 
that's  worse ;  and  then  all  the  children  that  be 
gets  lawfully  of  your  body,  sister,  are  bastards  bj 
a  statute. 

Viola.  O,  you  run  over  me  too  fast,  brother. 
I  have  heard  it  often  said,  that  he  who  canooc 
be  angry  is  no  man.  I  am  sure  my  husband  is  a 
man  '  in  print  for  all  things  else,  save  only  in  tbb^ 
no  tempest  can  move  him. 

Fust.  'Slid,  would  he  had  been  at  sea  with  •§» 
be  should  ha'  been  moved  and  moved  again ;  for 
ni  be  sworn,  la,  our  drunken  ship  reel'd  like  a 
Dutchman. 


6  Mandrak*.'^*  A  plant  bearing  yellow  round  apples  $  the  root  of  it  Is  great  and  white  like  a  i 
root,  and  it  divided  into  two  or  more  parti,  growing  somettanes  like  the  legs  of  a  man."    Blount's  Ofaa- 

sograpkia. 

See  Mr  Stfevens*s  Note  on  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV.  A.  3.  8.  «. 

7  In  print.^hjLUcUj,  perfectly.  8o,  in  Lmigh  and  lie  downer  or  the  World's  FoUy,  1605.  Sign.  D.  S  ? — 
*«  His  looks  were  to  demuir,  hb  words  were  so  tn  pHnt.  his  graces  so  in  order,  and  hU  conceits  so  is 
tune,'*  *c. 

See  also  the  Notes  of  Mr  Steevcas  and  Mr  Tyrwhitt  on  Lote*s  Ldbwr  Lost,  p.  4l9.  edit  17T«. 
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Vhla,  No  loss  of  goods  can  increase  in  him  a 
wriokle ;  no  crabbed  language  make  his  counte> 
naiioe  sour ;  the  stubbornness  of  no  senrant  shake 
him;  be  has  no  more  gall  in  him  tlmn  a  dove,  no 
more  sdng  than  an  ant ;  musician  will  he  never 
hft  (yet  I  find  much  music  in  him,)  but  he  loves 
no  frets ;  and  is  so  free  from  anger,  that  many 
times  I  am  readj  to  bite  off  my  tongue,  because 
It  wants  that  virtue  which  all  women's  tongues 
Inve,  to  anger  their  husbands :  brother,  mine  can 
by  no  thunder  turn  him  into  a  shiftiness. 
Fust,  fielike  his  blood,  sister,  is  well  brew'd 

then. 
Vhia,  I  protest  to  thee,  Fusdgo,  I  love  him 
most  afiectionately ;  but  I  know  not— I  ha'  such 
i  tickling  within  me — such  a  strange   longing ; 
nay,  verihr,  I  do  long. 

■FW.TheD  you're  with  child,  sister,  b^  all  signs 
and  tokens ;  nay,  I  am  partly  a  physician,  and 
partly  something  else.  I  ha'  read*  Albertus 
MttnQs,  and  Aristotle's  problems. 

rib/a.  You're  wide  a'the  bow-hand  still,  brother ; 
my  longings  are  not  wanton,  but  waywaH :  1  long 
to  have  my  patient  husband  eat  up  a  whole  por^ 
capme,  to  the  intent  the  bristling  quills  may  stick 
wot  his  lips  like  a  Flemish  mustachio,  and  be 
shot  at  me ;  I  shall  be  leaner  than  the  new  nuxm, 
onless  I  can  make  him  horn-mad. 

Fittt.  'Sfoot,  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour  does 
that:  make  him  a  cuckold* 
Vioku  Poh,  he  would  count  such  a  cut  no  un- 

kindness. 
Fmt,  The  honester  dtiien  he.    Then  *  make 
him  drunk,  and  cut  off  his  beard. 

Viola.  Fie,  fie ;  idle,  idle;  he's  no  Frenchman, 
to  fret  at  the  loss  of  a  little  "**  scal'd  hair.    No, 
brother,  thus  it  shall  be ;  you  must  be  secret 
iW.  As  your  midwife,  I  protest,  sister,  or  a 
bttrbei^surgeon. 


VmUl  Repair  to  the  Tortoise  here  in  St  Chris- 
topher's street,  I  will  send  you  money ;  turn 
yourself  into  a  brave  man :  instead  of  the  arms 
of  your  mistress,  let  your  sword  and  your  mili- 
tary scarf  hang  about  your  neck. 

Fu$t,  I  must  have  a  great  horseman's  French 
feather  too,  sister. 

Vtoia,  O,  by  any  means,  to  shew  your  light 
head,  else  your  hat  will  sit  like  a  coxcomb ;  to  be 
brief,  you  must  be  in  all  poinU  a  most  terriUe 
wide  mouth'd  swaggerer. 

Futt,  Nay,  for  swaggering  points  let  me  alone. 

Viola,  Resort  then  to  our  shop,  and  (in  my 
husband's  presence)  kiss  me,  snatch  rings,  jewels, 
or  any  thing,  so  you  give  it  back  again,  brother, 
in  secreL 

Fust,  By  this  hand,  sister. 

Viola.  Swear  as  if  you  came  bat  new  from 
knighting. 

Fust.  Nny,  I'll  swear  after  400  a  year. 

Viola.  Swagger  worse  than  a  lieutenant  among 
fresh-water  soldiers;  call  me  your  love,  your 
ingle,  your  cousin,  or  so ;  but  sister,  at  no  hand. 

Futt,  No,  no,  it  shall  be  cousin,  or  rather  cuz ; 
that's  the  gulling  word  between  the  citizens'  wives 
and  their  old  dames  that  man  'em  to  the  garden ; 
to  call  you  one  o'mine"  aunts,  sister,  were  as 
good  as  call  you  errant  whore;  no,  no,  let  me 
alone  to  couzen  you  rarely. 

Viola.  He  has  heard  I  have  a  brother,  but  ne- 
ver saw  him,  therefore  put  on  a  good  face. 

Fust.  The  best  in  Milan,  I  warrant. 

Viola.  Take  up  wares,  but' pay  nothing;  rifle 
my  bosom,  my  pocket,  my  purse,  the  boxes  for 
money  to  dice  withal ;  but,  brother,  you  must 
give  all  back  again  in  secreL 

Fust.  By  this  welkin  that  here  roars,  I  will,  or 
else  let  me  never  know  what  a  secret  is.  Why, 
sister,  do  you  think  I'll  '*  coney-catch  you  when 


*  Jtkertus  Magnus. —  t.  e.  de  Secretb  Muliemm.    8. 

'  Make  him  drwUc^  and  cut  off  his  5eard.— To  cut  off  the  hair  of  any  person  was,  in  our  author's  time,  a 
mark  of  disgrace,  and  esteeased  a  very  great  indignity.  From  the  following  passage  in  a  Pamphlet,  cal- 
led M  The  admirable  deliverance  of  SM  Chrisf  iaiis,  by  Johp  Reynard,  E^isbmao,  from  the  captivity 
'*  of  the  Turkes,  wBo  had  been  Gally-slaves  many  years  in  Alexandria,  1608."  Sign.  B.  2.  it  seems  to 
have  been  a  practice  nmde  use  by  the  Turks,  towards  their  prisoners,  *'  hither  were  these  Christtaos 
brought «  the  first  villaay  and  indignitie  that  was  done  unto  them,  was  the  shaving  off  all  the  hayre  both 

theade  and  heard,  thereby  to  rob  them  of  those  ornaments  iohiek  all  Christians  make  much  of,  because  they  best 
come  them.** 

^^  Scmfd  Aolr.— I.  e.  scattered,  or  dispersed  hahr.  Mr  Lambe,  In  bis  Notes  on  Ftodden  Field,  observes, 
that  the  word  scale  is  used  in  the  North  in  the  above-ngentioned  sense.  See  also  Mr  Steevens's  ^  ote  on 
Cartahmua^ 

"  Auatsj—Aunt  was  a  cant  word  for  a  woman  of  no  virtue,  generally  for  a  bawd.  So,  in  l>ekker*a 
BtUmuuCs  Nigkt-waUces,  Sign.  G  :  *'  Be  not  so  guld,  be  not  so  dull  in  understandinc :  do  thou  but  follow 
aUwfe  those  two  tame  pigeons,  and  thoa  shall  find,  that  her  new  uncle  lies  by  it  ml  that  night,  to  aiake 
his  kioB- woman  one  of  mine  Mutlf."    See  also  Mr  Steeveos's  N  ote  on  Winter's  Tale,  A.  4.  S.  2. 

'^  CMuy-eatcA.— CtffMy-cKrfcA  is  to  cheat  or  defraud.  So,  a  coney  ^atchtr  was  the  common  name  of  a 
dkeai  or  sharper.  In  BhaU  Mastar  ConstabU,  160/,  A.  4.  Cnrvetto  says :  **  Felony  ?  you  canycatehmg 
slave."  To  which  Frisco  replies :  '*  Coney' catching  will  bear  an  action.  Ill  cany-catch  you  for  ttkiH.** 
Robert  Green,  who,  Dr  Johnson  observes,  was  one  of  the  first  amongst  us  who  made  a  trade  of  vrUiog 
Pamphleu,  published  seven^  descftbiog  th^  4lf<ir«nt  modes  of  cliating  or  coi^-calcAvid  used  in  bis 
time. 
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ytm  ore  nij  coaaia  ?  God's  my  life,  then  I  were 
«  stark  as9.    If  I  fret  not  hb  guts,  '^  beg  me  for 
.  a  fool. 

Viola.  Be  circamspecty  and  do  so  then.    Fare- 
well. 
Fust.  The  Tortoise,  sister  ?  I'll  stay  there ;  forty 
ducats.  [Exit. 

Viola.  Thither  FU  send :  this  law  can  none 
deny; 
Women  must  have  their  longings,  or  they  die. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Gasparo  the  Duke,  Doctor  Benedict,  two  Ser- 
Tktnts. 

Duke.  Give  charge  that  none  do  enter,  lock  the 
doors; 
And,  fellows,  what  your  eyes  and  ears  receive, 
Upon  your  lives  trust  not  the  gadding  air 
To  carry  the  least  part  of  it. — ^1  he  glass,  the  hoar 
glass. 

Doet.  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke.  All,  'tis  near  spent 
But,  doctor  Benedict,  does  your  art  speak  tmth? 
Art  sure  the  soporifcrous  stream  will  ebb, 
And  Ic^ve  the  crystal  banks  of  her  white  body 
Pure  as  they  were  at i^st,  just  at  the  hour? 

Doct.  Just  at  the  hour,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Uncurtain  her. 
Softly,  sweet  doctor.     What  a  coldish  heat 
Spreads  over  all  her  body ! 

Doct.  The  vitaf  spirits^  that  by  a  sleepy  charm 
Were  bound  up  fast,  and  threw'an  icy  rust 
On  her  exterior  parts,  now  'gin  to  break  ;• 
Trouble  her  not,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Some  stools.    You  called 
For  music,  did  you  not  ?  oh,  ho,  it  speaks, 
It  speaks.     Watch,  sirs,  her  wakmg,  note  those 

sands. 
Doctor,  sit  down :  a  dukedom  that  should  weigh 

mine 
Own  down  twice,  being  put  into  one  scale. 
And  that  fond  desperate  boy  Hipolito 
Makino  the  weight  up,  should  not  (at  my  bands) 
Buy  her  i*  the  t'other,  were  her  state  more  light 
Than  her's  who  makes  a  dowry  up  with  alms. 
Doctor,  ril  starve  her  on  the  Appcoine, 
Ere  he  shall  marry  her.    I  must  confess, 
Hipolito  is  nobly  born :  A  man, 
Did  not  mine  enemies  blood  boil  in  his  veins, 
Whom  I  would  court  to  be  my  son-in-law ; 


But  piinces,  whose  hig^  t pleens  for  emptre  swell, 
Are  not  with  easy  art  made  parallel. 
3  Ser,  She  wakes,  my  lord  ! 
Duke.  Look,  Doctor  Benedict. 
I  charge  you,  on  your  lives,  maintain  for  tmth 
Whate'er  the  Doctor  or  myself  aver ; 
For  you  shall  bear  her  hence  to  Ber]^iiio. 
Inf.  Oh  God,  what  fearful  dreams  ! 
Lady.  Ladv. 
Inf.  Ha?  ' 
Duke.  Gift ! 
Why,  lufelicia !  How  is't  now  ?  ha,  >peak. 

Inf,  Fm  welL^What  makes  this  Doctor  here? 
I'm  weU. 
Duke.  Thou  wert  not  so  e'en  now.  Sickne»*s 
pale  hand 
Laid  hold  on  thee  even  '^  in  the  deadst  of  feast- 
ing; 
And  when  a  cup,  crown'd  with  thy  lover's  healtk, 
Had  touch'd  thy  tios,  a  sensible  cold  dew 
Stood  oil  thy  cheeKs,  as  if  that  death  bad  wept 
To  see  such  beauty  altered. 

Inf.  I  remember 
I  sat  at  banquet ;  but  felt  no  such  change. 

Duke,  Thou  hast  forgot  then  bow  a  i 
Came  wildly  in,  with  this  unsavory  news^ 
That  he  was  dead. 

Inf.  What  messencer?  who's  dead? 
Duke.  IlipoUto.    Alack,  wring  not  thy  bands ! 
Inf.  I  saw  no  messenger ;  heard  no  SQch  news. 
lioct.  Trust  me  you  did,  sweet  ladj. 
Duke.  La'  you  no^v. 
9  Ser.  Yes,  indeed,  madam. ' 
Duke.  La'  you  now  'tis  well,  God  knowiL 
Imf,  you  have  slain  him,  and  now  youll  Bor- 
der me. 
Duke,  Good  Infelicia,  vex  not  thos  thyself; 
Of  this  the  bad  report  before  did  strike 
So  coldly  to  thy  heart,  that  the  swifc  cnrreots 
Of  life  were  all  frozen  up 

Inf.  It  is  untrue, 
lis  most  untrue.    O  roost  unnatural  father ! 
Duke.  And  we  had  much  ado^  by  an*s  best 
conning. 
To  fetch  life  backapiin: 
Doct.  Most  certain,  lady. 
Duke.  Why  la*  you  now ;  yo«1i  not  believe  Me. 
Friends, 
Sweat  we  not  ail  ?  had  we  not  much  to  do  ? 
2  Ser,  Yes  indeed,  my  lord,  mndi. 
Duke.  Death  drew  such  fearful  pictures  in  tbj 
face^ 


*'  neg  me  for  afool.^S\T  William  Bfackstone,  In  his  C^mmentaridt,  vol.  i.  p.  $0$,  sa3FS  :  ^^  By  Ike  aU 
common  law  there  i>  a  writ  de  idiela  inquirendo^  to  enquire  whether  a  saa  be  an  idiot  or  nat :  wUch 
mu'-'i  hf  tHed  hy  a  jury  of  twelve  men  $  and,  if  they  find  him  purus  idiotu^  the  profits  of  his  I 


the  custody  of  his  person,  may  be  granted  by  the  king  to  some  sut^ect  who  has  Interest  enoagh  la  o 
them.'*  And  he  ohsrrves,  that  this  power,  though  of  late  very  rarely  eierted,  it  still idladcd  to  fa 


moil  speech  by  that  usual  expression  of  begging  a  i 
'*  in  the  deadst  of  f tatting. ^^  i.  e.  in  the  midtt ;  U 


i  man  for  a  fool. 

r  taken  from  the  vulgar  ttpnt^koa 
log  in  the  dead  of  night,  for  the  middle  of  It.    8.  P. 
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That,  were  fiBpolito  olive  t^th 

'^  Vd  kneel  and  woo  the  noble  geDtleumn 

To  be  thy  husband.    Now  I  sore  repent 

My  sharpness  to  him,  and  his  family. 

Nay,  do  not  weep  for  bhn :  we  all  must  die. 

Doctor,  this  place  where  she  so  oh  hath  seen 

Ills  lively  presence,  haunts  her :  does  it  not? 

Doct.  Doubtless,  my  lord,  it  does. 

Duke,  It  does,  it  does. 
Therefore,  sweet  girl,  thou  shalt  to  Bergamo. 

Inff  Even  where  you  will :  in  any  place  there's 
woe. 

Duke.  A  coach  is  ready ;  Bergamo  doth  stand 
In  a  most  wbolsome  air;  sweet  walks;  there's 

deer. 
Aye,  thou  shall  hunt  and  send  us  venison, 
Which,  like  some  goddess  in  the  Cyprian  groves, 
Thine  own  fair  hand  shall  strike.--Sir%  you  shall 

teach  her 
To  stand,  and  how  to  shoot :  aye,  she  shall  hunt 
Cast  off  tliis  sorrow.    In,  girl,  and  prepare 
This  night  to  ride  away  to  Bergamo. 

Inf.  O  most  unhappy  maid !  [Exit. 

Ihike.  Follow  it  close. 
No  words  that  she  was  buried,  on  your  lives. 
Or  that  her  ghost  walks  now  after  she  is  dead ; 
ril  hang  you  if  you  name  a  funeral. 

1  Ser,  ril  speak  Greek,  my  lord,  ere  I  speak 
that  deadly  word. 

S  iS^.  And  Vl\  speak  Welch,  whkh  is  harder 
than  Greek.  [Exeunt, 

Duke.  Away,  look  to  her. — Doctor  Benedict, 
Did  you  observe  how  her  complexion  altered 
Upon  his  name  and  death?  O!  would  'twere 
true! 

Doct.  It  may,  my  lord, 

Duke.  May!  How?  I  wish  his  death. 

Doct.  And  you  may  have  your  wish :  say  but 
the  word. 
And  'tis  a  strong  spell  to  rip  up  his  grave. 
I  have  good  knowledge  with  Hipolito : 
lie  calls  me  friend ;  I'll  creep  into  his  bosom, 
And  sting  him  there  to  death :  poison  can  do't. 

Duke.  Perform  it ;  I'll  create  thee  half  mine 
heir. 

Doct,  It  shall  be  done,  although  the  fact  be 
foul. 


Duhe^  GreataesB  hides  sin ;  the  {^It  «pen  my 
•ouL  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  IV> 

Enter  Castruchio,  Piokatto,  and  Tlveu», 

Cast.  Signior  Pioratto,  signior  Floello,  shalTs 
be  merry?  shall's  phiy  the  wag  now  ? 

Fluel.  Aye,  any  thmg  that  may  beget  the  child 
of  laughter. 

Cast.  Truth,  I  have  a  pretty  sportive  conceit 
new  crept  into  ray  brain,  will  move  excellent 
mirth. 

Futr.  Let's  ha't,  let^s  ha't ;  and  where  shall  the 
scene  of  mirth  lie  ? 

Catt.  At  signior  Candido's  house,  the  patient 
man ;  nay,  the  monstrous  patient  man.  They  say 
his  blood  is  immoveable ;  that  he  has  tuken  aU 
patience  from  «  man,  and  all  constancy  from  a 
woman. 

FlueL  That  makesso  many  whores  nofw-a-days. 

Catt.  Aye,  and  so  many  knaves  too. 

Pior.  Well,  sir. 

CaU,  To  conclude;  the  renort  goes,  he's  so 
mild,  so  affiible,  so  suflering,  that  nothing  indeed 
can  move  him.  Now,  do  but  think  what  sport 
it  will  be  to  make  this  fellow  (the  mirror  of  pa- 
tience) as  angry,  as  vext,  and  as  mad  as  an  Eng- 
lish cuckold. 

FlueL  O !  'twere  admirable  mirth,  that :  hot 
how  wili't  be  done,  signior? 

Catt.  Let  me  alone ;  1  have  a  trick,  a  conceit, 
a  thmg,  a  device  will  sting  him,  'faitR,  if  he  have 
but  a  thimbleful  of  bloodin  his  belly,  or  a  spleen 
not  so  big  as  '^  a  tavern  token. 

Ptor.  Thou  sdr  him !  thou  move  him !  thou 
anger  him  !  Alas !  I  know  his  approved  temper. 
Thou  vex  him!  why  he  has  a  patience  above 
man's  injuries;  thou  may'st  sooner  raise  a  spleen 
in  an  angel  than  rough  hunaour  in  hsou  Why, 
I'll  give  yon  instance  for  it:  this  wooderfulry 
tempered  signior  Candido  «pon  a  time  invited 
home  to  his  house  certain  Neapolitan  lords,  of 
curious  taste,  and  no  mean  palates,  '^  conjuring 
his  wife  of  all  loves,  to  prepare  cheer  fitting  for 
such  honourable  trencheraea  She  (just  of -a 
woman's  nature,  covetous  to  try  the  ottennost  of 


*^  rd  kneel^AW  the  editions  read  TU  kneel 

^T  A  tavern  toilmt.^— During  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  from  thenceforward  to  that  of  Charles 
the  Second,  very  Itttle  brass  or  eepper-money  was  coined  by  autbority.  For  the  convenience  of  trade, 
victoallers  and  other  tradesmen,  Whfaoat  any  restriction,  were  therefore  permitted  to  coin  small  money, 
or  tokens  as  they  were  railed,  which  were  used  for  change.  These  tokens  were  rery  smaU  pieces,  and 
probably  at  first  oolbed  ehleflyiiy  tavem-lieepers  i  from  whence  the  expresstoa  a  tavern  token  might 
have  been  originally  derived.  Amongst  ether  oant  phsascs  to  -describe  draakeaaess,  it  appears  from 
Philoccthonitta,  1635,  p.  60.  that  to  swallow  a  tavern  token  was  one.  So  Cob,  in  Every  Man  in  hit  Hur 
mottr,  A.  1.  8»  4.  says,  in  amwer  to  Master  Matthew's  question  :  "  Was  he  drunk  ?**  '*  Drank,  sir  ?  you 
bear  not  me  say  so.  Perhaps  be  swallowed  a  tavern  token,  or  some  such  deviee,  sir,  I  have  nothing  to 
do  withal.'* 

■*  Canjuruig  hit  wife  of  all  loves— See  Kete  95  to  Oammer  Ourton't  NeedUf  p.  ISOL 
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^nsmiooy  «&d  thinLing  at  last  to  get  the  start  of 
bit  hamour)  willingly  neglected  the  preparation, 
and  became  tinfurnifth'd  not  onl^  of  daintj,  but 
of  ordinary  dishes.  He  (acoordine  to  the  mild- 
ness of  his  breast)  entertained  the  tords,  and  with 
otxirtly  discoarse  beguiled  the  time,  as  much  as  a 
citizen  might  do.  To  conclude;  they  were  hungry 
lords,  for  there  came  no  meat  in ;  their  stomachs 
were  plainly  giillM,  and  their  teeth  deluded,  and 
Qf  anger  could  have  seized  a  man)  there  was 
siatter  enough,  Yaith,  to  vex  any  citizen  in  the 
world*  if  he  were  not  too  much  made  a  fool  by 
lib  wife. 

FiueL  Aye,  111  swear  for^t :  'sfoot,  had  it  been  my 
CMC,  I  should  ha'  played  mad  tricks  with  my 
ivtfe  and  family;  first,  I  would  ha'  spitted  the 
Bien,  stewed  the  maids,  and  baked  the  mistress, 
and  so  served  them  in. 

Fior.  Why,  'twould  ha'  tempered  any  blood 
but  his ; 
A9^  thou  to  vex  him ;  thou  to  anger  him 
With  some  poor  shallow  jest ! 

Cast.  S'blood,  signior  Pioratto  (you  that  dis- 
parage my  conceit)  1*11  wage  a  hundred  ducats 
upon  the  bead  on  t,  that  it  moves,  frets  him,  and 
galls  him. 

Pior.  Done :  'tis  a  lay ;  "  join  goUs  on't 
Witness  sipior  Fluello. 

Ca$t.  Witness :  'tis  done. 
Come  follow  me  s  the  house  is  not  far  off. 
HI  thrust  him  from  his  humour,  vex  his  breast, 
And  win  an  hundred  ducats  by  one  jest. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Candido's  WifSf  George,  wd  two'Pren 
ticet  in  the  Shop. 

Wife.  Come  you,  put  up  your  wares  in  good 
order  here :  do  you  not  think,  you,  one  piece  cast 
this  way,  another  that  way,  you  liad  need  have  a 
patient  master  indeed  ? 

Gea  Aye,  Til  be  sworn,  for  we  have  a  curst 
mistress. 

W^e.  You  mumble !  Do  you  mumble?  I  would 
jour  master  or  1  could  be  a  note  more  angry : 
for  two  patient  folks  in  a  house  spoil  all  the  sei^ 
Tants  that  ever  shall  come  under  them. 

1  *  Prentice.  You  patient !  aye,  so  is  the  devil 
when  he  is  hom-siad. 
Enter  Castruchio,  Fluello,  and  Pioratto. 

All  three.  Gentlepien,  what  do  vou  lack  ?  what 
is^  you  buy?  See  fine  hoHan<!^»  ^^  cambricks, 
fine  lawns. 

Geo.  What  is't  you  lack  ? 

a  'Prentice.  What  is't  you  buy? 

Cost.  Where's  signior  Candido,  thy  master  ? 


Geo.  Faith,  signior,  he's  a  little  negodated; 
he'll  appear  presently. 

Cast.  Fclu>w,  let's  see  a  lawn,  a  dK»oe  one, 
sirrnh. 

Geo.  The  best  in  all  Milan,  gentlemen,  and  thia 
is  the  piece.  I  can  fit  you,  ^ntlemen,  with  fine 
callicoes  too  for  doublets ;  the  only  sweet  fieishion 
now,  most  delicate  and  courtly  :  a  meek  gentle 
callico,  cut  upon  two  double  aflhble  ta£fatas:  ah, 
most  neat,  feat,  and  unmatchable. 

FlueL  A  notable  voloble-tongued  villain. 

Pior.  I  warrant  this  fellow  was  never  begoa 
without  much  prating. 

Cast.  What,  and  is  this  she,  say'st  thou? 

Geo.  Aye,  and  the  purest  she' that  ever  yon 
fingered  smce  you  were  a  gentleman :  look  how 
even  she  is ;  look  how  clean  she  is ;  ha !  as  even 
as  the  brow  of  Cynthia,  and  as  dean  as  your  sons- 
and-heirs  when  they  ha'  spent  all. 

Cast.  Pub  !  thou  talk'bt— Pox  on't,  'tis  rough. 

Geo.  How  !  Is  she  rough  ?  But,  if  you  bid  pox 
on't,  sir,  'twill  take  away  the  roughness  presently. 

FlueL  Htk,  sigaior,  has  lie  fitted  your  Frendi 
curse? 

Geo.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  here's  another; 
compare  tlien,  I  pray:  eompara  Virgiiium  cmm 
Homeroy  compare  virgins  with  harlots. 

Cast.  Pub !  I  ha'  seen  better ;  and  as  you  term 
them,  evener  and  cleaner. 

Gfeo.  You  may  see  farther  for  your  mind,  but 
trust  me  you  sliall  not  find  better  for  your  bodj. 

Enter  Canpido. 

Cast,  O !  here  he  comes  :  let's  make  as  thongli 
we  pass. 
Come,  come,  we^ll  try  in  some  other  shop. 

Can.  How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Geo.  The  gentlemen  find  fault  with  this  lawn; 
fall  out  with  It,  and  without  a  cause  too. 

Can.  Without  a  cause ! 
And  that  makes  you  to  let  'em  pass  away. 
Ah,  niay  I  crave  a  word  with  you,  gentlemen  ? 

Fluel  He  calls  us. 

Cast.  Makes  the  better  for  the  jest. 

Can,  I  pray  come  near,  You're  very  wdcoQWy 
gallants] 
Pray  pardon  my  man's  rudeness,  for  I  fear  me 
He's  talk'd  above  a  'prentice  with  you. — Lawns ! 
Look  you,  kind  gentlemei^— this! — no: — Aye^ 

this:       ^ 
Take  this,  upon  my  honest-dealing  faith. 
To  be  a  tcuQ  weave ;  not  toto  hard,  nor  fimtk. 
But  e'en  a«  far  from  falsehood,  as  from  black. 

Cast.  Well,  how  do  you  rate  it  ? 

Can.  Very  conscionably ;  eighteen  ihtUii^  ^ 
yard. 

Cast.  That's  to(^  dear.    How  many  yards  < 
the  whole  niepe  contain,  think  you  ? 


*9  j9in  goUs^i  e. 
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dm.  WhjTy  some  seventeen  Ttrds,  I  thbk,  or  ' 
thereabouts.  How  much  would  nerve  your  turn, 
Ipnij? 

Cutt,  Wbjy  let  me  see — would  it  were  better 
too! 

Can,  Truihy  'tis  the  best  in  Milan,  at  few  words. 

Out.  Well ;  let  me  have  then — a  whole  pennj- 
worth. 

Can,  Ha,  ha !  you're  a  merry  gentleman* 

Coit,  A  penn'orth.  I  say. 

Can.  Of  lawn! 

Cast,  Of  lawn?  aye,  of  lawn,  a  penn'orth. 
^blood,  do'st  not  hear?  a  whole  pennWh :  are 
you  deaf? 

Con.  Deaf!  no,  sir:  but  I  must  tell  yoo, 
Our  wares  do  seldom  meet  such  customers. 

Catt,  Nay,  an  you  and  your  lawns  be  so 
squeamish,  &re  you  well. 

Can,  Pniy  stay ;  a  word,  pray  signior !  for  wliat 
purpose  is  it,  I  beseech  you? 

Catt,  'Sblood,  what's  that  to  you  ?  Ill  have  a 
penn'orth. 

Can,  A  penny-worth !  why  you  shall  s  111  serve 
you  presently. 

S  *Prentice,  'Sfoot,  a  penny-worth,  mistress ! 

Mistress.  A  penny-worth !  call  you  these  gen^ 
tlemen? 

Cast.  No,  no ;  not  there. 

Can.  What  then,  kind  gentleman  ?  what,  at 
this  comer  here? 

Cast.  No,  nor  there  neither ; 
ru  have  it  just  in  the  middle,  or  else  not. 

Can.  Just  in  the  middle ! — ha-^you  shall  too : 
what, 
Have  you  a  single  penny  ? 

Cast.  Yes,  here's  one. 

Can.  Lend  it  me,  I  pray. 

FlucL  An  excellent  followed  jest. 

Wife.  What,  will  he  spoil  the  lawn  now  ? 

Can.  Patience,  good  wife. 

Wife,  Aye,  that  patience  makes  a  fool  of  you. 
Gentlemen,  you  might  ha'  found  some  other  citi- 
zen Co  have  made  a  kind  gull  on^  besides  my  hus- 
band. 

Can.  Pray,  gentlemen,  take  her  to  be  a  woman; 
Do  not  regard  her  language— O  !  kind  soul. 
Such  words  will  drive  away  my  customers. 

Wife.  Customers  with  a  murrain !  Call  yon 
tbeie  cuistomers? 

Can.  Patience,  good  wife. 

Wife.  Pox  o'  jfour  patience ! 

Geo.  ^foot,  mistress,  I  warrant  these  are  some 
cheating  companions. 

Can.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  there's  your  ware ; 
I  thank  you,  I  have  your  money  here ;  pray  know 
my  sbop,  and  let  me  have  your  custom. 

Wife.  Custom,  quotb-a  f 

Can.  Let  me  take  more  of  yonr  money. 

Wife.  You  had  need  so. 

J^sor.  Hark  in  thine  ear;  thou'st  lost  an  hun- 
dred  ducats. 

Cii^.  Well,  well,  I  koow't :  is't  possible  that 
Homo 


Should  be  nor  man,  nor  woman  ?  n6t  once  mov'd; 
No,  not  at  such  an  injury,  not  at  all ! 
Sure  he's  a  pigeon,  for  he  has  no  gall* 

Fluel.  Come,  come,  you're  angry,  though  you 
smother  it; 
You're  vex'd,  i'faith — confess. 

Can.  Why,  gentlemen, 
Should  you  conceit  me  to  be  vex'd  or  moved  ? 
He  has  my  ware,  I  have  his  money  for*t; 
And  that's  no  argument  I  am  angry :  no^ 
The  best  logician  cannot  prove  roe  so. 

FlueL  Oh !  but  the  hateful  name  of  a  peimy« 
worth  of  lawn. 
And  then  cut  ont  i'  the  middle  of  the  piece, 
Pah !  I  guess  it  by  myself;  t'woold  move  a  lamlv 
Were  he  a  linenniraper ;  t'would,  i'faith. 
Can.  Well,  give  me  leave  to  answer  yoa  for 
that ; 
We're  set  here  to  please  all  customers. 
Their  humours  and  their  fancies — oflfend  none : 
We  get  by  many,  if  we  lose  by  one. 
May  be  his  mind  stood  to  no  more  than  that ; 
A  penn'orth  serves  him :  and  'mongst  trades  'tis 

found. 
Deny  a  penn'orth,  it  may  cross  a  pound. 
Oh  !  he  that  means  to  thrive^  with  patient  eye 
Must  please  the  devil,  if  he  come  to  buy. 
FlueL  O  wonderoQS  man,  patient  'bove  wrong 
or  woe! 
How  blest  were  men,  if  women  could  be  so ! 
Can.  And  to  express  how  well  my  breast  is 
pleased. 
And  satisned  in  all^^eorge,  fill  a  beaker. 

[Exit  Geor«e« 
111  drink  unto  that  gentleman  who  lately 
Bestowed  his  money  with  me* 

Wife.  God's  my  life, 
We  shall  have  all  our  gains  drunk  out  in  beakers, 
To  make  amends  for  pennyworths  of  lawn. 

Enter  Geosge. 

Can,  Here,  wife,  begin  you  to  the  gentleman. 

Wife.  I  begin  to  him ! 

Can.  George,  fill  up  again  : 
'Twas  my  fault,  my  hand  shook.    [Exit  Geosgs. 

Pior.  How  strangely  this  doth  show  I 
A  patient  man  linked  with  a  waspish  shrew. 

FiueL  A  stlver-and-gilt  beaker!  I  have  a 
trick  to  work  upon  that  beaker ;  sure  'twill  fret 
him :  it  cannot  choose  but  vex  him.  Signior 
Castruchio,  in  pity  to  thee,  I  have  a  conceit  will 
save  th^  hundred*  ducats :  'twill  do't,  and  work 
him  to  impatience. 

Cast,  Sweet  Fluello,  I  should  be  bountiful  ta 
that  conceit. 

Fluel  Well,  'tis  enougL 

Enter  Geoboz. 

Can,  Here,  gentlemen,  to  you, 
I  wish  your  custom ;  you're  exceeding  welcome:. 
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Ca»i,  ^  I  pledge  yoa,  signior  Caiidido-«>Here 
you,  that  must  receive  an  huadred  ducats. 

Pior,  ril  pledge  them  deep,  i'faith,  Castniokio, 
S^iior  Fluello. 

FtueL  Come;  pla/toff:  tome^ 
I  am  Your  last  man. 

Can,  George,  supply  the  cup. 

FiwL  So,  so,  good  honest  Geoige ! 
Here,  Sigiiior  Camiido,  all  this  to  yan. 

Can,  Oh,  you  must  pardon  me,  I  use  it  not 

FlueL  VViil  you  not  pledge  me  then? 

jGm.  Yes,  but  not  that : 
Great  love  is  shuwu  in  little. 

FlucL  Blurt  on  your  seotenoee— 'Sfoot^  jou 
shall  pledge  me  all. 

Can,  Indeed  I  sImII  not. 

FiueL  Not  pledge  me  ?  'Sbioodt  111  carry  away 
the  beaker  then. 

Can,  The  beaker !  Oh,  that  at  your  pleasure,  sir. 

Fiud,  Now  by  this  drink  [  will. 

CaU,  Pledge  him,  he'll  de'l  else. 

FlueL  So  I  I  ha'  done  you  right  ^\  on  my  thumb 
nail. 
What,  will  you  pledge  me  now  ? 

Can,  You  know^  me,  sir,  I  am  not  of  that  sia. 

Fktel.  Why,  then  farewell: 
111  b««ur  away  the  beaker,  by  this  light 

Can,  Ibac's as  vou  pleatae,  'tis  very  good. 

FlueL  Nay,  it  doth  please  me ;  and  as  you  say, 
'tis  a  very  good  one :  farewell,  sigpior  C«Adido, 

Pior.  Farewell,  Candido. 

Can,  You're  wel&)me,  gentlemen.. 

Cast.  Heart !  not  moved  yet  I 
I  think  hia  patience  is  above  our  wit.     [Exeunt. 


Geo>  1  told  you  before,  mittiessy  they  were  all 

cheaten. 
Wife,  Why,  fool !  why,  husband !  why,  mad- 
ui  r  I  hope  you  will  not  let  them  sneak  away 
so  with  a  silver-and-gilt  beaker,  the  best  m  the 
bouse  too :  go,  fellows,  make  hoe  and  cry  after 
them. 
Can,  Pray  let  your  tongue  lie  still,  all  will  be 
well: 
Come  hither,  George,  bye  to  the  constable, 
And  in  calm  order  wish  him  to  attach  them; 
Make  no  great  stir,  because  they're  gentleneu, 
And  a  thin|j  partly  done  in  merriment : 
'Tis  but  a  size  above  a  jest,  thou  knowest; 
Therefore  pursue  it  mildly.    Go,  bc^^one ; 
The  constable's  bard4>yy  bring   him  aloog;— 
make  haste  again. 
Wife,  O  you're  a  goodly  patient  woodcock :  are 
you  not  now  ?  [Exit  George. 

See  what  your  patience  comes  to.    Everr  one 
saddles  you,  and  rides  you ;  you*ll  be  shortly  the 
common  stone-horse  of  Milan  :  a  woman's  well 
helped  up  with  such  a  **  meacock.    I  bad  rather 
have  a  husband,  that  would  swaddle  me  thrice  a 
day,  than  such  a  one,  that  will  be  gull'd  twice  in 
half  an  hour.    Oh,  I  could  buni  aU  the  wares  in 
my  shop  for  anger ! 
Can,  Pray  wear  a  peaceful  temper;  be  my 
wife, 
That  is,  be  patient :  for  a  wife  and  husband 
Share  but  one  soul  between  them:  this  being 

known, 
Why  should  noc  one  soul  then  agree  in  one  ? 

[Exit. 


^  I  pkdgfiyou^  tigniar  C«m^fcf»^The  foUowiog  account  of  the  fones  prescribed  in  HeaUh-driakieg  in 
par  author's  time,  is  taken  from  **  The  Irish  Hubbub,  or  the  English  Hue  and  Crie"  hy  Baraaby  fUdi, 
102^,  p.  V4.  He  calls  it,  Tht  Uuffingly  Order  of  drinking  HeaUha  used  %  the  Speudalls  oj  this  age,  *^  He 
**■  tbat  beginnes  the  health,  bath  his  prescribed  orders :  first  uncovering  bis  bead,  bee  takes  a  full  rap  in 
'*  his  hand,  und  setting  his  countenance  with  a  grave  aspect,  bee  craves  for  audience  :  silence  Ixing  once 
**  obtained,  he*heginnes  to  breath  out  the  name  peradventore  of  some  honourable  personage,  tbat  is  wor- 
'<  thy  of  a  better  regard,  then  to  liave  his  name  polluted  at  so  unfitting  a  time  amongst  a  company  of 
<*  drunkards  :  hut  bis  health  is  dnmke  to,  and  be  tbat  plec^tb  must  likewise  of  with  his  cap,  kisse  bis 
^  fingers,  and  bowing  himsclfr  h»  signe  of  a  reverent  accetOanoe ;  whea  the  leader  sees  his  fbll^wee  thus 
*'  prepared,  bee  sups  up  his  broatb,  tames  the  hotlom  of  the  cap  upward,  and  in  ostealatioB  ui  h'a  Aea- 
«*  terite,  gives  the  cup  a  phillip.  to  nsaknr  It  cry  Tioango,    And  thus  tie  first  scene  is  acted. 

'*  Ihe  cup  b«ing  aeifly  leyV^whed  to  the  breadth  of  an  haire,  be  tbat  is  the  pledger  nsest.  now  bcgiMe 
*<  his  part,  and  thus  it  go«es  round  tbj-oaghout  the  whole  company,  provided  alwayes  by  a  c^i^oa  set  dowae 
*<  by  the  founder,  there  nuist  he  three  at  the  least  still  uncovered,  till  the  health  hath  had  the  fall  pas- 
"  sage  :  which  U  no  sooner  ended,  but  another  begins  againe,  and  bee  drinkes  an  health  to  hie'  I^ad^  sf 
••  little  worthy  or  perad venture  to  his  light-  hrle'd  mistres," 

*'  On  my  thumb  fiai7.— Sec- N  ote  6  to  Gammer  Gurton'a  Needle^  p.  108 

"  ifearodt— i.  e.  a  timorous,  dastardly  creatare.  See  Taming  of  the  SArsv,  A.  9.  S.  I.  and  BffrSteerefla^s 
jJq*^  t  hereon 

Again,  HalKs  Chronicle,  Henry  IV.  fol  6 :  "— depravyngc  and  nUlyog  on  Kynge  Rieharde  aa  mm  inae- 
«*  cent,  a  weacot.  ke,  and  not  worthy  to  beare  the  name  of  a  k>  nge." 

Euphue^,  p.  41  :  '*  But  hapely  thou  wilt  say,  if  I  refuse  their  curtesie  I  shall  be  aoeeunted  « swaceofr*  a 
milksop,  taunted  iMid  retaunted^  &c." 

Tarlton's  New»  out  of  Furgatory,  p.  39 :  '* — because  he  was  a  meaoucks^  and  a  milksoppe,  not  dari^B  to 
•♦  draw  bis  sword  to  revenge  her  wrongs  '* 

Churchyard  s  fVorthines  of  If' ales,  p.  39.  edit.  1176  :  '*  liSt  US  thciefoie  gi^  the  chargje,  am 
^  upon  yonder  efiemioale  aad  meycocke  people.*' 
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f^c  Hang  yoar  tgreements  .-—But  if  my  bea- 
ler  be  gone—' 

SCENE  VL 

filler  Castruchio,  Flucllo,  Pioratto,  and 
George. 

Can,  Oh !  here  they  come. 

Geo.  The  Constable,  sir,  let^em  come  along 
with  me,  because  there  should  be  no  wondering : 
he  stays  at  door. 

Cast.  Constable,  ^oodman  Abram ! 

Fiuel.  Now,  signior  Candido^  'sblood,  why  do 
you  attach  us  r 

Caft.  'Sheart !  attach  us ! 

Can,  Nay,  swear  not,  gallants ; 
Year  oaths  may  moFe  your  souls,  but  not  move 

me  : 
You  have  a  silver  beaker  of  my  wife's. 

Fluel.  You  say  not  true :  'tis  gilt. 

Can.  Then  you  say  true. 
And  being  gilt,  the  guilt  lies  more  on  you. 

Catt,  I  hope  yoorre  not  angry,  sir. 

Can.  Then  you  hope  right ;  f qr  I  am  not  anery. 

^hr.  No,  but  a  little  moved. 

Can.  J  moved  !  'twas  you  were  moved,  you 
were  brought  hither. 

Cast.  But  you  (out  of  your  anger  and  impa- 
tience) 
Caused  us  to  be  attached. 

Can.  Nay,  you  misplace  it. 
Out  of  ray  quiet  sufterance  I  did  that. 
And  not  any  wrath.    Had  1  shown  anger, 
I  should  have  then  pursued  you  with  3ie  law. 
And  hunted  you  to  shame ;  as  many  worldling 
^  build  their  an^er  upon  feebler  grounds. 
The  morels  the  pity  !  jldny  lose  their  lives 
For  scarce  so  much  coin  as  will  hide  their  palms; 
Which  is  most  cruel.    Those  hiive  vexed  spirito 
That  pursue  lives.    In  this  opinion  rest, 
The  loss  of  millions  could  not  move  my  breast 

Fluel  Tliou  art  a  blest  man,  and  with  peace 
dost  deal; 
ouch  a  meek  spirit  can  bless  a  commonweal. 
,J^^'  Gentlemen,  now  Wa  upon  eating  time ; 
*^  part  not  hence,  but  dine  with  me  to-day. 

Cast,  I  never  heard  a  carter  yet  say  nay 
Tosuch  a  motion.    Til  not  be  die  first. 


Pior.  Nor  I. 
FlueL  Nor  I. 

Can.  The  constable  shall  bear  you  compnnjf : 
George,  call  him  in ;  let  the  world  say  what  it 

can. 
Nothing  can  drive  me  from  a  patient  nian. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Roger  with  a  stool^  cuskumf  looking-^lass^ 
and  *^  cki^ngdisk.  These  being  set  down,  he 
pulls  out  of  his  pocket  a  vial  with  ithite  colour 
in  it ;  and  two  boxes,  one  with  tbhite,  another 
red  painting;  he  placeMaU  things  in  order^and 
a  candle  by  them,  singing  with  the  ends  of  old 
ballads  as  he  does  it.  At  last  Bella  front,  as 
ke  rubs  his  cheek  with  the  colours,  whktles  with" 
in. 

Roger,  Anon»  forsooth. 

Bet.  What  are  you  playing  the  rogue  about  ? 

Ro^er,  About  you,  forsooth :  l*m  drawing  up 
a  hole  in  your  white  pik  stocking. 

IScL  Is  my  gtass  there?  and 'my  boxes  of  com- 
pletion'? 

Roger.  Yes,  forsooth;  your  boxes  of  com- 
plexion are  here,  I  think ;  yes  'tis  here ;  here's 
your  two  complexions. — And  if  I  had  all  the  four 
complexions,  I  should  ne'er  set  a  good  face  upon't. 
Some  men,  I  see,  are  born  under  hard-favoured 
planets,  as  well  as  women.  Zounds,  I  look  worse 
now  than  I  did  before :  and  it  makes  her  face 
glister  most  damnably.  There's  knavery  in  daub- 
ing, I  hold  my  life;  or  else  this  is  only  female 
pomatuipu 

Enter  Bellafront,  not  fuU  rtadjy,  without  a 
gown ;  she  sits  down ;  with  her  bodkin  curls 
her  hair,  then  colours  her  lips, 

Bel,  Where's  my  piffand  *♦  poker,  you  block- 
head? 
Roger,  Your  ru^  yopr  poker,  are  ingendVini; 
together  on  the  cupboard  of  the  court,  or  the  ^^ 
court  cup-board. 

BeL  Fetch  'em :  is  the  pox  in  ypur  hams,  you 

can  go  no  faster  r 

Roger,  Would  the  pox  were  in  your  fingers, 

unless  you  could  leave  fiinging ;  eaten—    [Exit, 

BeL  I'll  catch  you,  you  dog,  by  and  bv :  do  you 

grumble?  ^She  sings. 


^  Cha/lng'dish.'^To  heat  the  poking-lrons. 

^  Poker^This  instrument,  of  which  mention  b  frequently  nuMle  in  contemporary  writen.  Is  some- 
timei  called  poting  stick,  and  at  others  a  poking  stick.  It  was  used  to  adjust  the  plaits  of  ruA,  which 
^ere  then  generally  worn  by  the  ladles.  Stowe  says,  that  these  poking  ttickt  were  made  of  wood  or  bone 
Uptil  about  the  UUb  year  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  when  they  began  to'be  made  of  steel.  In  Mr  Steevem's 
^ote  to  tVinter't  Tale,  A,  4.  S.  5.  many  examples  are  prbduced,  to  wbtCh  it  is  unnecessary  to  add  more« 
M  during  the  course  of  these  volumes  such  fireqaent  notice  is  taken  of  the  niff,  and  this'  its  necessary  ap- 
pendage. 

*'  Court  eup'board-^A  court  cupboard wns  probably  lihat  we  call  at  present  a  side-board.  Mr  Steevens 
^Jh  that  two  of  them  are  still  remainiog  in  Stationers- Hall,  abd  their  ube  to  exactly  described,  as  Mr 
^iehob  observes,  in  the  following  line  from  Chapman*s  May  Day,  1611 : 

*'  Court  cup-boards  planted  with  flaggons,  cam,  cqns,  beakets,'  &€.**  See  Notes  on  Romto  and  Juliet,  A. 
••  8. 6.  >       .      .  \^ .  .  1      . 
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Cupid  i$  a  god,  at  naked  a»  my  nail, 

TU  whip  him  tcith  a  rod,  if  he  my  true  love  fail 

Roger.  There's  your  niflF,  shall  I  poke  it  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  honest  Roger:  no,  stay;  pr*jthee 
good  boy,  hold  here. 

Down  dowHf  down,  down,  I  Jail  down  and  a- 
rise ;  down^  I  never  shall  arise, 

Roger.  Troth,  roadam,  then  leave  off  the  trade, 
if  you  shall  never  rise. 

BeL  What  trade,  goodman  Abram  ? 

Roger,  Why,  that  of  down  and  arise,  or  the, 
falling  trade. 

BeL  1*11  fall  with  you  by  and  by. 

Roger.  If  you  do,  I  know  who  shall  smart 
for't: 
Troth,  mistress,  what  do  1  look  like  now  ? 

BeL  Like  what  you  are ;  ti  pnnderly  sitpenny 
rascal. 

Roffer.  I  may  thank  you  for  that :  in  faith  I 
look  like  an  old  Proverb,  Uold  the  candle  before 
the  devil. 

Bel.  Ud's  life,  111  stick  my  knife  in  your  guts 
and  you  prate  trj  me  so  :  What  ?  \She  sings. 

Well  met,  pug,  the  pearl  of  beauty :  «wA,  umb, 
How  now,  sir  knave,  you  forget  your  duty, 

umb,  umb. 
3darry  invff,  sir,  are  you  grown  so  dainty ;  fa, 

ia^  la,  4c 
Isiiyou,  sirf  the  worst  qf  twenty,  fa,  la,  la, 

leera  la* 

Pox  on  you,  how  dost  thou  hold  my  glass  ? 
^      Roger.  Why,  as  I  hold  your  door,  with  my 
fingers. 

Bel.  Nay,  pray  thee,  sweet  honey  Roger,  hold 
up  hanr1s«mely:  Sing  Pretty  wantons  warble,  ^c. 
we  shall  ha*  guests  to-day,  V\\  lay  my  little  maid- 
enhead, my^jose  itches  so. 

Ro^er.  I  said  so  too  last  night,  when  our  fleas 
twingd  rae  so. 

Bel.  So,  poke  my  ruff  now.      My  gown,  my 
cown!  have  I  ray  fall? 
*5  Where's  my  fall,  Roger  ?  [One  knocks. 

Ro^cr.  Your  fall,  forsooth,  is  behmd. 


BeL 


Gods  my  pittikinsy  some  fool  or  o6er 
knocks. 

Roger.  Shall  I  open  to  the  fooL  mistresB? 
BU,  And  all  these  baubles  lying  that?  Awir 
with  it  quickly.— Aye,  aye,  knock  aed  he  damn'i 
whosoever  you  bcT-So;  ghre  the  freth  si'^ 
line  now  ;  let  him  come  ashore.    He  shall 


for  my  breakfast,  though  he  go  against  my  stomacb. 
[Roger  fetches  in  Fluello,  Castrucbio,  and 

PlOEATTO. 

Fluel.  Morrow,  cut. 

Cast.  How  does  my  sweet  acqaaintanoe  ? 

Pior.    Save  thee,  little  marmoset ;  how  dost 
thou,  good  pretty  rogue  ? 

BeL  Well,  Godamercy,  good  pretty  wmcaL 

FlueL  Roger,  some  li^t,  I  prythee. 

Roger.  You  shall,  signior ;  for  we  that  lire  here    I 
in  this  vale  of  misery,  arc  as  dark  as  hell, 

[ExitfaraCanik, 

Cast  Good  tobacco,  Fluello?  1 

FlueL  SmelL 

Enter  Roger. 

Piof.  It  may  be  tickling  geer:  for  it  plays  widi 
my  nose  already. 

R4)g.  Here's  another  light  angel,  signior. 

BeL  What,  you  pied  curtal,  what's  diat  ytn 
are  a  neliihing? 

Rog.  I  say,  God  send  us  the  Hghc  of  heafCB, 
or  some  more  angels. 

BeL  Go  fetch  some  wine,  and  drink  half  of  it 

Rog.  I  must  fetch  some  wine,  gentle-men^  tad 
drink  half  of  it 

tluel.  Here,  Roger ! 

Cast.  No,  let  me  send  pr'ythee. 

FlueL  Hold,  you  cankenvorm. 

Rog.  You  shall  send  both,  if  yon  please,*^ 
niors. 

Pior.  Stay,  what^s  best  to  drink  a  monnn|i? 

Rog.  *'  Ipocras,  sir,  for  my  nustress^  if  I  fetch 
it,  is  most  dear  to  her. 

FlueL  Ipocras !  there  then,  here's  a  *•  testoo 
for  you,  you  snake. 

Rog,  Right,  sir ;  here's  three  shillmgs  and  ai- 
pence  for  a  pottle  and  a^  roancbet  [Exit* 


^^  Whereas  myfatB^Ftom  the  following  passages  in  the  Malecontent,  A.  5.  8.  3.  tike  fail  appcftii  tokare 
been  a  part  of  dress  worn  about  the  neck  as  nifis  were,  but  differeDt  from  them :  **  There  is  sock  a  dca) 
of  pinning  these  ruffs,  when  a  fine  cim/a//  is  worth  them  all.'*  Again,  **  If  yoa  shooM  chance  (o  take 
a  nap  in  (he  afternoon,  your  falling  kand  requires  no  poking  stick  to  recover  his  form.**  They  aeeai  t» 
have  been  sometkiag  like  bands,  but  larger.  It  must,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  tkey  might  be  a 
species  of  the  ruC  s  for,  in  Laugh  and  lU  donme,  or  the  World's  FoU§,  16U5,  it  is  said,  ''there  sat  with  Mr 
poting  sticke,  atifening  a  fail,  and  singing  the  Ballet,  &c.'* 

^^  Ipocras, — or  Ypocras,  The  following  receipt  for  making  this  liquor  is  extracted  from  Strvtt*t  Vim 
of  the  Manners,  &c.  of  the  Jmhobitants  of  England,  Vol.  III.  p.  14.,  where  it  is  copied  from  Aniold'k  Chro- 
nicle of  London. — The  Cmflte  to  make  Ypocras :  **  Take  a  qoarte  of  red  wyne,  an  oonce  of  synanann>  aaA 
**  balfe  an  once  (ounce)  of  gyager,  a  quarter  of  an  unoce  of  greynes  and  longe  peper,  and  half  a  poandc  of 
*^  auger,  and  brose  all  this,  (^ioi  too  small)  and  then  put  them  in  a  bage  of  wuUen  doth,  made  thereCwCi 
"  with  the  wine,  and  lete  it  hange  over  a  vessell  tyll  the  wyne  be  rone  tborowe." 

^*  T^ston-'-^A  coin  worth  about  ISd.  sterling. 

^^  Manchct, — or  fine  white  bread.  ^'  Panis  primarius,  a  G.  micheite,  miche,  Patiis  candidtor  et  purior, 
<'  hoe  dim.  a  Lat.  Mica.  q.  d.  Micula*  Sk'ui.'^—JuNics's  Etymologicon. 
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Cast,  Here's  most  herculanean  tobacco !  ha' 
9ome,  acquaiiUaoce  ? 

BeL  Foby  not  I :  makes  your  breath  stink,  like 
the  piss  of  a  fo^ — Acquaintance,  where  supped 
yoa  last  night? 

Cast.  At  a  place,  sweet  acquaintance,  where 
your  health  '°  danced  the  canaries  i'faith ;  you 
should  ha'  been  there. 

BeL  I  tbeie  among  your  punks?  marry  fah, 
hang  *em :  I  ^oom't:  will  you  never  leave  suck- 
ing of  eggs  io  other  folks'  hens*  nests  ? 

Cut,  Why  in  good  troth,  if  you'll  trust  me,  ao- 
<]aaintance,  there  was  not  one  ben  at  the  board : 
ask  Fluello. 

Fluei  yio  fmtbf  cuz;  none  but  cocks;  Signior 
Malavella  drunk  to  thee. 

BeL  O,  a  pure  beadle ;  that  horse-leach  there  ? 

FiueL  And  the  knight,  Sir  Oliver  Lollio,  swore 
he  would  betow  a  tafiata  petticoat  on  thee,  but  to 
break  his  fast  with  thee. 

BeL  With  me !  I'll  choke  him  then ;  hang  him 
inolecatcher,  it  is  the  dreamiugest  snotty-nose. 

Pior,  Well,  many  look  that  liolljo  for  a  fool, 
tut  he's  a  subtle  fool. 


BeL  Aye,  and  he  has  fellows :  '*  of  all  filthy 
dry-fisted  knights,  I  cannot  abide  that  he  should 
touch  me. 

Cast.  Why,  wench,  is  he  scabbed  ? 

BeL  Hang  him,  he'll  not  live  to  be  so  honest, 
nor  to  the  credit  to  have  scabs  about  him.  His 
betters  have  'cm ;  but  I  hate  to  wear  out  any  of 
his  coarse  knighthood,  because  he's  made  like  an 
alderman's  night-gown,  faced  all  with  coney  be- 
fore, and  within  nothing  but  fox:  this^*  sweet 
Oliver  will  eat  mutton  till  he  be  ready  to  burst, 
but  the  lean-pawed  slave  will  not  pay  for  the 
scraping  of  lus  trencher. 

Pior.  Plague  him ;  set  him  beneath  the  salt ;  ^' 
and  let  him  not  touch  a  bit,  till  every  one  has  had 
his  full  cut. 

FlueL  Lord  EUo,  the  gentleman-usher,  came 
into  us  too :  marry  'twas  in  our  cheese,  for  he 
had  been  to  borrow  money  for  his  lord  of  a  citi- 
zen. 

Cast,  What  an  ass  is  that  lord  to  borrow  mo« 
ney  of  a  citizen  ? 

BeL  Nay,  God's  my  pity,  what  an  ass  is  that 
citizen  to  lend  money  to  a  lord. 


^  Dpiced  the  canaries  —The  following  account  of  this  dance  is  eitracted  from  Sir  John  Hawkins's  Ifis^^ 
^ryufMusic^  Vol  IV.  p.  391. :  **  There  occurs,  in  the  Opera  of  DiocUsian,  set  to  music  by  Purcell,  a 
*'  dance  railed  the  Canaries:  of  this,  and  also  anoHier  called  Trenchmore,  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  rec* 
**  der  a  sattsfactery  account.    The  first  b  alluded  to  by  Shakespeare  in  the  following  passage :  ' 

**  Moth,  Master,  will  yon  win  your  love  with  a  French  brawl  ? 

**  Arm,  Hew  meanest  thou  f  brawling  in  French  ? 

^  Moth,  tio,  my  compteat  master :  but  to  jfgg  off  a  tone  at  the  tongue^send,  canary  to  it  with  your  feef, 
**  haoMMir  it  with  turning  up  your  eye^lids,  &c. 

*^  \%  to  tb^  air  itself,  it  appears,  by  the  example  in  the  Opera  of  Dioclesian,  to  be  a  very  sprightly 
**  BOTement  of  two  reprises,  or  strains,*  with  eight  bars  in  each.  The  time  three  quartets  in  a  bar,  the 
*'  first  poioted.  'i  bat  it  it  of  English  invention,  like  a  country  dance,  may  be  inferred  from  this  circum- 
**  staace,  that  none  of  the  foreign  names  that  distinguish  one  kind  of  air  from  another,  correspond  in  the 
**  least  with  this,  ^ay,  farther,  the  appellation  is  adopted  by  Couperin^  a  Frenchman,  who,  f^moog  his 
•*  lewoos,  has  an  air  which  he  entitles  Canarib.*' 

^'  Of  all  filthy  tlry-Jisted  knighU. — A  moist  hand  is  vulgarly  accoanted  a  sign  of  an  amorous  constitu- 
tion.   8ee  the  ^otes  of  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steevens  on  Tieelfth  Nighty  A.  1.  S.  S. 

^*  This  sweet  Oliver  will  eat  fnu/<on.— In  Shakespeare's  As  you  like  ity  A.  4.  S.  3.  the  clown  sings  a  few 
lijies  of  a  song,  in  which  the  epithet  sweet  is  joined  to  the  name  Oliver,  Mr  Tyrwhitt  observes,  that  this 
epithet  seems  to  have  been  peculiarly  appropriated  to  OtivcTf  for  which  he  was  perhaps  originally  obii- 
grd  to  the  old  song,  of  which  oi)ly  the  few  )incs  preserved  by  Shakespeare  now  remain. 

^'  Set  him  beneath  the  salt. — This  refers  to  the  manner  in  which  opr  ancestors  were  seated  at  theii 
meals.  «•  The  tables  being  long,"  say?  Mr  Whalley,  Note  to  Cynthia's  Reveb,  A.  2.  S.  «.  **  the  salt  was 
"  commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  served  as  a  kind  of  boundary  to  the  different  quality  of  the 
**  guests  invited.  Those  of  distinction  were  ranked  above ;  the  space  below  was  assigned  to  the  depen- 
"daots,  or  inferior  relations  of  the  master  of  the  house.  This  custom  is  yet  preserved  at  the  Lord 
"  Mayor*8  and  some  other  public  tables.^'    It  is  memioned  in  Masslugers  Unnatural  Combat,  A.  3.  S.  1. ; 

*• he  believes  it  is  the  reason 

**  You  ne'er  presume  to  sit  above  the  salt,** 

lie  City  Maiam^  by  the  same,  A.  1.  S.  1. ; 

'*  ■ My  proud  lady 

''  Admits  him  to  her  table,  marry  ever 

**  Beneath  the  salt ;  and  there  he  sits  the  sul^'ect 

'<  Of  her  contempt  and  scorn.*' 

Dekkar*s  Bell-man's  Night-wdkeSy  Sign.  C. :  ** for  hee  that  had  the  graine  of  the  tabic  v,  ith  l»it 

^  trencher,  paid  no  more  than  bee  that  placed  himselfe  beneath  the  salt,** 
Sec  also  Mr  Whalley  s  Note  on  Cynthia's  HeveU, 
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Enter  Matheo  and  Hipolito  ;  tiiP6LiT0,  satu- 
ting  the  Company  as  a  Stranger,  walla  off. 
KocEE  comes  in  sadly  behind  them  with  a 
J^ottle-jfOt,  and  stands  dloo)'off. 

Jl/a/^  Save  ;^ou,  gallants.  Signior  Fluetlo,  ex- 
ceedingly well  met,  as  I  niaj-  say. 

i'lueL  Sigiiior  Matheo,  exceedingly  well  mfet 
too,  a$  I  may  say. 

Math,  And  how  fares  iny  little  pretty  mistress? 

heL  Even  as  my  little  pretty  servant  seips, 
three  court-dishes  before  her,  and  not  one  goo*) 
bit  in  them.— How  how  ?  why  the  devil  stand'st 
thou  so  ?  art  in  a  trance  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  forsooth. 

Bet.  Why  dost  not  fill  out  their  wine? 

"Rog.  For.sootb, 'tis  filled  out  already :  all  the 
wine  that  the  signior  has  bestowed  upoii  yoii  is 
cast  away ;  a  porter  ran  a  little  at  me,  and  so 
faced  me  down  ihat  1  had  not  a  <lrop. 

Bel  I'm  curst  to  let  such  a  withered  airticnole- 
faced  rascal  grow  under  my  nose :  now  you  look 
like  an  old  he-cat  going  to  the  gallows:  I'll  be 
hanged  if  he  ha'  not  put  up  the  money  to  coney- 
catch  ^*  us  all. 

Rog.  No  truly,  forsooth,  'tis  not  put  up  yet 

BeL  How  many  gentlemen  hast  thou  served 
thus? 

Rog.  None  but  five  hundred,  besides  appren* 
tices  and  serving-men. 

BeL  Dost  think  Vi\  pocket  it  up  at  thv  hands  ? 

Rog.  Yes,  forsooth,  1  fear  you  will  pocket  it  up. 

BeL  Fie,  fie,  cut  my  lace,  good  servant ;  I  shall 
ha'  the  mother  presently,  Vm  so  vexed  at  this 
horse-plumb. 

FtueL  Plague,  not  for  a  scaPd  ^*  pottle  of  wine. 

Math.  Nay,  sweet  ^llaf  ront^  for  a  little  pi^s 
wash. 

Cast.  Here,  Roger,  fetcn  more;  a  miscluuice 
i'faith,  acquaintance. 

Bel.  Out  of  Qiy  sight,  tliou  ungodly  puritanical 
creature ! 

Rog.  For  the  t'other  pottle?  yes,  forsooth. 

[Exit  Roger,  and  enter  Hipolito. 

Bel  Spill  that  too;  what  geotlemali  is  that,  ser- 
vant ?  your  fHend? 

Math.  Gods  so,  a  stool,  a  stool !  If  you  love 
me,  mistress,  entertain  this  gentleman  respectful- 
ly, and  bid  him  welcome. 

Bel  He's  very  welcome ;  pray,  sir,  sit. 

Hip.  Thanks,  lady. 

FUel  Count  Hipolito,  is't  not  ?  Crjf  your  mer- 
cy, signior;  you  walk  here  all  this  while,  and  we 
not  hear  you !  Let  me  be^itow  a  scool  upon  you, 
lieseech  you  ;  you  are  a  stranger  here,  we  know 
the  fashions  o'the  house. 

Cast.  Please  you,  be  here,  my  lord  ?  \Tobacc4t. 


Hip.  No,  ip6d  CilttnicHio.  ^ 

Fluel  You  have  abandoned  ftfe  eoort, ll«^ 
my  lord,  since  the  death  oftwir  mrttrcSB.  Well, 
slie  was  a  delicate  piecc-^Beseech  you  «weeir- 
come,  let  us  serve  under  the  colour*  of  your  ac 
quaintauce  still-for  all  that-  Please  JCW  to  me« 
here  at  the  lodging  of  my  art,  I  shall  bestows 
banquet  upon  you.  .....         _?^ 

Hip.  I  never  can  deserve  this  kiddtJest,  sr. 
What  may  this  lady  be,  whom  ydn  cml  cox? 

FbuL  Faith,  sir,  i  poor  gentlewoman,  of  pw- 
sing  good  carriage ;  one  that  has  some  dims  m  tew, 
and  lies  here  iii  an  attorney's  house. 

Hip.  Is  she  married  ?  .  , 

Fluel  Hah,  as  all  your  punks  are !  a  ^PJ""* 
wife,  or  so :  I  never  saw  her  before,  my  lord. 

Hip.  Never,  trust  me,— a  goodly  careature. 

Fluel  By  gad,  when  you  know  her,  as  we  da, 
you'll  swear  she  is  the  prettiest,  kindest,  swctiat, 
most  bewitching,  honest  ape,  under  the  p^lc-  A 
skin,  your  sattih  is  not  more  soft,  lior  your  tewn 
whiter 

Hip.  Belike  then,  she^s  soific  sale  coortena. 

Fluel.  Troth,  as  all  your  best  faces  are,  a  good 
wench. 

Hip.  Great  pity  that  she's  a  good  w^ncli. 

Math.  Thou  shalt,  i'faith,  mistress.— How  now, 
signiors  ?  what,  whispering  ?  did  not  I  lay  a  wa^ 
I  should  take  you,  within  seven  days,  m  a  hMtse 
of  vanity? 

Hip.  You  did,  and  I  beshrew  your  heart,  yoe 
have  won. 

Math.  How  do  you  like  my  mistress? 

Hip.  Well,  for  such  a  mistress : 
Better,  if  your  mistress  be  not  yoor  master. 
I  must  break  manners,  gentlemen ;  fate  yoa  wwL 

Math.  "Sfoot,  vou  shall  not  leave  us 

Bel  The  gentleman  liktt  bot  the  taste  of  ow 
company. 

Ofime*.  Beseech  you,  st$y. 

Hip.  Trust  me,  my  affiurs  bedicm  for  W€; 
pardon  me. 

Math.  Will  yon  call  for  me  half  an  boor  beoce 
here? 

Hip.  Perhaps  I  shall 

Math.  Perhaps !  f*h !  I  kftow  yo«i  can  ••» 
to  me  you  will.  _^ 

Bip.  Since  ybu  iWll  brcss  me,  6A  my  word  I 
will.  Ip^ 

Bel  What  lullen  picture  is  this,  servant? 

Math.  Tis  Count  Hipolito,  the  brave  count 

Pior,  As  gallant  a  spirit  as  any  in  Milan,  joa 
sweet  Jew. 

Fluel  Oh,  he*s  a  most  essential  gentleman,  aa. 

Cast.  Did  tot*  never  hear  of  Count  Hipolno* 
acquaintance  r 

Bel  Marry,  muff  a*  your  counts^  and  there  M 
no  more  life  m  'em. 


*♦  Coney^catch -^Sce  Note  12.  p.  523, 
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MatL  HeS  so  nwloontent  f-^rraby  Bdkfron- 
ta  aod  jou  be  honest  gsdlants^  let's  sop  together, 
and  have  the  count  wim  us :  thou  shaft  sit  at  the 
upper  eiidy  punk. 

BeL  Punk,  you  soused  gurnet!  ^ 

Math,  Kin^s  truce ;  come,  I'll  bestow  the  suf^ 
per  to  have  him  but  laugh. 

Cast.  He  betrays  his  youth  too  grossly  to  that 
tyrant  melancholy. 

Math,  All  this  for  a  woman  f 

BeL  A  woman!  some  v^bore.  What  sweet 
jewel  is^t  ? 

Pior,  Would  she  heard  you. 

FlueL  Troth,  so  would  I. 

Cast.  And  I,  bv  heaven. 

BeL  Nay,  good  servant,  what  woman? 

Math   Pah. 

BeL  Pr^vthee  tell  me,  a  buss,  and  tell  me :  I 
warrant  he^s  an  honest  fellow,  if  he  take  on  thus 
for  a  wench  :  Good  rogu^  who  ? 

Math.  By  the  lord  I  will  not,  must  not,  fwth, 
mistress :  is't  a  match,  sirs  ?  this  night,  at  di*  An- 
tiJope ;  aye,  tor  there's  best  wine,  and  good,  boys. 

Omnes.  'Tis  done,  at  the  Antilope. 

BeL  I  cannot  be  there  to-night. 

Math.  Cannot !  bv  the  lord,  you  shall. 

BeL  By  the  Udy,  1  will  not:  shall ! 

JP/iie/.  Why,  then,  put  it  off  till  Friday:  wo't 
come  then,  cuz  ? 

BeL  Well. 

Enter  RooBib. 

Math.  Ton're  the  waspishest  ape. — Rogier,  put 
your  mistress  in  mind  to  sup  with  us  on  Friday 
next:  you'd  best  come  like  a  madwoman,  witb- 


ontabandin  your wustcoat, ''  and  the  lininp 
of  your  kirtle  outward,  like  every  common  hack- 
ney that  steals  out  at  the  back  piX»  of  her  sweet 
knight's  lodging. 

£«/.  Go,  go  hang  yourself. 

Cast.  It's  dinnei^time,  Matlieo;  shali's  hence? 

Omnet.  Yes,  yes;  farewell,  wench.     [Exeunt, 

BeL  Farewell,  boys.— Roger,  what  wine  sent 
thev  for  ? 

ilog.  Bnstard  wine;  '*  for  if  it  had  been  truly 
begotten,  M  would  not  ha*  been  ashamed  to  come 
in.  Here's  six  shillings  to  pay  for  nursing  the 
bastard. 

BeL  A  company  of  rooks !  O  good,  sweet  Ro* 
ger,  run  to  the  poulter's  and  buy  me  some  fine 
larks. 

Ros.  No  woodcocks? 

BeL  Yes,  faith,  a  couple,  if  they  be  not  dear. 

Rog.  I'll  boy  but  one ;  there's  one  alreadv  here. 

[Exit  Roger* 

Enter  Hipolito. 

H^.  Is  the  gentleman,  my  friend,  departed, 
mistress? 

BeL  His  back  is  but  new  turned,  sir. 

Hip.  Fare  you  well. 

BeL  I  can  direct  you  to  him. 

Hip.  Can  you,  pray  ? 

BeL  If  you  plea%  stay,  hell  not  be  absent 

Hip,  I  care  not  much. 

BeL  Pray  sit,  forsooth. 

Hip.  I'm  hot. 
If  (  may  use  your  room,  I'd  rather  walk. 

BeL  At  your  best  pleasure.— Whew,- 
rubbers  there. 


3^  Tou  SQHs*d  gwmet  /—An  appellation  of  cobtempt  very  fteqnently  employed  b  the  old  comedies.  See 
Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  /K,  A.  4.  S.  S. 

>7  Without  a  band  in  your  waistcoaL — From  the  following  panages  It  appears,  that  some  particular  gar- 
neat  like  *  waistcoat  was  formerly  worn  by  the  coariezans. 

The  Hut^rous  LUutenmOy  by  Beaumotft  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  III.  p.  SO.  edit.  1778 1 

<'  III  pat  her  into  action  for  a  waistcoat : 

**  And,  when  1  baVe  rigeM  het  np  once,  this  small  pinnace 

^*  Shall  sail  for  gold,  and  good  store  too." 

And,  In  WU  without  Momy,  Vol.  II.  p.  868.,  Lttce  says, 


«< — I : — Do  ybd  think  you're  here,  sir, 

<<  Amongst  yobr  daisttoktiorSy  year  base  wenches 
•<  That  scmtch  M  Mlbh  bccaslons." 

And,  10  the  beginning  of  the  Humorous  Lfsutcnant^  one  of  the  gentlemen  ushers  calls  CdU  a  isaisteoaUcr 
when  In  a  disposition  to  apply  to  her  the  severest  term  of  reproach.  * 

^*  Bustard  «rfne.— Barret,  m  his  Alvearie,  eiplains  Bastardo  to  be  muscadell,  Sweete  Wl^  fin  doulx 
iariardf  moscadeH.  And,  dKmnt  says— ^  Moscadel  is  a  kind  of  wine,  so  called,  because  fbr  sweetness  and 
'*  smell  it  resembles  musk.  This  wine  tomes  for  tHe  most  part  from  the  isle  Greta,  or  Caodv ;  fo^  thh 
'*  island  (ks  ortelios  Heportl)  yearly  transports  \f,&}0  bats  of  it.  Othen  say  It  takes  name  ^>m  Mooto 
"  Aleino  in  ll«ly/»  Mr  Toilet,  in  a  Mote  to  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IF.  A. «.  8. 4.,  civet  the  foUofdnc 
extract  from  Unison  Eusiiqw^  translated  by  Markham,  1616,  p.  635,  :~*«  Such  w'um  ai«  called  ITmh 
"  greU^  or  bastard  wines,  which  (betwitt  the  sweet  and  astringent  ones)  have  neither  manifest  sweetness. 
'*  nor  manifest  astrictioo,  bat  indeed  participate  and  cdiDtain  in  them  both  qualities  **  See  also  Mr  St^ 
vena's  l«ot^  -»  .      wi^  tumv  x«m  owd- 
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Hip,  Indeed,  fJl  ha'  none :  indeed  I  will  not 

Thanks. 

Pretty  fine  lodging.    I  perceive  my  friend 
Is  old  in  your  acquaintance. 
BeL  Troth,  sir,  he  comes 
As  other  gentlemen,  to  spend  spare  hours : 
If  yourself  like  our  roof,  such  as  it  is. 
Your  own  acquaintance  may  be  as  old  as  his. 
Hip.  Say  1  did  like;  what  welcome  should  I 

find? 
Bel  Such  as  my  present  fortunes  can  afibrd. 
Hip,  But  would  you  let  me  play  Matheo's  part? 
BeL  What  part? 

Hip,  Why,  embrace  you;  dally  with  you ;  kiss. 
Faith,  tell  me ;  will  vou  leave  him  and  love  roe  ? 

BeL  I  am  in  bonds  to  no  man,  sir. 
^  Hip.  Why  then, 

You're  free  for  any  man  t  if  any,  me. 
But  I  must  tell  you,  lady,  were  you  mine. 
You  should  he  all  mine.  I  could  brook  no  sharers; 
I  should  be  covetous,  and  sweep  up  all : 
I  should  be  pleasure's  usurer;  faith  I  should. 
BeL  0  fate ! 

Hip.  Why  sigh  you,  lady  ?  may  I  know  ? 
BeL  '^I'has  never  been  my  fortune  yet  to  single 
Out  that  one  man,  whose  love  could  fellow  mine, 
As  I  have  ever  wished  it.    O  my  stars ! 
Had  r  but  met  with  one  kind  gentleman, 
That  would  have  purchased  sin  alone  to  himself. 
For  his  own  private  use;  although  scarce  proper. 
Indifferent  handsome,  meetly  lege*d  and  tnigh'd, 
And  my  allowance  reasonable— -naith. 
According  to  my  body,  by  my  troth, 
I  would  have  been  as  true  unto  bis  pleasur^s^ 
Yea,  and  as  loynl  to  his  afternoons, 
As  ever  a  poor  gentlewoman  could  be. 

Hip,  This  wece  well,  now,  to  one  but  newly 
fledged. 
And  scarce  a  day  old  in  this  subtle  world  : 
Twere  pretty  art,  good  bird-lime,  cunning  net. 
But  come,  come,  faith,  confess :  how  many  men 
Have  drank  this  self-same  protestation. 
From  that  red  ticing  lip  ? 
BeL  Indeed,  not  any. 
Hip.  Indeed,  and  blush  not  I     . 
BeL  No,  in  truth,  not  any. 
Hip.  Indeed !  in  truth !—  now  warily  you  swear? 
'lis  well,  if  ill  it  be  not:  yet  had  I 
The  ruffian  in  me,  and  were  drawn  before  you 
But  in  right  colours,  I  do  know  indeed. 
You  could  not  swear  indeed,  but  thunder  oaths 
That  should  shake  heaven,  drown  (he  harmonious 

spheres, 
And  pierce  a  soul  (that  loved  her  Maker's  ho- 
nour) 
With  horror  and  amazement. 

BeL  Shall  I  swear  ? 
Will  you  believe  me  then? 
Hip.  Worst  then  of  all : 
Our  sins  by  custom  seem  at  Inst  but  small. 
Were  1  but  o'er  your  threshold,  a  next  man, 
And  after  him  a  next,  and  then  a  fourth, 
Sliould  have  this  golden  hook,  and  luscious  bait, 


Thrown  out  to  the  full  length.    Wby,  let  me  tell 

you, 
Fve  seen  letters  sent  from  that  white  band. 
Tuning  such  music  to  Matheo's  ear. 

BeL  Matheo !  that's  true ;  but  believe  it,  I 
No  .sooner  had  laid  hold  upon  your  presence. 
But  straight  mine  eyes  conveyed  you  to  mine 
heart. 
Hip,  Oh !  you  cannot  feign  with  me.   Why,  I 
know,  lady. 
This  is  the  common  passion  of  you  all. 
To  hook  in  a  kind  gentleman,  and  then 
Abuse  his  coin,  conveying  it  to  your  lover. 
And  in  the  end  you  shew  him  a  French  tricky 
And  so  you  leave  him,  that  a  coach  may  run 
Between  his  legs,  for  breadth. 

BeL  0,  by  my  soul. 
Not  I :  therein  I'll  prove  an  honest  whore^ 
In  being  true  to  one,  and  to  no  more. 

Hij).  If  any  be  disposed  to  trust  your  oatl^ 
Let  him :  I'll  not  be  he.    I  know  you  feisn 
All  that  you  s^ieak.    Aye,  for  a  mingled  harlot 
Is  true  in  nothing  but  in  being  false. 
What !  shall  I  teach  you  how  to  loath  yourself; 
And  mildly  too,  not  without  sense  and  reason  ? 

BeL  I  am  content ;  I  wo\ild  fain  loath  myself^ 
If  you  not  love  me. 

Ilip^  Then  if  your  eracious  blood 
Be  not  all  wasted,  I  shall  assay  to  do't. 
Lend  me  your  silence  and  attention. 
You  have  no  soul,  that  makes  you  weigh  so  I%h(: 
Heaven's  treasure  bought  it,  and  half-a-crown 
Hath  sold  it : — for  your  body 
Is  like  the  common-shore,  that  still  receives 
Al|  the  town's  filth.    The  sin  of  many  mea 
Is  within  you ;  and  thus  much  I  suppose, 
That  if  all  your  committers  stood  in  rank. 
They'd  make  a  lane,  in  which  your  shame  might 

dwell. 
And  with  their  spaces  reach  from  hence  to  hdi. 
Nay,  should  I  urge  it  niore,  there  have  been 

known, 
As  many  by  one  harlot  maimed  and  dismembered^ 
As  would  ha'  stuffed  an  hospital :  this  I  n&ight 
Apply  to  yoU)  and  perhaps  do  you  right. 
O  !  you're  as  base  as  any  (least  that  bears  ; 
Your  body  is  e'en  hired,  and  so  are  theirs. 
For  gold  and  sparkling  jewels^Cif  he  can) 
You'll  let  a  Jew  get  you  with  Christian : 
Be  he  a  Moor,  a  Tartar,  though  his  face 
Looked  uglier  than  a  dead  man's  scull, 
Could  the  devil  put  on  a  human  shape, 
If  his  purse  shake  out  crowns,  up  then  he  gets  : 
Whores  will  be  rid  to  hell  with  plden  bits. 
So  that  you're  crueller  than  Turks ;  for  they 
Sell  Chnstians  only,  you  sell  yourselves  awaj. 
Why,  those  that  love  you,  hate  you :  and  will  term 

you 
Liquorish  damnation ;  wish  themselves  half  soak 
After  the  sin  is  laid  out,  and  e'en  curse 
Their  fruitless  riot ;  for  what  one  begets^ 
Another  poisons.    Lost  and  murder  hit ; 
A  tree  being  often  shook,  what  fruit  c^n  knit  f 
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Bel  0  me  unhappy ! 
'  Hip.  I  can  vex  you  more : 
A  harlot  is  like  DuDkirk, — troe  to  none ; 
Strailows  both  English,  Spanish,  fulsome  Duteh, 
Back-doored  Italian ;  last  uf  all,  the  French, 
And  he  sticks  to  you,  faith  !  gives  you  your  diet, 
Brings  you  acquainted  first  with  monsieur  doctor, 
And  then  you  know  what  follows. 

BeL  Misery, 
Rank,  stinking,  and  most  loathsome  misery. 

Hip.  Methinks  a  toad  is  happier  than  a  whore ! 
That  with  one  poison  swells,  with  thousands  more 
The  other  stocks  her  veins.    Harlot !  fie !  fie ! 
You  are  the  miserablest  creatures  breathing, 
The  very  slaves  of  nature;  mark  me  else: 
Ton  put  on  rich  attires,  others'  eyes  wear  them ; 
You  eat,  but  to  supply  your  blood  with  sin : 
And  this  strange  curse  e'en  haunts  you  to  your 

graves. 
From  fools  you  get,  and  spend  it  upon  slaves : 
Like  bears  and  apeS|  you're  baited  and  shew  tricks 
For  money ;  but  ycmr  bawd  the  sweetness  licks. 
Indeed  you  arc  their  joumey-womeu,  and  do 
All  base  and  damned  works  they  list  set  you  to : 
So  that  you  ne'er  are  rich  ;  for  do  but  shew  me, 
lo  present  memory,  or  in  ages  past, 
The  fairest  and  most  famous  courtezai). 
Whose  flesh  was  dear'st ;  that  raised  the  price  of 

»n, 
And  held  it  up :  to  whose  intemperate  bosom, 
Princes,  earls,  lords,  the  worst  has  been  a  knight. 
The  meanest  a  gentleman,  have  oflered  up 
Whole  hecatombs  of  sighs,  and  rained  in  showers 
Handfuls  of  gold ;  yet  for  all  this,  at  last 
Diseases  suckt  her  marrow ;  then  grew  so  poor. 
That  she  has  begged,  e'en  at  a  beggar^s  door. 
And  (wherein  heaven  has  a  finger)  when  this  idol, 
From  coast  to  coast  has  leaped  on  foreign  shores. 
And  had    more  worship,   than   th'  outlandish 

whores ; 
When  several  nations  have  gone  over  her ; 
When  for  each  several  city  she  has  seen 
Her  maidenhead  has  been  new,  and  been  sold 

dear, 
Did  live  well  there,  and  might  have  died  unknown, 
And  undefamed ;  back  comes  she  to  her  own ; 
Aud  there  both  miserably  lives  and  dies. 
Scorned  even  of  those  that  once  adored  her  eyes ; 
As  if  her  fatal-Knrcled  life  thus  ran, 
Her  pride  should  end  there  where  it  first  began. 
What,  do  you  weep  to  hear  your  story  read  ? 
Nay,  if  ^ou  spoil  your  cheeks,  I'll  read  no  more. 

Bel.  O,  yes,  I  pray  proceed ; 
Indeed^  'twill  do  me  good  to  weep,  indeed  ! 


Hip,  To  give  those  tears  a  reKsh,  this  1  add: 
You're  like  the  Jews,  scattered ;  in  no  place  cer- 
tain; 
Your  days  are  tedious,  your  hocn^  burthcnsome ; 
And  wer't  not  for  full  suppers,  midnight  revels, 
Dancing,  wine,  riotous  meetings,  which  do  drown 
And  bury  quite  in  you  all  virtuous  thoughts, 
And  on  your  eye^lids  hang  so  heavily. 
They  have  no  power  to  look  so  high  as  heriven, 
You*d  sit  and  muse  on  nothing,  but  despair; 
Curse  that  devil  Lust,  that  so  burns  upyuur  blood; 
And  in  ten  thousand  shivers  break  your  gla^s 
For  his  temptation.    Say,  you  taste  delight, 
To  have  a  golden  gull  from  rise  to  set. 
To  meet  you  in  his  hot  luxurious  arms. 
Yet  your  nights  pay  for  all  r  I  know  you  dream 
Of  warraiit«s  whips,  and  beadles ;  and  then  start 
At  a  door's  windy  creak ;  think  ev'ry  weazle 
To  be  a  constable ;  aud  e^'ery  rat 
A  long-tailed  officer :  Are  you  now  not  slaves  ? 
Oh  !  you  have  damnation  without  pleasure  for  it ! 
Such  is  the  state  of  harlots.    To  conclude. 
When  you  are  old,  and  can  well  paint  no  more, 
You  turn  bawd,  and  are  then  worse  than  before. 
Make  use  of  this.    FarewelL 

BeL  O,  I  pray  stay. 

Hip.  See,  Matheo  comes  not:  time  hath  barred 
me. 
Would  all  the  harlots  in  the  town  had  heard  me ! 

[Exit, 

BeL  Stay  yet  a  little  longer ! — no ;  quite  gdne. 
Cursed  be  that  niinute,  for  it  was  no  more, 
(So  soon  a  maid  is  changed  into  a  whore) 
Wherein  I  first  fell !  be  it  for  ever  black ! 
Yet  why  should  sweet  Hipolito  shun  mine  eyes. 
For  whose  true  love  I  would  become  pore  honest. 
Hate  the  world's  mixtures,  and  the  smiles  of  gold. 
Ana  1  not  fair  ?  why  should  he  fly  me  then  ? 
Fair  creatures  are  desired,  not  scorned  of  men. 
How  many  gallants  have  drunk  healths  to  me, 
3'  Out  of  their  dagger'd  arms,  and  thought  them 

blest, 
Enjoying  but  mine  eyes  at  prodigal  feasts ! 
And  does  Hipolito  detest  my  love  ? 
Oh,  sure  their  heedless  lusts  but  flattered  me; 
I  am  not  pleasing,  beautiful,  nor  young. 
Hipolito  hath  spied  some  ugly  blemish, 
Eclipsing  all  my  beauties.    I  am  foul!  — 
Harlot!  aye,  that's  the  spot  that  taints  my  soul ! 
What !  has  he  left  his  weapon  here  behind  him, 
And  gone  forgetful  ?  O  fit  instrument 
To  let  forth  all  the  poison  of  ray  flesh ! 
Thy  master  hates  me, 'cause  my  blood  hath  ranged : 
But  when  'tis  forth,  then  he'll  believe  Fm  changed* 


3^  Out  of  their  dagger'd  arms,'--To  drink  a  mistresses  health  in  wine  mingled  with  one's  own  blood  was 
antlently  regarded  as  an  act  of  gallantry.  So,  in  Marston's  Dutch  Courtezan^  1605  :— **  Have  I  not  been 
drunk  to  your  health,  swallowed  flag  dragons,  eat  glasses,  drunk  urine,  sfabb'd  arm$,  and  done  all  the  of- 
fices of  protested  gallantry,  for  your  sake  ?'*    i>. 
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Enter  Hipotito. 

Hip,  Mad  woman,  what  art  doing  i 
BeL  Either  loTe  me, 
Or  split  my  heart  upon  thy  rapier^s  point 
Yet  do  not  neither ;  for  thou  then  destroy'tt 
That  which  I  love  th^e  for,  thy  virtues.    Here, 

here, 
Thou*rt  crueller,  and  kilFst  me  with  disdain  t 
To  die  so  sheds  no  blood,  yet  'tis  worse  pain. 

[Exit  UiPOLiTa 
Not  speak  to  me  !  not  bid  farewell !  a  scorn  ! 
Hated !  this  must  not  be;  some  means  V\l  try; 
Would  all  whores  were  as  honest  now,  as  1 1 

[Exit. 
SCENE  VU. 

Enter  Candido,  his  Wife,  Geoec£,  and  two 
^Prentices  in  the  Shop ;  Fustioo  enters,  walk" 
ing  by, 

George.  See,  gentlemen,  what  you  lack :  a  fine 
Holland,  a  fine  cambrick  :  see  what  you  Knv. 

1  ^Pren,  Holland   for   shirts,  cambrick  for 
bands ; 
What  i»*t  you  lack  ? 

Fust,  *Stoot,  I  lack*em  all;  nay,  more,  I  lack 
money  to  buy*em.  Let  me  see,  let  me  look  again ; 
'mas9  this  is  the  shop— What,  cuz !  sweet  cuz ! 
how  do*st,  i't'aith,  since  last  night  after  candlfr> 
light?  We  had  good  sport,  faith;  had  we  not? 
And  when  shall's  laugh  again  i 

Wife.  When  you  will,  cousin. 

Fust.  Spoke  like  a  kind  lacedemonian.  I  see 
yonder's  thy  husband. 

Wife.  Aye,  there's  the  sweet  youth,  God  bless 
him. 

JPtfj^  And  how  is't,  cousin  ?  and  how,  how  is't, 
thou  squall? 

Wife.  Well,  cousin,  how  fare  you  ? 

Fust.  How  fare  I  ?  troth,  for  sij^nce  a  meal, 
wench,  as  well  as  lieart  can  wish,  with  calves^  ^ 
chaldrons  and  chitterlings ;  besides,  I  have  a  punk  I 
after  supper,  as  good  as  a  roasted  apple.  ' 


Cmu  Are  yoii  my  wife's  cousin  ^ 

Fust.  I  am,  sir ;  what  hast  tboa  to  do  with 
that? 

Can.  O  nothing,  bat  you're  welcpm^ 

Fust.  The  deyirs  dung  in  thy  teeth !  FIl  be 
welcome  whether  thou  wilt  or  po:  ay^  what 
ring's  this,  cux  ?  very  pretty  anfl  fantastioill  i^faitb, 
let^  see  it. 

Wife*  Puh  !  nay,  you  wrench  my  finger. 

Fust.  I  ha'  sworn  I'll  ha'  it,  anid  I  hope  yea 
will  •  not  let  my  oaths  be  ^  cracked  in  the  nnf^ 
will  you?  I  hope,  sir,  you  are  not  melanpbolj  at 
this :  for  all  your  great  tqoks,  are  von  angry  r 

Can.  Anp^l  ^otI,sir:  nay,  if  she  can  part 
So  easily  with  h^r  ring,^tis  with  niy  heart 

Oeorge.  Suffer  this,  sir,  and  sufier  all ;  a  whor^ 
son  gull  to-r 

Can.  Peace,  George;  when  she  kas  re^wd 
what  1  have  sown. 
Shell  say,  one  grain  tastes  better  of  her  own. 
Than  whole  sheaves  gathered  from  another's 

land;  • 

Wit's  never  gooci  till  boi^^  at  a  dear  hand. 

Oeorge.  But  in  the  mean  time  she  makes  an 
ass  of  somebody. 

ft  *Pren.  See,  see,  see,  sir,  as  yon  tnro  your 
back,  they  do  nothing  but  kiss. 

Can^  No  matter,  let  '^m :  ^^  when  I  tooch  her 

I  shall  not  feel  his  kisses,  no  nor  miss; 
And  of  her  lip^  no  harm  in  kissing  is. 
Look  to  your  business,  pray  make  up  your  wares^ 
Fust.  Troth,  cuz,  and  well  remembered !  I 
would  thou  wottldst  giv^  me  five  yards  of  lawn, 
to  make  my  punck  som^  falling  bainds  of  the  hf 
shion,  thre^  falling  one  upo^  another;  for  chat's 
the  new  edition  now;  she's  out  of  linen  horribir 
too ;  troth,  she's  never  a  good  smock  to  her  back 
neither,  but  one  that  has  a  great  many  patchea 
iu't,  and  that  Fa  (ain  to  wear  myself  for  want  of 
shift  too;  pr^ythee  put  jn^  into  some  wholesooK 
napery,^^  and  b^tow  $baie  clean  commodities 
upon  us. 


^  Chaldrw, — Or,  as  it  b  ofltener  spelt,  chmednm,  \.  e.  says  Mr  Steevem,  (Note  oa  MacketJh  A.  4.  S.  U) 
**  Entrails  j  a  word  formerly  ia  common  use  in  the  books  of  cookery,  in  one  of  which,  printed  io  I  W» 
I  meet  with  a  receipt  to  make  a  pudding  of  a  ca{f*s  chaldron.  At  the  corooation  (eas^  of  Elizabeth  af 
York,  queen  of  Henry  VII.  among  other^ishes.one  was,  **  swan  with  a  chatodron^t*  meaning,  1  suppose^ 
roasted  with  entrails  in  it,  or  undrawn.^*    S-ee  tves^s  Select  Papertf  I^o.  3.  p.  14i.  '• 

^'  Crack*d  in  the  Wn^.— This  phrase  occurs  in  Hamlet^  A.  2.  S.  2.  and  Or  Johnson  explains  it  !•  be 
crocked  too  much  for  use.  See  iAstanccis  produced  by  Mr  Steevens.  Again,  in  JTourfive  Oaliant^  by  Hid> 
dleton.  Sign.  D.  ^  :  '*  Here's  Mlstresse  Rose  noble  has  lost  her  maidennead,  crodirt  in  tke  rmg^  sheets  good 
enough  for  gaimstere,"  ^c. 

♦*  fTAen  I  touch  her  Kp, 

J  shaU  not  feel  his  kittM.— Imitated  by  Shakespeare  ia  Othdhf  A.  S.  S.  8. 

"  I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  Aree  and  merry  ; 
Ifovoifk  HQt  Casno*s  Hues  on  her  Ups.^' 

♦5  Napery. — Napery  sigai^es  linen  in  general  So,  in  Dekker*s  Belman  of  London,  Sign.  O  4 :  ••  —  At 
which  time  they  lift  away  Goblets  or  o3ier  pieces  of  plate,  Tioppery,  or  kny  thing  worth  vtntruis  tbr/* 
See  also  Mr  Steevens*8  Note  on  Othello,  A.  3.  S.  3. 
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Wife.  Reach  me  those  cambricks  and  the 
iawns  hither. 

Can,  What  to  do^  wife  ?  to  lavish  out  my  goods 
opoD  a  fool  ? 

Fust,  Fool !  Snails  eat  the  fool,  or  HI  so  bat- 
ter ^our  crown,  that  it  shall  scarce  go  for  &ve 
shilhngs. 

S  Pren,  Do  jou  hear,  sir  ?  /are  best  be  qniet, 
and  say  a  fool  tells  you  so. 

Fust,  Nails,  I  think  so,  for  thou  tellest  me. 

Can,  Are  you  angry,  sir,  because  I  named  tiiee 
fooW 
Trust  me,  you  are  not  wise,  in  mine  own  house 
And  to  my  face  to  play  the  antic  thus ; 
If  yoo'Jl  needs  play  the  madman,  chuse  a  stage 
Of  lesser  compass,  where  few  eyes  may  note 
Your  action's  error ;  but  if  still  you  miss, 
As  here  you  do,  for  one  dap,  ten  will  hiss. 

Ffut.  Zounds,  cousin,  he  talks  to  me,  as  if  1 
were  a  scurvy  tragedian. 

S  Pren,  Sirrah,  George,  I  have  thought  upon 
a  device  how  to  break  his  pate,  beat  him  soundly, 
and  ship  him  away. 

George.  Doit. 

2  Pren,  Til  go  in,  pass  through  the  house,  give 
feme  of  our  fellow-prentices  the  watch-word 
when  they  shall  enter,  then  come  and  fetch  my 
masterin  by  awhile,and  place  one  in  the  hall  to 
hold  him  in  conference,  whilst  we  cudgel  the  cull 
out  of  his  coxcomb. 

George.  Do't ;  away,  do't. 

Wife.  Must  I  call  twice  for  these  cambricks 
and  lawns  ? 


CaYr.Nay  sec,  you  anger  her ;  George,  pr'ythee 
dispatch. 

2  Pren.  Two  of  the  choicest  pieces  are  in  the 
warehouse,  sir* 

Can.  Go  fetch  them  presently.  [Exit  1  Prentice. 

Fust.  Aye,  do,  make  haste,  sirrah. 

Can.  Why  were  you  such  a  stranger  all  this 
while,  being  my  wife's  cousin  f 

Fust.  Stranger !  no,  sir,I am  a  natural  Milauer 
bom. 

Can.  I  perceive  still  it  is  your  natural  eoise  to 
mistake  me ;  but  you  are  welcome,  sir,  I  much 
wish  your  acquaintance. 

FiUt.  My  acquaintance !  I  scorn  that  i'faith. 
I  hope  my  acquaintance  goes  in  chains  of  gold 
three  and  fifty  times  double ;  you  know  who  I 
niean,  cuz;  ^  the  posts  of  his  gate  are  a  paint- 
ing too. 

Enter  the  Second  Prentice. 

2  Pren.  Signor  Pandulfo,  the  merchant,  desires 
conference  with  you. 

Can.  Signor  Pandulfo  ?  Ill  be  with  him  straB^t. 
Attend  your  mistress  and  the  gentleman.'  [&it. 

Wife.  When  do  you  show  those  pieces  r 

Fust.  Ayey  when  do  you  show  those  pieces  ? 

Omnes.  Presently,  sir,  presently,  we  are  but 
charging  them. 

Fust.  Come,  sirrah,  you  ^  flat  cap,  where  be 
those  whites  ? 

George.  Flat-cap }  hark  in  your  ear,  sir,  you're 
a  flat  fool,  an  ass,  a  ^ull,  and  111  thrumb  you ; 
do  you  see  this  cambnck,  sir? 


^  The  posts  of  his  gate  are  a  pabtting  too.y^U  e.  Ha  will  sooq  be  therifTf  At  the  door  of  that  oflicer 
lar^  posts,  on  which  it  was  coslomary  to  stick  proclamatioos,  were  always  set  up.  So,  ia  A  Woman 
nevsr  vci'rf,  by  Bowleg,  163)$ : 

^'  If  e*er  I  live  to  see  thee  Sheriff  of  tendon, 
I*U  gild  thy  ji0ftf ,*'— S. 

Agaio,  In  Ben  Jon8on*8  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humowr,  A.  8.  S.  9  : 

**  How  long  should  1  be,  ere  I  should  pat  00* 

To  the  liord  Chancellor's  toinb,  or  tlie  sheriff  *s  posts  $** 

Mr  Wballey  observes,  that  it  was  usual,  out  of  respect,  to  read  the  proclamations  fastened  on  the 
iheriflTs  posts  bare-headed, 

^^  Flat-cap. — Flat-caps^  like  those  now  worn  by  the  children  belong hig  to  Christ-Church  Hospital, 
and  to  the  apprentices  of  Bridewell,  were,  1  apprehend,  formerly  part  of  the  dress  particularly  confined 
to  the  Citizens  of  London.  Thf  y  are  mentioned  as  such  in  several  contemporary  writers.  As  Ben  Jon- 
ton,  in  Rverif  Man  in  his  Humour^  A.  8.  S.  1 : 

'*  Make  their  Ipose  comments  upon  every  word. 
Gesture,  or  look  1  use ;  mock  me  all  over. 
From  my  flat-cap^  unto  my  shining  shoes.*' 

MarstonV  Dutch  Curtetan^  A.  9.  S.  I  :  << — Who  helped  thee  to  thy  custome,  not  of  swaggering  Ireland 
Captains,  nor  of  ^s.  Innes-a- court  men,  but  with  lioncst  ai  t  caps,  wealthyyZa/-capf,  that  pay  for  their  plea- 
iure  the  best  of  any  men  In  Europe.'' 

Oekker's  fVonfierJul  Yeare^  10()3  :  '*  For  those  misbelieving  Pagans,  the  Plough- driver?,  those  worse 
than  iofldeb,  that  (like  their  swine)  never  looke  up  so  high  as  heaven,  when  citizens  horded  ihem,  the 
wtiag  their  hands,  and  wisht  rather  they  had  fallne  into  the  hands  of  Spaniards :  for  the  sl^.-.    jC  -i.fia 
cap  was  more  dreadflil  to  a  Lob,  than  the  discharging  of  a  caliver." 

Dekkeff*s  Ntmesfrom  llelly  1(M)6 :  ** — You  may  eyther  meete  him  at  dicing  ordinaries  liW  ♦•f^    >uiy 
M  cocke-pits  like  a  young  countrey  gentleman  ;  or  else  at  a  bavifliog-ally  in  a  flat-cap  like       - .  j^cep  « 
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Fuit.  'Sfoot,  cus,  a  good  jeat,  did  joa  hear  bim? 
he  told  mc  in  my  ear,  I  was  a  flat  fool,  aii  ass,  a 
gull,  aod  1*11  thrumb  jfoti ;  dr>  you  see  this  cam- 
brirk,  sir  ? 

Wife,  Whar,  not  my  men,  I  hope? 

Fust,  No,  not  your  men,  but  one  of  your  men, 
iVairh. 

1  Pren,  I  pray,  sir,  come  hither  ;  what  say  you 
to  this?  hcre*s  an  excellent  good  one. 

Fust,  Aye  marry,  this  likes  me  well ;  cut  me 
off  some  half  score  yards. 

3  Pren.  Let  your  wlmres  cut ;  you're  an  impu- 
,  dent  coxcomb,  you  get  none,  and  yet  Til  thrumb 
you.— A  very  good  cambrick,  sir. 

Fu$t,  Again,  again,  as  God  judge  me :  'sfoot, 
cuz,  they  stand  thruimning  here  with  iqe  all  day, 
and  yet  I  get  nothing. 

1  Pr(sn,  A  word  I  pray,  sir;  you  must  not  be 
angry,  prentices  have  hot  bloods,  young  fellows. 
\Vhat  say  you  to  this  piece  ?  look  you,  'lis  so  de- 
licate, so  soft,  so  even,  so  fine  a  thread,  diat  a 
lady  may  wear  it. 

Fusl,  'Sfuoc  I  think  so,  if  a  knight  marry  my 
punk,  a  lady  shall  wear  it ;  cut  me  off  twenty 
yards ;  thou  art  an  honest  lad. 

1  Pren.  Not  without  money,  gull,  and  1*11 
thrumb  you  too. 

Omnes,  Gull,  we'll  thrumb  you. 

IW.  O  lord,  sister,  did  you  not  hear  some- 
thing cry  thrumb?  zounds !  your  men  here  make 
a  plain  ass  of  me. 

Wife,  What,  to  my  face  so  impudent? 

George,  Aye,  in  a  cause  so  honest ;  well  not 
sufier 
Our  master's  goods  to  vanish  moneyless. 

Wife,  YoQ  will  not  suffer  them ! 

2  Pren,  No,  and  you  may  blush. 

In  ^oing  about  to  vex  so  mild  a  breast, 
As  IS  our  master^s. 

Wije,  Take  away  those  pieces, 
Cousm ;  I  give  them  freely. 

Fust,  Mass,  and  I'll  take  them  as  /Veely. 

Omnes,  We'll  make  you  \vy  them  down  again 
more  freely. 

Wife.  Help  !  Help !  my  brother  will  be  mui^ 
dered. 

pnter  Cakdido. 

Can.  How  now,  what  coil  is  here  ?  forbear,  I 
say. 

'George,  He  calls  us  flat-caps,  and  abuses  us. 

Can,  Why,  sirs,  do  such  examples  flow  from 
me? 


Wife,  They  are  of  your  keeping  nr;  alas,  poor 
brother ! 

Fust,  rfaith  thejr  have  peppered  me,  sister! 
look,  does  it  not  spm?  call  you  these  prentices? 
I'll  never  play  at  cards  more  when  cubs  is 
trump.  I  nave  a  good  coxcomb,  sister,  have 
I  not  ? 

Can,  Sister,  and  brother !  brother  to  ray  wife? 

Fust,  If  you  have  any  skill  in  heraldry,  yon 
may  soon  know  that ;  break  but  her  pate,  and 
you  shall  see  her  blood  and  mine  is  all  one. 

Can,  A  surgeon  !  run,  a  surgeon  !  Why  tbeu 
wore  you  that  forged  name  of  cousin? 

JPtts^.  Because  its  a  common  thing  to  call  cui^ 
and  mingle  now  n-days  all  the  world  over. 

Can,  Cousin !  a  name  of  much  deceit,  foUy^ 
and  sin; 
For  under  that  common  abused  word. 
Many  an  honest-tempered  citizen 
Is  made  a  monster,  and  his  wife  trained  out 
To  foul  adulterous  action,  full  of  frard. 
1  may  well  call  that  word  a  ci^*s  bawd. 

Fust.  Troth,  brother,  my  sister  would  needa 
have  me  take  upon  me  to  gull  your  patience  a 
little ;  but  it  has  made  double  ^  gules  on  my 
coxcomb. 

Wife.  What,  playing  the  woman?  blabbing 
now,  you  fool  ? 

Can.  O,  my  wife  did  but  exercise  a  jest  upon 
your  wit. 

Fusi,  'Sfoot,  my  wit  bleeds  for't,  methinks. 

Can.  Then  let  this  warning  more  MJt  senae  afr 
ford ; 
The  name  of  cousin  is  a  bloody  word. 

Fust,  I'll  ne'er  call  cuz  again  whilst  I  lire,  to 
have  such  a  coil  abtmt  it ;  this  should  he  a  coro- 
nation-day ;  for  my  head  runs  claret  Instiiy. 

[£n#. 

Enter  an  Officer^ 

Can,  ^^  Go,  wish  the  surgeon  to  have  great  re- 
spect. 
How  now,  my  friend  !  what,  do  they  sit  to-day  ? 
Offi.  Yes,  sir,  they  expect  you  at  the 

house. 
Can,  I  thank  your  pains,  Fll  not  be  last  i 

there.  [ExU  Offker. 

My  gown,  George  go,  my  gown.    A  happy  land. 
Where  grave  men  meet  each  cause  to  understand. 
Whose  consciences  are  not  cut  out  in  bribes^ 
To  gull  the  poor  man's  right;  but  in  even  scalea 
Peize  rich  and  poor,  without  corruption's  vetU. 
Come,  Where's  the  gown  ? 


^  GuJe3.^GuUM  In  the  Editions  of  1615^  1GI6, 1635. 

^*^  if*'  Sf*.'*Jl  **'*«*«»  ^'^■"2^  ^"*»  ^**» ""  ^'»«  lanffmgc  of  the  times,  t9reeommeni,  or  deHrt.  So,  la 
The  C%  Night  Cap,  vol.  xi.  dv  306 :  "  She  looks  for  one,  they  caU  father  Aatoay,  i^ ;  aid  *«*«  mbk'd 
J^  her  by  Madona  LASBuriosa.^'  •  ^»-Tt» 
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George.  I  cannot  6nd  the  key,  sir. 
Can,  Request  it  of  yoar  mistress. 
Wife.  Come  not  to  me  for  anj  key ; 
m  not  be  troobled  to  deliver  it. 
Can,  Good  wife,  kind  wife,  it  is  a  needful 
trouble ; 
But  for  my  gown. 

Wife.  Moths  swallow  down  your  gown ; 
You  set  my  teeth  an  edge  witli  talking  on't. 
Can,  Nay  pr^ytbee  sweet,  I  cannot  meet  with- 
out it; 
I  should  have  a  great  6ne  set  on  my  head. 
Wife.  Set  on  your  coxcomb ;  tush,  fine  me  no 

fines. 
Can,  Believe  me  (sweet)  none  greets  the  se- 
nate-house 
Without  his  robe  of  reverence,  that's  his  gown. 
Wife.  Well  then  you're  like  to  cross  that  custom 
once. 
You  get  nor  key,  nor  gown ;  and  so  depart. — 
This  trick  will  vex  him  sure,  and  fr^t  his  heart 

[Exit. 
Can.  Staj,  let  me  see,  I  must  have  some  de- 
vice; 
My  cloak's  too  short :  fie,  fie,  no  cloak  will  do't ; 
It  must  be  something  fashioned  like  a  gown, 
With  my  arms  out— Oh,  George,  come  hither. 

George ; 
I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thine  adrice. 
George.  Troth,  sir,  were  it  any  but  you,  they 
would 
Break  open  chest. 
Can,  O  no,  break  open  chest !  that's  a  thiefs 
office; 
Therein  you  counsel  me  against  my  blood : 
'Twould  shew  impatience  that  Any  meek  means 
I  would  be  glad  to  embrace.  Mass,  1  have  got  it ; 
Go,  step  up,  fetch  me  down  one  of  the  carpets, 
The  saddest  coloured  carpet,  honest  George; 
Cut  thou  a  hole  in  the  middle  for  my  necl^ 
Two  for  mine  arms. — ^Nay,  pr'ythee  look  not 
strange. 
George^  1  hope  you  do  not  think,  sir,  as  you 
mean. 


Can.  Pr'ythee  about  it  quickly,  the  hour  chides 
me; 
Warily,  George,  sofUy,  take  heed  of  eyes. 

[Exit  Georgb. 
Out  of  two  evils  he's  accounted  wise. 
That  can  pick  out  the  least ;  the  fine  imposed 
For  an  ungowned  senator,  is  about 
Forty  ♦•  cruzadoes,  the  carpet  not  'hove  four. 
Thus  have  I  chosen  the  lesser  evil  yet ; 
Preserved  my  patience,  foiled  her  desperate  wit 

Enter  George. 

George.  Here;  sir,  here's  the  carpet. 

Can.  O,  well  done,  George,  well  cut  it  just  in 
the  midst. 
Tls  very  well,  I  thank  thee ;  help  it  on. 

George,  It  must  come  over  your  head,  sir,  like 
a  wench's  petticoat 

Can,  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  good  George;  it 
must,  indeed. 
Fetch  me  a  night-cap ;  for  I'll  eird  it  close. 
As  if  my  health  were  queasy :  ^will  show  well 
For  a  rude  careless  night-gown;  will't  not,  tbink^st? 

George.  Indifferent  well,  sir,  for  a  night-gown, 
being  girt  and  plaited. 

Can.  Aye,  and  a  night-cap  on  my  head. 

George.  That's  true,  sir ;  1 II  run  and  fetch  one, 
and  a  staff.  [Exit  George. 

Can.  For  thus  they  cannot  chube   but  con* 
strue  it  * 
One  that  is  out  of  health  takes  no  delight. 
Wears  his  apparel  without  appetite, 
And  puts  on  heedless  raiment  without  form. 

Enter  George. 

55o,  so,  kind  George,  be  secret  now ;  and,  pr^ythee, 
Do  not  laugh  at  me,  till  I'm  out  of  sight 

George,  1  laugh  I  not  I,  $ir. 

Can,  Now  to  the  senate-house ; 
Methinks  I'd  rather  wear,  without  a  frown, 
A  patient  carpet  than  an  angry  gown.        [Exit. 

George.  Now  looks  my  master  just  like  one  of 
our^  carpet  knights,  only  he's  somewhat  the  ho- 
t  nester  of  the  two. 


^  CrvtadMJ.^A  cmiado  is  a  Portngiicae  coin,  struck  under  Alphonsas  V.  aboat  the  year  145T,  at  the 
tine  when  Pope  Calixtw  seat  thither  the  boll  for  a  croisade  agaiMt  the  I  wMt\%.  It  had  its  Baae  firom 
a  eroii  wUeb  it  bean  oa  one  side  t  the  amn  of  Portagal  being  oo  the  other.  The  value  of  it  is  40  French 
•ob,  or  opwardi  of  28.  lOd.  sterling. 

^  CarpU'^mgkti.'^Tke  following  accctaat  of  this  Order  of  KMgiKbood  is  taken  from  a  Note,  by  Sir 
Janes  Barrows,  on  Twelfth  Nighty  A.  3.  S.  4  :  *'  Inhere  was  an  order  4f  KnighlhoMi  of  the  appcliation 
of  Kit iGHTs  OP  THE  Carpbt,  tbough  few  or  no  persons  (at  least  among  those  whom  I  have  consulted) 
■een  to  know  any  thing  about  tt,  or  eren  to  have  heard  of  It.  I  have  tak^n  sone  memorandum  con- 
ceraiog  the  institution,  and  know  that  William  Lord  Efurgh  of  Scarborough-castle  in  the  County  of  Surry, 
fother  to  Thomas  Lord  Bunh,  Deputy  -of  Ireland,  and  to  Sir  Jobn  Burgh  (wlio  took  tbe  great  Caracca 
ship  in  1598)  was  made  a  Knight  of  the  carpet^  at  Westminister,  on  tbe  8d  of  October,  Id.'iS,  the  dav 
Rfter  Queen  Mary's  coronation  :  and  1  met  with  a  list  of  all  who  were  nrade  so  at  the  same  time,  in  i>trype  s 
MemoriaU,  vol.  III.  Appendix,  p.  ri.  See  Anstls's  Ob$ervations  on  the  Knighthood  of  the  Bath^  (bond. 
1725.)  p.  50.  Upon  the  accenion  of  Queen  Mary  to  the  ttrrone,  a  commission  was  ipanted  to  tbe  Earl 
V  AranM,  caspowortiv  him  to^nake  Knights,  bat  wrmouT  any  ^mtional  HtU,  witUn  two  days  after 
the  date  of  that  patent,  which  were  the  two  days  preceding  her  coronation*   .  In  pvrsaaace  hereof,  we 
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Enter  Cakdido*8  Wife. 

Wife.  What,  is  your  master  gone  ? 

George.  Yes,  forsooth,  his  back  is  but  new 
turned. 

Wife,  And  in  his  cloak  ?  did  he  not  vex  and 
swear? 

George.  No ;  but  hell  make  you  swear  anoo  ; 
no,  ind^,  he  went  away  like  a  lamh. 

Wife.  Key,  sink  to  hell ;  stiU  patient,  patient 
still ! 
I  am  with  child  to  vex  him.    Pr*ythee,  George^ 
If  e'er  thou  lookest  for  favour  at  my  hands, 
Uphold  one  jest  for  me. 

George.  Against  my  master? 

Wife,  Tis  a  mere  jest,  in  faith ;  say,  wilt  thou 
do't? 

George,  Well,  what  is't? 
^     Wife.  Here,  take  this  key ;  thou  know*st  where 

all  things  lie ; 
Put  on  thy  master's  b^  apparel,  Kown, 
Chain,  cap,  ruff,  every  thing;  be  like  himself; 
And,  'gainst  his  coming  home,  walk  in  the  shop ; 
Fei^n  the  same  carriage,  and  his  patient  look ; 
*Twill  breed  but  a  jest,  thou  knowest :  speak,  wilt 
thou? 

George,  'Twill  wrong  my  master's  patience. 

Wife.  Pr'vthee,  Georse. 

George,  Well,  if  youil  save  me  harmless,  and 
put  me  under  covert  baron,  I  am  content  to 
please  you,  provided  it  may  breed  no  wrong 
against  him. 

Wife.  No  wrong  at  all ;  here,  take  the  key,  be 
gone; 
If  any  vex  him,  this;  if  not  this,  none.  [Eseunt, 

SCENE  VIIL 
Enter  a  Bawd  and  Roger. 
Bawd,  O  Roger,  Rog^,  wherc*s  your  mistress? 


Where's  your  mistress?  there's  Che  fioes^  neatest 
gentleman  at  my  house,  but  cewly  come  over; 

0  where  is  she,  where  is  she,  where  is  she? 
Roger.  My  mistress  is  abroad,  but  not  amongst 

them ;  my  mistress  is  not  the  whore  now  that  you 
take  her  for. 

Bamd.  How  !  is  she  not  a  whore?  do  you  go 
about  to  take  away  her  |0od  name,  Roger  ?  you 
are  a  fine  pander,  mdeed. 

Roger.  I  tell  you,  Madona  Finger-lock,  I  am 
not  sad  for  nothing ;  I  ha'  not  eaten  one  good 
meal  this  three  and  thirty  days;  1  had  wont  to 
set  sixtcen-peoce  by  fetching  a  pottle  of  Ipocras; 
but  now  those  days  are  past ;  we  had  as  good  do- 
ings, Madona  Finger-lock,  she  within  doors,  and 

1  without,  as  any  poor  youn^  couple  in  Milan. 
Bamd.  God's  my  life,  and  is  she  changed  now  ? 
Roger.  I  ba'  lost  by  her  squeam'ishness  more 

than  would  have  builded  twelve  bawdy  houses. 

BwoMi.  And  had  jhe  no  time  to  torn  honest 
but  now?  what  a  vile  woman  is  this!  twenty 
pound  a  nicht,  I'll  be  sworn,  Roger,  in  gold  and 
no  silver.  Why,  here  was  a  time !  if  she  sboold 
ha'  picked  out  a  time,  it  could  not  be  belter  ! 
sold  enough  stirring;  choice  of  men,  choice  ef 
hair,  choice  of  beards,  choice  of  legs,  and  cboioe 
of  every,  every,  every  thing.  It  cannot  sink  into 
my  head,  that  she  should  be  such  an  ass.  Rdf^p 
I'll  never  believe  it. 

Roger.  Here  she  comes  now. 

Enter  Bellafbokt. 

Bawd.  O  sweet  Madona,  on  with  toot  loose 
gowoy  your  felt  and  your  feather !  there's  the 
sweetest,  prop'rest,  sallantest,  g^tleman  at  mj 
house;  he  smells  all  of  nmsk  and  ambernise, 
his  pocket  full  of  crowns,  6ame-coloured  dooblcCt 
red  sattin  hose,  carnation  silk  btockiog%  and  a  leg 
and  a  body^ — oh  i 


find  the  aamcs  of  the  Knights,  created  by  him,  accordhig  to  the  stated  form  of  creating  Kntgfats  ef  the 
Bath  { and  the  varie^  of  Uie  ceremonies  used  so  distinctly  related,  that  it  particsiarly  deserves  to  be  coe- 
solted  In  the  Appendix. 

'•  So  that  Mr  Anstis  plainly  cowiders  them  as  being  only  a  species  of  Knights  of  the  Bath,  thoagh  with- 
out any  additional  title. 

**  If  so,  the  appellation  of  Xwt^Als  of  the  Carpet  might  be  only  popular  t  not  their  strict  or  proper  title. 
This,  however,  was  soficlent  to  induce  Shakespeare  (who  wrote  whilst  they  were  connoaly  spokesi  of 
by  such  an  appellation)  to  use  that  term  in  contrast  to  a  knighthood  conferred  upon  a  real  soldier,  m  « 
leward  of  military  vakwr.'* 

These  Carpet  Knights  aie  spoken  of  with  great  contempt  by  many  contemporary  writers* 

Mmm\ager*B  Maid  of  Honour,  A.  9.  S.b  I  r     j        j  r- 

**  To  men  I  had  fbrbom  it  { you  are  women. 
Or,  at  the  best,  loote  Carpet  KnighU."* 

The  Ummtura  Comkit,  A.  8. 8.  S. 

**  There  yonr  Carpet  Knighu, 

That  never  cbaiged  beyond  a  mistress*  lips. 

Are  still  most  keen  and  valiant" 

VOL  UL  p.  849.  edit.  1778.  ^        -a    >  v 
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BdL  Hence  thou,  oar  aei^s  moostery  poisonovs 
bawd. 
Lust's  factor,  and  damnation's  orator ! 
Gosnp  of  bell,  were  all  tbe  barlots  sins, 
Wbicb  the  whole  world  contains,  numbered  to- 
gether. 
Thine  far  exceeds  them  all :  of  all  the  creatures, 
iThat  ever  were  created,  thou  art  basest. 
What  serpent  would  bc^ile  thee  of  thy  oflSce  ? 
It  is  detestable ;  for  thou  liv'st 
Uoon  the  dregs  of  harlots ;  guard'st  the  door, 
Whilst  couples  go  to  dandng,    O,  coarse  devil ! 
Thou  art  the  bastanfs  curse,  thou  brand'st  his 

birth; 
The  letcher^s  Frendi  disease ;  for  thou  dry-suck'st 

him: 
Tbe  harlot's  poison,  and  thine  own  confuuon. 

Bawd,  Marry  come  up,  with  a  pox !  have  you 
nobody  to  rail  against,  but  your  bawd,  now  ? 

BeL  And  you,  knave,  pander,  kinsman  to  a 
bawd! 

Roger,  You  and  I,  Madona,  are  cousins. 

Bel  Of  the  same  blood  and  making,  near 
allied; 
Thou  that  art  slave  to  nx-pence ;  base  metal*d 
vilUun! 

Roger.  Six-pence !  nay,  that's  not  so ;  I  never 
took  under  two  shillings  and  four  pence.  I  hope 
I  know  my  fee. 

BeL  I  know  not  against  which  most  to  inveigh; 
For  both  of  you  are  damn'd  so  equally. 
Thou  never  sparest  for  oaths;  swear'st  any  thing. 
As  if  thy  soul  were  made  of  shoe-leather. 
Ood  dtamn  me^  gentlemen^  if  she  he  within, 
When,  in  the  next  room,  soe's  found  dallying. 

Bof^,  If  it  be  my  vocation  to  swear,  every 
iDao  in  hb  vocation ;  1  hope  my  betters  swear, 
and  damn  themselves ;  and  why  should  not  I  ? 

BeL  Itoger,  you  cheat  kind  gentlemen. 

Bo^er,  The  more  gulls  they. 

BeZ  Slave,  I  cashier  thee. 

Bawd,  And  you  do  cashier  him^  he  shall  be 
entertained. 

Boger,  Shall  I  then  ^^  blurt  o'your  service? 

Be2  As  hell  would  have  it,  entertained  by  you ! 
I  dare  tbe  devil  himself  to  match  those  two. 

[Exit. 

Bawd*  Marry  gup !  are  you  grown  so  holy,  so 
pure^  80  honest,  witn  a  pox  ? 


Bog,  Scurvy,  honest  punk ! — ^Bnt  stay,  Mado- 
na; how  roust  our  agreement  be  now }  for,  you 
know,  I  am  to  have  all  tbe  comings-in  at  the  Imll- 
door,  and  you  at  the  diamber-door. 

Bawd.  True,  Roger,  except  my  vails. 

Rog.  Vfuls,  what  vails  ? 

Bawd,  Why,  as  thus ;  if  a  couple  come  in  a 
coach,  and  light  to  lie  down  a  little,  then,  Roger, 
that's  my  fee,  and  you  may  walk  abroad ;  for  the 
coachman  himself  is  their  pander. 

Rog.  Is  he  so?  In  truth, I  have  almost  forgot, 
for  want  of  exercise.  But  how,  if  I  fetch  this 
citizen's  wife  to  that  gull,  and  that  Madona  to 
that  gallant;  how  then? 

Bawd,  Why,  then,  Roger,  you  are  to  have  six- 
pence a  lane;  so  many  lanes,  so  many  sixpences. 

Rof^.  Is't  so?  then  I  see  we  two  shall  agree^ 
and  live  together. 

Bawd,  Aye,  Roger,  so  long  as  there  be  any  ta- 
verns and  bawdy-houses  in  Milan.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Bellafrokt,  with  a  Lute ;  Peuy  Ink,  and 
Paper,  being  placed  before  her. 

SONG* 

The  courtierU  flattering  jewels, 

(  Temptation* s  only  fuels  ;) 

The  lawyer* s  Ulrgot  moneys. 

That  suck  up  poor  bees*  honeys  ; 

The  citizen* s  son's  riot ; 

The  gallant*s  costly  diet  ; 

Silks  and  velvets,  pearls  and  ambers. 

Shall  not  draw  me  to  their  chambers. 

Silks  and  velvets,  SfC  [She  writes. 

Oh,  tis  in  vaiu  to  write ;  it  will  not  please. 
Ink,  on  this  paper,  would  ha'  but  presented 
The  foul  black  spots  that  stick  upon  my  soul ; 
And  rather  make  me  loathsomer,  than  wrought 
My  love's  impression  in  Hipolito's  thought. 
No^  I  must  turn  the  chaste  leaves  of  mv  breast. 
And  pick  out  some  sweet  means  to  breed  mj 

rest 
Hipulito,  believe  roe,  I  will  be 
As  true  unto  thy  heart,  as  thy  heart  tothee ; 
And  hate  all  men,  their  gifts,  and  company. 


V>  Bhtrt  0*  fowt  seruiee.— An  expression  of  contempt  very  frequent  in  writers  of  the  times* 
Marston's  Fifst  Part  of  Anttnio  and  MtUida,  A.  4 : 


**  BHrt  on  yoar  Aye 
AndfinfdMBtl/Z/.  A. 4.  S.6: 


guard  her  safely  hence.' 


<<  This  day  hath  set  derision  on  the  French, 
And  all  the  world  will  blart  and  Kom  at  as.** 
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[Dekkar. 


Enter  Mathbo,  CA»rRucHio,  Flukllo,  Pto- 

RATTa 


MatL  You,  j^oody  punk,  tubuudi  cockatrice," 
O,  you're  a  sweet  whore  of  your  promise ;  are 
jrou  not,  think  you  ?  how  well  you  came  to  6U)>- 
per  to  US  last,  night !  Mew,  a  whore,  and  break 
her  word  !  Na^,  y(»u  may  blush,  and  hold  down 
your  ht  ad  at  it  well  enough ;  'sfoot !  a^k  these 
gallants  if  we  staid  not  till  we  were  as  hungry  as 
seneants. 

Fluel.  Aye,  and  their  jreomen  too. 

Cost,  Nay,  faith,  acquaintance,  let  me  tell  you, 
you  forgot  yourself  too  much ;  we  had  excellent 
cheer,  rare  vintage,  and  were  drunk  after  supper. 

Piar,  Ani  when  we  were  in  our  wood-cocks, 
(sweet  rogue  !)  a  brace  of  gulls,  dwelling  here  in 
the  city,  came  in,  and  paid  all  the  shot.  ** 

Math.  Pox  on  her,  let  her  alone. 

BeL  O  aye,  pray  do ;  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
I  pray  depart  the  house.    Beshrew  the  door 
For  being  so  easily  entreated ;  faith, 
I  lent  but  little  ear  unto  your  talk; 
My  mind  was  busied  otherwise,  in  troth. 
And  so  your  words  did  unregarded  pass : 
Let  this  suffice,  1  am  not  as  I  was. 

Fluel.  I  am  not  what  I  was  !  no,  FU  be  sworn 
thou  art  not :  for  thou  wert  honest  at  five,  and 
now  thouVt  a  punk  at  fifteen  ;  thou  wert  yester- 
day a  simple  whore,  and  now  thou'rt  a  cunning 
coney-catching  baugage  to-day. 

BeL  rii  say,  I'm  worse;  I  pray  forsake  me, 
then ; ' 
I  do  desire  you  leave  me,  gentlemen, 
And  leave  yourselves  :  O,  be  not  what  ycu  are. 
Spendthrifts  of  soul  and  body  ! 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forsake  all  barlotd. 
Worse  tnan  the  deadliest  poisons ;  they  are  worse, 
For  o*er  their  souls  hangs  an  eternal  curse. 
Ill  being  slaves  to  slaves,  their  labours  perish  : 
They're  seldom  blest  with  fruit ;  for,  ere  it  bIo»- 

somSf 
Many  a  worm  confounds  it. 
They  have  no  issue,  but  foul  ugly  ones» 
That  run  along  with  them,  e*en  to  their  graves; 
For,  'stead  of  children,  they  breed  rank  diseases ; 
And  aU^ou  gallants  can  bestow  on  them, 
Is  that  French  infant,  which  ne'er  acts,  but  speaks. 
What  shallow  son  and  heir,  then,  foolish  gallant, 
Would  waste  all  his  inheritance  to  purchase 
A  tilthy  loathed  disease,  and  pawn  his  body 
To  a  dry  evil  ?  That  usury's  worst  of  all, 
When  the  interest  will  eat  out  the  principal. 

Math.  'Sfoot^  she  gulls  'em  the  best  1  This  is 
always  her  fashion,  when  she  would  be  rid  of  any 
company,  that  she  cares  not  for,  to  enjoy  mine 
alone. 


lUei.  What's  here?  in8tnictions,adiiKmitiom, 
and  caveats !  Come  out,  you  scabbard  of  Tei^^ 
ance. 

Math.  Fluello,  spurn  your  hounds  when  they 
foist ;  you  shall  not  spurn  my  punk,  I  can  tell 
you ;  my  blood  is  rcxt. 

Fluea  Pox  o'  your  blood !  make  it  a  quarrel. 

Math,  You're  a  slave ;  will  that  serve  furo  ? 

Omnet.  'Sblood,  hold,  hold  ! 

Cast.  Math.  Fluel.  For  shame  pat  up. 

Math.  Spurn  my  sweet  varlet ! 

BeL  O  how  many  thus, 
Moved  with  a  little  folly,  have  let  out 
Their  souls  in  brothel  houses !  fell  down,  and  died 
Just  at  their  harloi^s  foot,  as  'twere  in  pride. 

FlueL  Matheo,  we  shall  meet 

Math.  Aye,  aye,  any  where,  saviag  at  choidi ; 
pray  take  heed  we  meet  not  there. 

Fluel.  Adieu,  damnation ! 

Cast.  Cockatrice,  farewell ! 

Pior.  There's  more  deceit  in  women,  than  io 
hell.  [Exeumi. 

Math.  Ha,  ha !  thou  dost  gull  *em  so  niTely» 
so  naturally !  if  I  did  not  think  thou  had'st  been 
in  earnest.    Thou  art  a  sweet  rogue  for't,  i^th. 

BeL  Why  are  not  you  gone  too,  signior  Matheo? 
I  pray,  depart  my  house ;  vou  may  believe  me : 
In  troth,  I  have  no  part  o^  harlot  m  me. 

Math.  How's  this? 

BeL  Indeed,  I  love  you  not;  bat  hate  yoo 
worse 
Than  any  man,  because  you  were  the  first 
Gave  money  for  my  soul.    Yon  brake  the  ice, 
Which  after  turned  a  puddle :  I  was  led 
By  your  temptation  to  be  miserable. 
I  pray,  seek  out  some  other  that  will  fall. 
Or,  rather,  (I  pray^)  seek  oat  none  at  all. 

Math.  Is't  j)ossible  to  be  ?  Impossible !  An  ho- 
nest whore !  I  have  heard  many  honest  wencbes 
turn  strumpets,  with  a  wet  finger;  but  for  a  har- 
lot to  turn  honest,  is  one  of  Hercules's  laboon. 
It  was  more  easy  for  him,  in  one  night,  to  make 
fiAy  queans,  than  to  make  one  of  U)em  honest 
again  in  fifty  years.  Come,  I  hope,  thoo  dost 
butjest. 

BeL  'TIS  time  to  leave  off  jesting,  I  had  almoit 
Je&ted  away  salvation :  I  shall  love  you, 
If  you  will  soon  forsake  me. 

MatL  God  be  with  thee. 

BeL  Oh,  tempt  no  more  women ;  shun  their 
weighty  curse ! 
Wbmen  (at  best)  are  bad,  make  them  not  \ 
You  gladly  seek  our  sex's  overthrow. 
But  uot  to  raise  our  states.  For  all  your  y 
Will  you  vouchsafe  me  but  due  recompeaoe; 
To  marry  with  me  ? 

Muth,  How !  marry  with  a  punk,  a  codcmtnc% 


"  CockairiceSet  Note  41  to  The  Antiquary^  postea. 

'*  The  shot,—\,  c.  the  reckoning ;  a  term  still  used  in  many  parts  of  the  kiogdoab 
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«  barlot?  many,  foh !  Fll  be  borot  thoroagji  the 
oose  first 
BeL  Why,  lab  ?  these  are  your  oatbs  t  you  lore 
to  undo  us, 
To  pat  heaven  from  us,  whilst  our  best  hours 

waste: 
Tou  love  to  make  us  lewd,  but  never  chaste. 
Math,  ni  hear  no  more  of  this,  this  ground 
upon; 
TbottVt  damned^  for  altering  thv  religion. 

[EiiL 
BeL  Thy  lust  and  sin  speak  so  much :  go  thou. 


my  rum 


The  first  fall  my  soul  took.  By  my  example, 
I  hope  few  maidens  now  will  put  their  heads 
Uoder  men's  gM^les;  who  least  trusts,  is  most 

wise: 
Men's  oaths  do  cast  a  mist  befioM  our  eyes. 
My  best  of  wit  be  ready ;  now  I  go^ 
By  some  device  to  greet  Hipolito.  [Ent 

SCENE  X. 

Baier  a  Senoant^  setting  out  a  TaUe ;  on  mhieh 
he  plaeei  m  SkuUf  a  Piehire,  a  Book^  and  a 
Taper. 

Sen,  So,  this  is  Monday  morning;  and  now 
must  I  to  my  housewifely.  Would  I  had  been 
created  a  shoemaker;  for  all  the  gentle  craft  are 
eeutlemeu  every  Monday  by  their  copy,  and  scorn 
(then)  to  work  one  true  stitch.  My  master  means, 
tore,  to  turn  me  into  a  student ;  for  here's  my 
hooky  here  my  desk,  here  my  light;  this  my 
close  chamber,  and  here  my  punk :  so  that  this 
dull  drowsy  first  day  of  the  week  makes  me  half 
a  priest,  half  a  chandler,  half  a  painter,  half  a 
sexton,  ajre,  and  half  a  bawd ;  for  all  this  day 
my  ofl&ce  is  to  do  nothing  but  keep  the  door.  To 
prare  it,  look  you,  this  gmxl  face  and  yonder  gen- 
tleman, so  soon  as  ever  my  back's  turned,  will  lie 
naught  together. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

flip*  Are  all  the  windows  shut? 

Serv.  Close,  sir,  as  the  fist  of  a  courier  that 
hath  stood  in  three  reiens. 

Hip,  Thou  art  a  fai£ful  servant,  and  observ'st 
The  calendar,  both  of  my  solemn  vows 
And  ceremonious  sorrow  i  Get  thee  gone. 
I  charge  thee  on  thy  life,  let^ot  the  sound 
Of  any  woman's  voice  pierce  through  that  door. 

Serp.  If  they  do,  my  lord,  111  pierce  some  of 
them. 


What  will  vour  lordship  have  to  breakfast? 

Hip,  Sighs, 

Serv,  What  to  dinner? 

Hip.  Tears. 

Serv,  The  one  of  them,  my  lord,  will  fill  you 
too  full  of  wind ;  the  other  wet  you  too  much.-^ 
What  to  supper  ? 

Hip,  That  which,  now,  thou  canst  not  get  me; 
the  constancy  of  a  woman. 

Serv,  Indeed,  that's  harder  to  oomo  by,  than 
ever  was  Ostend.  *^ 

Hip,  Pr\thee,  away. 

Serv.  Ill  make  away  myself  presently,  which 
few  servants  will  do  for  their  lords;  but  rather 
help  to  make  them  away. — Now  to  my  door- 
keeping  ;  I  hope  to  pick  something  out  of  it. 

[Exit, 

Hip.  My  Infelice's  face,  her  brow,  her  eye. 
The  dimple  on  her  cheek ;  and  such  ^weet-slull 
Hath  from  the  cuoning  workman  s  pencil  fldwo, 
These  lipe  look  fresh  and  lively  as  her  own; 
Seeming  to  move  and  speak,    'l^as !  now  L  see, 
The  reason  why  fond  women  love  to  buy 
Adulterate  complexion ;  here 'tit  read ; 
False  colours  last  after  the  true  be  dead. 
Of  all  the  roses  grafted  on  her  cheeks, 
Of  all  the  graces  dancing  in  her  eyes. 
Of  all  the  music  set  upon  her  tongue. 
Of  all  that  was  past  woman's  excellence^ 
In  her  white  bosom ;  look,  a  painted  bcmrd 
Circumscribes  all !  Earth  can  uo  bliss  afibrd ; 
Nothing  of  her  but  this !  This  cannot  speak ; 
It  has  no  lap  for  me  to  rest  upon ; 
No  lip  wortn  tastinE.    Here  the  worma  will  feed, 
As  in  her  coffin.    Hence,  tlieu,  idle  art! 
True  love's  best  piaured  m  a  true-love's  heart. 
Here  art  thou  drawn,  sweet  maid,  till  this  be  dead ! 
So  that  thou  liv'st  twice,  twice  art  buried. 
Thou  figure  of  my  friend,  lie  there.  What's  here  ? 
Perhaps  this  shrewd  pate  was  mine  enemy's. 
'Las !  say  it  were,  I  need  not  fear  him  now : 
For  all  his  braves,  his  contumelious  breath; 
His  frowns,  though  dagger-pointed :  all  his  plot, 
Though  ne'er  so  mischievous ;  bis  Italian  pills ; 
His  quarreb;  and  that  common  fence,  his  law ; 
See,  see,  they^re  all  eaten  out ;  here's  not  left  one ; 
How  clean  they're  pickt  away  to  the  bare  bone ! 
How  mad  are  mortals,  then,  to  rear  great  names 
On  tops  of  swelling  houses !  or  to  wear  out 
Their  fingers  ends  m  dirt,  to  scrape  up  gold ! 
Not  caring,  so  that  sumpier>horse,  '^  tlie  back,    , 
Be  hung  with  gaudy  trappings,  with  what  coarse, 
Yea,  rags  wont  beggarly,  they  clothe  the  soul; 


"  OKcr^.— The  siege  of  this  phK*e  is  fraqoeatly  alluded  to  to  our  ancient  writers.  It  was  taken  by  the 
MaKpiis  of  bpioola,  on  the  8tb  of  September,  1601,  after  it  had  heUI  out  tiuree  years  and  ten  weeks.— See 
**  A  Irue  Hislory  of  the  MemorabU  Siege  o/OsTBNO,  and  what  pasud  on  either  iuU^Jrem  the  beginning  of 
"  /A«  auge  unto  the  yUlding  up  of  the  Town:'  4to,  1604. 

^  hanptar^koTHi^A,  horse  that  carries  the  necessaries  and  expenses  for  a  jonmey. 
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Yet,  after  all,  their  gayness  looks  thus  foul. 

What  fools  are  men,  to  build  a  siarish  "  tomb^ 

Only  to  safe  the  carcase  whilst  it  rots; 

To  maintaia't  long  in  srinkii^  make  eood  caHon, 

Bat  leave  no  good  deeds  to  preserve  tnem  sound ; 

For  good  deeds  keep  men  sweet  long  above 
ground. 

And  must  all  oorae  to  this  ?  fools,  wise,  all  hi- 
ther? 

Must  all  heads  thus  at  last  be  laid  together  ? 

Draw  me  my  picture,  then,  thou  grave  neat  work- 


AAer  this  fashion,  not  like  this;  these  colours^ 
In  time,  kissing  but  air,  will  be  kissed  off; 
But  here's  a  fellow,  that  which  he  lays  on, 
Till  doom's-day  alters  not  complexion. 
Deadi's  the  best  painter,  then,    fhtrf  that  draw 

8hape% 
And  live  1^  wicked  faces,  are  but  God's  apes; 
They  come  but  near  the  life,  and  there  they  stay : 
This  fellow  draws  life  too ;  his  art  b  fuller, 
The  pictures  which  he  makes  are  without  colour. 

Enter  kis  Servant. 

Serv,  Here's  a  person  would  speak  with  you, 
sir. 

H9>.  Ha! 

Serv.  A  parson,  sir,  would  speak  with  you. 

Serv.  Vicar !  no,  sir,  h'as  too  good  a  face  to  be 
a  vicar  yet ;  a  youth,  a  very  youth. 

Hip,  What  youth?  of  man  or  woman?  lodL 
the  doors. 

Seru  If  it  be  woman,  marrow-bones  and  pota- 
toe-pies'^  keep  me  from  meddling  with  her,  for 
the  thing  has  got  the  breeches !  uls  a  male-var- 
]et,  ^^  sure,  my  lord,  for  a  woman's  tailor  ne'er 
measured  him. 

H^.  Let  him  give  thee  his  message,  and  be 
gone. 

Serv.  He  says,  he's  Signor  Matheo's  man ;  but 
I  know  he  lies. 

Hip.  How  dost  thou  know  it 

Serv,  'Cause  he  has  ne'er  a  beard ;  'tis  his  boy, 
I  think,  sir,  whosoever  paid  for  his  nursing. 

Hip.  Send  him  in,  and  keep  the  door.— ^ 

[Reads.]  Fata  it  Heeat  mUu, 
Fingere  arhitrio  me^ 
Temperem  zephyro  levi  vela. 
I'd  sail,  were  I  to  choose,  not  in  the  ocean ; 
Cedars  ere  shaken,  when  shrubs  do  feel  no  bruise. 

Enter  Bellafrout,  like  a  Page. 

How!  fromMatheo?  | 


BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip,  Art  sick? 

BeL  Not  all  in  health,  my  lord. 

Hip^  Keep  od 

Bel  I  do.— 
Hard  fate,  when  women  are  compelled  to  wooe. 

[Aside. 

Hip,  This  paper  does  speak  nothing. 

BeiL  Yes,my  lord; 
Matter  of  life  it  speaks,  and  therefore  writ 
In  hidden  character ;  to  me  instruction 
Mv  master  gives,  and  (^enb  you  please  to  stay 
Till  yon  both  meet)  I  can  the  text  display. 

Hip.  Do  so  :  read  out 

BeL  I  am  already  out ; 
Look  on  my  fkce,  and  read  the  strangesl  story ! 

Enter  kit  Servant. 

Hip.  What,  villain,  ho ! 

Serv,  Call  you,  my  lord  ? 

H^,  Thou  slave,  thou  hast  let  in  the  devil. 

Serv.  Lord  bless  us,  where?  he's  not  cloves, 
my  lord,  that  I  can  see;  betides,  the  devil  soes 
more  like  a  gentlemiMi  than  a  page;  gocKlmy 
lord,  60011  couragio. 

Hip.  Thou  hast  let  in  a  womaa  in  man's  aliapc^ 
And  thou  art  damned  for^t 

Serv,  Not  damned,  I  hope,  for  putting  in  a 
woman  to  a  lord. 

Hip,  Fetch  me  my  rapier,— do  not;  I  diall 
kill  thee, 
Pnif  e  this  infected  chamber  of  that  plague. 
That  runs  upon  me  thus  s  Slave,  thrust  Mr  hence. 

Serv.  Alas !  my  lord,  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
thrust  her  hence  without  help.^>>me,  mermaid, 
you  must  to  sea  again. 

BeL  Hear  me  Imt  speak,  my  words  shall  be  all 
music; 
Hear  me  but  speak. 

Hip.  Another  beats  the  door. 
T'other  she>devil !  look. 

Serv.  Why,  then,  hell's  broke  loose.        [ExiL 

Hip,  Hence,  guard  the  chamber;  let  no  mora 
come  on; 
One  woman  serves  for  man's  damnation.-* 
Beshrew  thee,  thou  dost  make  me  violate 
The  chastest  and  most  sanctimonious  vow. 
That  e'er  was  entered  in  the  court  of  heaves. 
'*  I  was  on  mediution's  spotless  wings, 
Upon  my  journey  thither;  like  a  storm. 
Thou  beats  my  npeoed  cc«itations 
Flat  to  the  ground ;  and  like  a  thief  doth  standi 
To  stcsal  devotion  from  the  holy  land. 

BeL  If  woman  were  thy  mother;  if  thy  bcni% 


"  Goriifc,— See  Note  34  to  Edward  IT. 

s^  ^otatofpUM^^See  Note  to  Troilui  and  Crettida^  p.  166.  edit  1778. 

'7  MaU'VmrUt,"-9o,  in  TroiUu  and  Cre$nda,  A.  5.  S.  1  :  **  Thou  art  thought  to  be  AchUlet* 

SV  /  wa$  an  mtditatUnCt  tpotlen  wing: — 80,  in  Hamlet,  A.  1.  S.  I : 

*<  Haste,  let  roe  know  It ;  that  I,  with  wings  as  swift 

As  meditation  f  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 

May  sweep  to  my  revenge.'* 
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Bp  not  all  marble ;  or,  if 't  marble  be,  • 
let  my  tears  soften  it,  to  pity  me. 
I  do  beseech  thee,  do  not  thus  with  scorn 
Destroy  a  woman. 

Hip,  Woman,  I  beseech  thee, 
Oet  thee  some  other  suit,  this  fits  thee  not ; 
I  would  nor  grant  it  to  a  kneeling  queen. 
I  cannot  love  thee,  nor  I  must  not :  See 
The  copy  of  that  obligation. 
Where  my  souKs  bound  in  heavy  pensdties. 

BeL  She's  dead  you  told  me,  she'll  let  fall  her 
suit 

Hip,  My  vows  to  her  fled  after  her  to  heaven : 
Were  thine  eyes  clear  as  mine,  thou  mighf  st  be- 
hold her. 
Watching,  upon  yon  battlements  of  stars. 
Huw  I  observe  them  !  Should  I  break  my  bond. 
This  board  would  rive  in  twain;  these  wooden 

Call  me  most  perjured  villain !  Let  it  suffice, 
I  ha'  set  thee  m  tiie  path ;  is't  not  a  sign 
I  love  thee,  when  with  one  so  most  roost  dear, 
ril  have  thee  fellows  ?  all  are  fellows  there. 

BeL  Be  greater  than  a  king;  save  not  a  body. 
But  from  eternal  sbipwreek  keep  a  soul ; 
If  not,  and  that  again  sin's  path  I  tread. 
The  grief  be  mine,  the  guilt  ^1  on  thy  head. 

Bip,  Stay,  and  take  phy^c  for  it;  read  this 
book; 
Ask  coimMl  of  this  head  what's  to  be  done, 
Hell  strike  it  dead,  that  'tis  damnation, 
If  yon  turn  Turk  again. ''    Oh,  do  it  not ! 
Though  heaven  cannot  allure  you  to  do  well. 
From  doing  ill  let  hell  fright  ^ou ;  and  learn  this. 
The  soul  whose  bosom  lust  did  never  touch, 
Is  God*s  fair  bride;  and  maidens'  9Mxili  are  such. 
The  soul  that,  leaving  chastity's  white  shore. 
Swims  in  hot  sensual  streams,  js  the  devil's  whore. 
flow  now !  who  comes  ? 

Enter  his  Servant, 

SertK  No  more  knaves,  my  lord,  that  wear 


smocks.  Here's  a  letter  from  Doctor  Benedict ; 
I  would  not  enter  his  man,  though  he  had  haiA 
at  his  mouth,  for  fear  he  sbduld  be  a  woman ; 
for  some  women  have  beards,  marry,  they  are 
half  witches.**^  'Slid,  you  are  a  sweet  youth  to 
wear  a  codpiece,^'  and  have  no  pins  to  stick 
upon't. 

Hip.-Vll  meet  the  Doctor,  tiell  him;  yet  to- 
night 
I  cannot :  but  at  morrow  rising  sua 
I  will  not  fail.  Go ; — woman,  &re*thee-we11. 

[Exeunt 

BeL  The  lowest  fall  can  be  but  into  bell. 
It  does  not  move  him.    I  must  therefore  fly 
From  this  undoing  city,  and  with  tears 
Wash  off  all  anger  from  my  father's  brow. 
He  cannot  sure  but  joy,  seeing  me  new-born. 
A  woman  honest  first,  and  then  turn  whore. 
Is  (as  with  ipe)  common  to  thousands  more; 
But  from  a  strumpet  to  turn  chaste ;  that  sound 
Has  oft  been  heard,  that  woman  hardly  found. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  XL 
Enter  Fusnoo,  Crambo,  and  Poll 

Fust.  Hold  up  your  hands,  gentlemen ;  here's 
one,  two,  three, — nay,  I  warrant  they  are  sound 
pistols,  ^^  and  without  flaws;  I  had  them  of  my 
sister,  and  I  know  she  uses  to  put  nothing  that  s 
crackt, — three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight,  and 
nine :  By  this  hand,  bring  me  but  a  piece  of  his 
blood,  and  you  shall  have  nine  more^  I'll  lurk  in 
a  tavern  not  far  oS,  and  provide  supper  to  close 
up  the  end  of  the  tragedy.  The  linen-draper's, 
remember.  Stand  to't,  1  beseech  you ;  and  play 
your  parts  perfectly. 

Cram.  Look  you,  rignior,  'tis  not  your  gold  that 
we  weigh. 

Fust.  Nay,  nay,  weigh  it,  and  spare  not;  if  it 
lack  one  grain  of  com, 
m  give  yon  a  bushel  of  wheat'tp  make  it  up. 


''  Tmm  Turk  again,^To  turn  Turk,  seems  to  have  been  a  cant  phrase  for  dej^arting  from  the  rules  of 
chastity.  So  children  bom  out  of  wedlock  are  frequently  termed  Fagms  ;  as  in  the  Coptajn,  by  Beau- 
mont and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  L  Vol.  VI.  p.  67.  edit.  1778, 

'  "  Three  little  children ;  one  of  theqn  was  mine. 
Upon  my  conscience  $  th*  other  two  are  Pagans.*' 

^  flal/wUckss.'^One  of  the  distingalshing  ^lalities  of  a  witch  b  supposed  to  have  been  hair  on  her 


^'  Codjpltfce.— "  Whoever  wishes  to  be  acquainted  with  this  particular,  relative  to  dress,  may  consult 
Bttlwer's  Artifidal  ChangaJUng,  in  ^hich  sn.ch  matten  are  very  amply  discussed.  Ocular  instiuction  may 
be  had  Urom  toe  armour  shewn  as  John  of  Gaunt^s,  in  the  Tower  of  London.  The  same  fashion  appeaii 
to  have  been  no  less  offensive  hi  France. — See  Montaigne,  chap.  2i.  The  custom  of  stickbig  pins  in  this 
ostotations  piece  of  indecency  was  continued  by  the  illiberal  wardens  of  the  Tower,  till  forbidden  by 
aatliority.**^Mr  Steevem's  Note  to  Tm  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  A.  2.  S.  7.  See  also  figure  8,  in  Plate  90 
of  Stratt's  Viem  of  the  Manners,  Customs,  i^e.  of  the  InhaHtants  of  England,  Vol.  III. 

^  Bound  jns^ob,— I  suppose  Fustif  o  means  the  Spanish  f:QiB,  pistoles.    S. 
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Crmm,  Bmt  fey  yomr  furoor,  v%mw^  which  of  tfie  I 
servanu  is  ii  ?  became  we'll  punish  ymily. 

FuMt.  Marry,  'tis  the  bead  man ;  you  sbaH  ta«Ce  { 
him  by  his  toniiue.  A  preny  tali,  prating  fellow, 
with  a  Tuscalonian  beard. 

Poii  Tosraluniao  !  very  i^ood. 

Fust,  Ct>ds  life !  1  was  ne'er  so  thrumbed  since 
I  was  a  gentleman ;  my  coxrmnb  was  dry-be«ten, 
as  if  my  hair  had  been  hemp. 

Craw,  We'll  dry^beat  sonM  of  them. 

Fttii.  Nay,  k  crew  to  high,  that  my  sister  cried 
nmrder  oat  very  manfully.  I  have  her  ctmsent, 
in  a  manner,  to  have  him  peppered,  else  TU  not 
do't  to  win  more  ibaa  ten  cheaters  do  at  a  ri#in|;. 
Break  but  hie  pate,  nr  so,  only  his  maaer ;  **  be- 
cause VU  havehkthefldiuaclochaswtliabffmie; 
he's  a  liiieiiHlni|ier,  aftd  may  take  enough  I 
could  ester  my  action  of  hatlH-y  against  him,  but 
we  may,  perhaps,  be  both  dead  and  rotten  before  I 
the  lawyers  woald  end  it.  I 

Cr^m.  Na  snore  so  de,  bat  insconce  yourself 
i'tht  uvern.  Provide  no  great  cheer ;  a  couple 
of  capons,  some  pheasants,  plovers,  and  orangado- 
pie,  or  so. — But  how  bloedy  soe*er  the  day  be, 
sally  you  nut  forth. 

FuMt,  No,  no;  nay,  if  I  stir,  somebody  shall 
Atink.  ril  not  ^udge;  IW  lie  like  a  dog  in  a 
manger. 

Cram  WeU,w^ll,  in  tfic  umem;  let  not  ew 
Auppcr  be  rawr^  for  ye«  ihill  ha^e  blood  enongh ; 
your  belly  Ml 

Fti,  That's  ail,  so  God  sa'  me,  I  ihirst  after ; 
blood  for  blood,  bamp  far  ba«al>,  na»e  for  nose, 
head  fr  head,  plasier  lor  phuler,  and  9e  fareweH. 
What  shaU  1  call  your  names;  because  I'H  leaee 
word,  a  amr  such  come  to  tiie  bar? 

Cram.  My  name  is  corporal  Crambo. 

J^oU,  And  miae,  lioamiayt  Pali. 

Cram.  Poli  is  as  tall  a  man  as  ever  opened 


I  would  not  be  the  davil  «o  mett  Poli.  farewell. 

Fm$t  Nor  I,  by  this  light,  if  Ptdi  be  sach  a 

Poli.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Candido^  IFi/^  m  her  Shop,  and  the  two 
'Frentkei. 

Wife,  What^«  a  doA  nowf 

t  Pren,  ^Th  almost  twelve. 

Wife.  Thai's  well. 
The  senate  will  leave  wordiag  preBently : 
But  is  George  ready  ? 

6 'Pf«i^  Yc^  larmtK  Im^  iarbkte. 


W^e,  Now,  as  you  ever  hope  to  win  roj  fa- 
vour, 
Throw  both  your  duties  and  respects  oo  bim 
With  the  like  awe,  as  if  he  ytere  your  master; 
Let  iK)t  your  looks  betray  it  with  a  smile. 
Or  leering  glance,  to  any  customer. 
Keep  a  true  settled  countenance ;  and  beware 
Yuu  laugh  not,  whatsoever  you  hear  or  see. 

2  *Prem.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  let  as  aIoB0 
for  keeping  our  countenance :  for,  if  I  list,  there 
is  never  a  fool  in  all  Milan  shaU  make  me  laug^ 
let  him  play  the  fool  never  so  like  an  ass ;  whe- 
ther it  be  the  fat  court-fool,  or  the  lean  dif 
fool. 

Wife,  Enough,  then,  call  down  George. 

9  *Fr€n,  I  hear  bim  coming. 

Eafer  Gfioftoc 

W^  <^Beiteadywkh*year  It9s,lli6alecna 
see 
How  coartesy  weald  became  him  ^OaUantfty ! 
Beshrow  my  blood,  a  proper  aeeiaiy  man ; 
Of  a  clioioe  carriage,  walks  wkb  a  good  port. 

George,  I  thank  yen,  mistress;  ny  hmdkh 
broad  enoagb,  aow  my  ansler^s  9"^^^  >n. 

Wife,  Sure  I  afheuld  think  it  were  the  leaat  of 

To  mistake  the  ma&ter,  and  to  let  him  ml 

George.  Twere  a^oed  oaasedy  of  errors  tfaaft. 

i'faith. 

2  'Pfwi.  •'  whiil,  w«st;  asy  awster ! 

Enter  Cakoido,  and  emt  pre$eMt^ 

Wife,  Yon  all  know  your  Usk.— God's  mj  fife, 
s  that  be  has  got  upon  his  badi  ?  who  ohi 
tell? 

George,  That  can  I,  but  I  will  not 

Wife.  Girt  about  him  like  a  madman  !  what, 
has  he  lost  his  ctoak  lae?  This  is  the  maddest 
fashion  that  e'er  I  saw.  What  said  be,  George, 
when  he  passed  by  thee  ? 

George,  Troth,  mistress,  nothing :  not  so  umdk 
as  a  bee,  he  did  not  hum ;  not  so  much  as  a  bawd, 
he  did  not  hem ;  not  so  much  as  a  cndiold,  he 
did  not  ha:  neither  hum,  hem,  nor  ha;  only 
stared  me  in  the  face,  past  aloju;,  and  made  haste 
ia,  as  if  ray  looks  hoq  workedwith  him  tofjive 
bim  a  stool. 

Wife,  Sure  he's  yext  now,  tins  trick  has  mowed 
his  spleen; 
H^^  angered  now,  because  he  uttered  nothing; 
*    '       "" —  wmCh breaks^rat \ ^- ' 


^  ^^  Mf  fa4n^,--So,  in  Drkkar's  WonBerfiOt  Yeare^\W^i  " tUaUitf  Oe eaanes had 

aboat^cryedyZooades!  wii&t  do  yOQ  mean  to  creels  mi^sMser^"  The  lerm  is  eien  yet  in  va^gar  as 
the  face. 

•♦  B*  readjf  with  yawr  legMf^i.  e.  wMi  your  low*    See  Note  SO  to  The  PanmCt  WMing. 

«  frkistfV>kist.-^BtuUenU    SeeMr  Steevens'sNote  to  Ibniretf,  A«  I.  S.8. 
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Maybe  bt^  stri^  ht  plftce,  whw  h«  cones 

down; 
But,  if  thou  iovest  tie,  Ge^rg^  afibrd  hiio  note. 

George,  Nay,  let  me  alone  to  play  my  maater's 
prize,  as  long  as  my  mistress  warrants  me :  I  am 
sure  I  have  hk  bast  clothes  on,  and  I  scorn  to 
^ve  place  to  any  that  is  inferior  in  apparel  to  me ; 
tiiat's  an  axiom,  a  principle,  and  is  observed  a^ 
much  as  the  fashion.  Let  ttmt  perluade  you, 
then,  that  V\i  shoulder  with  him  for  the  u^er 
band  in  the  shop,  as  long  as  this  chain  will  main- 
tain it 

Wife.  Spoke  with  the  spirit  of  a  master,  though 
with  the  tongue  of  a  'prentice. 

Enter  CANDtDo  like  a  ^Prentice, 

Why,  how  DOW,  madman  ?  what,  in  your  tricksi- 
coats? 
Cand,  O,  peace,  good  mistress. 

Enter  Crambo  and  Poll 

See  what  you  lack,  what  is*t  you  buy  ?  pure  cal- 
licoes,  fine  hoilands,  choice  cambhcks,  aeut  lawns: 
see,  what  you  buy.  Pray  come  near,  my  master 
will  use  you  well,  he  pan  afford  you  a  penny- 
worth. 

H^f/e.  Aye,  that  he  can,  out  of  a  whole  piece 
of  lawu,  iVaitb. 

C^nd,  Pray,  see  vour  oboice  here,  gentlemen. 

Wife*  O  fine  fool  I  what  a  madman,  a  patient 
madman  ?  who  ever  heard  of  the  like  ?  Well,  sir, 
rU  fit  you  and  your  buaaour  presently)  what, 
cross-points  ?  1*11  untie  'em  all  in  a  trice,  TU  vex 
you,  faith! — Boy,  take  your  cloak;  quick,  come. 

Cand,  Be  covered,  George;  this  chain,  and 
welted  gown,^ 
Bare  to  this  coat  ?  Then  the  world's  upside  down. 

George*  Umh,  umh,  hum. 

Cram.  That's  the  shop,  and  there's  the  fellow. 

FolL  Aye,  but  the  master  is  walking  in  there. 

Cram.  No  matter,  we'll  in. 

PoU.  'Sblood,  dost  long  to  lie  in  limbo  ? 

Craai.  And  limbo  be  in  bell,  I  care  not. 

Cand.  Look  yua,  gentlemen,  your  oboict ;  cam- 
bricks? 

Cram.  No,  sir,  some  bbirting. 

Camk  You  ab^y. 


Crom,  Hare  you  none  of  tbii  striped  canyaat^ 
for  doubltiS? 

Cand.  I\one  striped,  sir,  hut  niain. 

^*Pren,  I  think  there  be  onj  piece  striped 
within. 

George,  Step,  sirrah^  and  fetdi  it;  bum,  bum, 
hum. 

CoJid.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  lit  make  but  one 
spreading;  .here*s  a  piece  of  cloth,  fiite,  yet  shall 
wear  like  iron,  /fis  without  fault;  take  this  up- 
on my  word ;  *tis  wuhuui  luult. 

Cram,  Then  *tw  better  than  you,  sirrah. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  a  number  more.   O  that  each 
soul 
Were  but  as  spotless  as  this  innocent  white. 
And  luul  as  few  breaks  in  it ! 

Cram*:  Twould  have  some,  then. — ^There  was 
a  fray  here  last  day  in  this  shop. 

Cand.  There  was  indeed  a  little  flea  biting. 

PoiL  A  gentleman  had  his  pate  broke ;  call  you 
that  but  a  flea-bitmg? 

Omd.  He  had  so. 

Cram.  Zowas,  do  you  stand  in*t  ? 

I  He  strikes  Aim. 

George.  'Sfoot,  clubs,  clubs !  ^preatices,  down 
with  'em !  Ab,  you  rogues^  strike  a  citizen  in's 
shop  ? 

Cand,  None  of  you  stir,  I  pray;  forbear,  good 
George. 

Cram,  I  beseech  you,  sir;  we  mistook  our 
marks ;  deliver  us  our  weapons* 

George,  Your  head  bleeds,  sir;  cry,  dubs. 

Cand.  I  sav,  you  shall  not ;  pray  be  patient 
Give  tliem  their  weapons :  Sirs,  you'd  best  be 

gone; 
I  tell  you,  here  are  boys  more  tough  than  bears; 
Hence,  lest  more  fists  do  walk  about  your  ears. 

Both.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Cand.  You  shall  not  follow  them  : 
Let  them  alone,  pray,  this  did  me  no  harm ; 
Troth,  I  was  cola,  and  the  blow  made  me  warm : 
I  thank  'em  for't ;  besides,  I  had  decreed 
To  have  a  vein  prickt,  I  did  mean  to  bleed. 
So  that  there's  money  saved;  they  are  honest 

men, 
Pray  use  'em  well  when  they  appear  again. 
,      Ueorge.  Yes,  sir,  we*ll  use  'em  like  honest  men. 
I      Cand*  Aye,  well  said,  George;  like  honest 


^  WeUedgcmn. — Barrel,  hi  his  Jlaearie,  fece  gard,  explains  the  word  as  syaonymous  with  tmrfi$^  or 
Mif.  J  mduigmtm,  Is,  tlMfeiove,  eoe  omaaNnted  with  purfles  or  friage.  They  ate  often  meaUoDed  hi 
aacient  wrlten. 

Grecfl  B  UUiorptfFrjfsr  Bacmit  1400,  Sifik  H  3  :  « 1  warrant  you,  he*s  as  yeomaoly  a  man  as  yoa  shall 
«ee  f  flHirhe  yea,  mastais,  berets  a  f  lata  boacst  man  without  iveU  or  gard.*' 

Ben  Jonson's  Eyiutn;  A.  4.  S  7  :  **  Oo  not  fear  me.  Clap  but  a  civil  gown  with  a  weU  o*the  one,  and 
a  caiMmical  cUmk  with  sleeves  o*the  other."  &c. 

Ofeen's  QiUpfor  an  upttart  Courtier y  12^  :  **  PkresentUe,  lokuig  about  for  more,  comes  staBting  down 
aa  aged  crave  Sir,  In  a  Macke  velvet  coat,  and  a  Mack  cloth  gowne,  weUed  and  fhced." 

Ibid.  ^  1  saw  fire  fct  fetlowes,  all  In  damaske  cotes  and  gownes.  wttted  with  velvet,  verle  brare." 

PclUmr*i  Bdmoa'f  Nigkt-waUces,  Sign.  0  4 :  <«  -^  thou  sbalt  meetc  rich  drunkards  under  awlicd^oinii.' 
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men,  thoagb  they  be  arrant  knave's;  for  that's 
the  praise  of  the  city. — Help  to  lay  up  these 
wares. 

Enter  hit  Wife,  with  Officers. 

Wife.  Yonder  he  stands. 

Q^.  What,  in  a  'prentice  coat  ? 

tvife.  Aye,  aye,  mad,  mad ;  pray  take  heed 

Cand.  How  now !  what  news  with  them  ? 
what  make  they  with  my  wife  ?  Officers !  is  she 
attached  ?  Look  to  your  wares. 

Wife,  He  talks  to  himself !  Oh,  he*s  much  gone, 
indeed ! 

Offi,  Pray,  pluck  up  a  good  heart,  be  not  so 
fearful. — 
Sirs,  heark,  well  gather  to  him  by  degrees. 

Wife.  Aye,  aye,  by  degrees,  I  pray  :  oh,  me ! 
what  makes  he  with  the  lawn  in  bis  hand?  hell 
tear  all  the  ware  in  my  shop. 

Offi.  Fear  not,  well  catch  him  on  a  sudden. 

Wife.  O,  you  had  need  do  so.  Pray  take  heed 
of  your  warrant 

Offi.  I  warrant,  mistress. — Now,  Signior  Can- 
dido. 

Cand.  Now,  sir,  what  news  with  you,  nr? 

Wife.  What  news  with  you,  he  says.  Oh,  he's 
far  gone ! 

Qffi  T  pray,  fear  nothing;  let's  alone  with 
him. — 
Signior,  you  look  not  like  yourself,  methinks ; 
(Steal  you  at  t'other  ude ;)  you  are  chained, 
you're  altered. 

Cand.  Changed,  sir?  why,  true,  sir.  Is  change 
•trUnge  ?  'tis  cot  the  fashion,  unless  it  alter.  Mo- 
narchs  turn  to  beggars;  beggars  creep  into  the 
nests  o(  princes ;  masters  serve  their  'prentices ; 
ladies  their  serving-men ;  men  turn  to  women. 

O^.  And  women  turn  to  men. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  women  turn  to  men ;  you  say 
true :  ha,  ha !  a  mad  world,  a  mad  world ! 

Offi  Have  we  caught  you,  sir  ? 

Cand.  Caught  me  ?  well,  well,  you  have  caught 
me. 

Wifi^  He  laughs  in  your  faces. 

George.  A  rescue,  'prentices!  my  master's 
catch-poled. 

Offi.  I  charge  you  keep  the  peace,  or  have  your 
legs  gartered  with  irons.  We  nave  from  the  duke 
a  warrant  strong  enough  for  what  we  do. 

Cand.  I  pray  rest  cjuiet;  I  desire  no  rescue. 

Wife.  La!  he  desires  no  rescue;  'las,  po 
heart! 
He  talks  against  himself. 

Cand.  WeU,  what's  the  maUer? 

Offi*  Look  to  that  arm ; 
Pray,  make  sure  work ;  double  the  cord. 

Cand.  Why,  why? 

Wife.  Look,  how  his  head  goes !  should  he  get 
but  loose. 
Oh,  'twere  as  much  as  all  our  lives  were  worth. 

Offi*  Fear  not,  we'll  inakf  surt  for  our  own 
safety. 


poor 


Offi 
Cand 


Cand.  Are  you  at  letsore  now  ?  well,  what's  the 
matter? 
Why  do  I  enter  into  bonds  thus  ?  ha  ? 
Offi.  Because  you're  mad ;  put  fear  apon  ]rour 

wife. 
Wife.  Oh,  ay ;  I  went  in  danger  of  my  life 

every  minute ! 
Cand.  What?  am  I  mad  say  you,  and  I  not 

know  it  ? 
Offi.  That  proves  you  mad,  because  you  kooir 

it  not 
Wife.  Pray  ta^k  as  little  to  him  as  you  cu; 
You  see  he's' too  far  spent 

Cand.  Bound  with  strong  cord  ? 
A  silver  thread,  i'faith,  had  been  enough 
To  lead  me  any  where.    Wife,  do  you  long? 
You  are  mad  too,  or  else  you  do  roe  wrong. 
Geo.  But  are  you  mad,  indeed,  master? 
Cand.  My  wife  says  so ; 
And  what  she  says»  Geoife,  is  all  truths  joa 

know: 
And  whither  now?  to  fiethlem  mooast'iy?— bi! 
whither? 
Faith,  e'en  to  the  madmen's  pound. 
^iand,  A  God's  name :  still  I  feel  mypatieace 
sound.  [EieaMt. 

Geo.  Come,  we'll  see  whither  he  goes.  If  tlie 
maotar  bb  mad,  we  are  his  servants,  and  mast  fol- 
low his  ateps ;  we'll  be  mad-caps  too.  Farewell, 
mistress ;  you  shall  have  us  all  in  Bedlam. 

[£ret»/. 
Wife.  I  think  I  ha'  fitted  now  yoa  and  ywr 
clothes; 
If  this  move  not  his  patience,  nothing  can; 
111  swear  then  I  have  a  saiu^  and  not  a  man. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  XIL 
Enter  Duke,  Doctor,  Fluello,  Castrvchio, 

PlORATTO. 

Duke.  Give  us  a  little  leave. — Doctor,  yoor 
news. 

Doet.  I  sent  for  him,  my  lord :  at  last  he  csme, 
And  did  recei\'e  all  speech  that  went  from  dm, 
As  gilded  pills  made  to  prolong  his  health. 
My  credit  with  him  wrought  it    For  some  mes 
Swallow  even  empty  hooks ;  like  fools,  that  feu 
No  drowning  where  'tis  deepest*  'cause  tis  deifr 
In  th'end  we  sat,  and  eat :  a  health  I  drank 
To  Infelice's  sweet  departed  soul ; 
^This  train  I  knew  would  take. 

Duke.  'Twas  excellent 

Doct,  He  fell  with  soch  devotion  on  hit  kaeesi 
To  pledge  the  same — 

Duke.  Fond  superstitious  fool ! 

Doct.  That  had  he  been  inflamed  with  seal  of 
prayer. 
He  could  not  poor't  out  with  ndore  reverence. 
About  my  neek  he  hung,  wept  on  my  cheel; 
Kissed  it,  and  swore  he  would  adore  my  lipi^ 
Because  they  brought  forth  Infelice's  i 


Digitized  by 


Google 


])SiCKAB.] 


TilE  HONEST  WHORE. 


549 


Duke.  Ha,  ha,  alack,  alack ! 
Doct,  The  cup  he  lifts  up  high,  and  thus  he 
said,  * 

Here,  DoUe  maid !  drinks,  and  was  poisoned. 

Duke.  And  died? 

Doct.  And  died,  mj  lord. 

Duke.  Thou  in  that  word 
Hast  pieced  mine  aged  hours  out  with  more  years 
Than  thou  hast  taken  from  Hipolito. 
A  noble  youth  he  was;  but  lesser  branches 
Hindering  the  greater's  growth,  roust  be  lopt  off, 
And  feed  the  fire.    Doctor,  w'are  now  all  thine; 
And  use  us  so :  be  bold. 

Doct.  Thanks,  gradons  lord : 
My  honoured  lord-- 

Duke,  Hum. 

Doet.  I  do  beseech  jour  grace,  to  bury  deep 
This  bloody  act  of  mine. 

Duke,  Nay,  nay,  for  that. 
Doctor,  look  you  to't ;  me  it  shall  not  move ; 
They're  curst  that  ill  do,  not  that  ill  do  lore. 

Doct,  You  throw  an  angry  forehead  on  my 
fiice; 
But  be  yoQ  pleased  backward  thus  for  to  look. 
That  for  your  good  this  ill  I  undertook. 

Duke,  Aye,  aye,  we  eonstme  so. 

Doct.  And  only  for  your  lore. 

Duke,  Confest ;  *tn  true. 

Doet.  Nor  let  it  stand  against  me  as  a  bar, 
To  thrust  me  from  your  presence :  nor  believe 
(As  princes  have  quick  thoughts)  that  now  my 

fingvr 
Behig  dipt  in  blood,  I  will  not  spare  the  hand ; 
But  that  for  gold  (as  what  can  gold  not  do  ?) 
I  may  be  hireid  to  work  the  like  on  yoo. 

Duke,  Which  to  prevent — 

Doct,  ^Tb  from  my  heart  as  far — 

Duke.  No  matter.  Doctor;  'cause  ni  fearless 
sleep, 
And  that  vou  shall  stand  dear  of  that  suspidon, 
I  banish  ttiee  for  ever  from  my  court. 
This  prindple  is  old,  but  true  as  fate ; 
Kings  may  love  treason,  but  the  traitor  hate. 

[Exit. 

Doet.  Is'tso?  Nay  then,  Duke,  your  stale 
prindple 
With  one  as  stale  the  Doctor  thus  shall  quit; 
He  falls  himself  that  digs  aiiother^s  pit 
How  now  ?  where  is  be  ?  will  he  meet  me  ? 

Enter  the  Doctoi't  Man. 

Doctor*s  Man.  Meet  yoo,  sir?  He  mii^ht  have 
met  with  three  fencers  in  this  time,  and  have  re- 
ceived less  hurt  than  bv  meeting  one  doctor  of 
physic.    Why,  sir,  he  has  walk'd  under  the  old 


Abbey  wall  yonder  this  hour,  till  he's  more  cold 
than  a  dtizen's  country-house  in  January.  You 
may  smell  him  behind,  sir:  la  you,  yonder  he 
comes! 

Doct,  Leave  me. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Doctof^t  Man.  Tthe  lurch,  if  you  wilL   [Exit. 

Doct.  O,  my  most  noble  friend ! 

Hip,  Few  but  yourself 
Could  have  inticed  me  thus,  to  trust  the  air 
With  my  dose  sighs.     You  sent  for  me,  what 
news? 

Doct,  Come,  you  must  ^  d'off  this  black ;  dye 
that  pale  cheek 
Into  his  own  colour.    Go,  attire  yourself 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom,  when  be  meets  his  bride. 
The  duke  has  done  much  treason  to  thy  love : 
Tis  now  reveafd ;  'tis  now  to  be  revenged. 
Be  merry,  honoured  friend ;  thy  lady  lives. 

Hip,  What  lady? 

Doct.  Infelice,  she's  revived. 
Revived !  alack,  death  never  had  the  heart 
To  take  breath  from  her. 

Hip.  Umh,  I  thank  vou,  sir : 
Physic  prolongs  life,  when  it  cannot  save ; 
This  helps  not  my  hopes ;  mine  are  in  their  grave : 
Yon  do  some  wrong  to  mock  me. 

Doct,  By  that  love. 
Which  I  have  ever  borne  you,  what  I  speak 
Is  troth ;  the  maiden  lives :  that  funeral. 
Duke's  tears,  the  moum»ng,  was  all  counterfeit: 
A  sleepy  draught  cozen*d  the  world  and  you. 
I  was  bis  minister;  and  then  chamber'd  up. 
To  stop  discovery.    • 

Hip,  O  treacherous  Duke ! 

Doct,  He  cannot  hope  so  certainly  for  bliss. 
As  he  believes  that  I  baave  poison*d  you. 
He  woo*d  me  to't ;  I  yielded,  and  confirm'd  him 
In  his  most  bloody  thoughts. 

Hip.  A  very  devil ! 

Doct,  Her  did  he  doaely  coach  to  Bergamo ; 
And  thither 

Hip.  Will  I  ride :  stood  Bergamo 
In  the  low  countries  of  back  hell.  Til  to  her. 

Doct.  You  shall  to  her,  but  not  to  Bergamo. 
How  passion  makes  you  fly  beyond  yourself ! 
Much  of  that  weary  journey  I  ha'  cut  ofi; 
For*  she  by  letters  hath  intelligence 
Of  your  supposed  death,  her  own  interment, 
And  all  those  plots  which  that  false  duke  her 

father 
Has  wrought  against  yoo;  and  she'll  meet  you— 

Hip.  O,  when  ? 

Doct.  Nay,  see,  how  covetous  are  your  desires ! 


^  Doff^To  JnfT,  is  10  do  0ff,  to  put  oC    So,  in  King  John^  A.  3.  S.  1 : 
"  Thiu  Wear  a  lion's  hide  I  doff  it  for  ihamc." 
•ec  Mr  5le*.vrr/s  Mote  on  J/-:;ivfA,  A.  4.  S.  3* 
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£KrlY  to-morrow  inorii. 

Hip.  O  where,  good  father? 

Doci.  At  Beihlem  raouMUry.  Are  you  plea«ed 
now  ? 

Hip.  Ai  Bethlem  monastery !  the  place  well 
fits;  ... 

It  is  the  school  where  those  that  lose  their  wits 
Practice  again  to  get  them.    1  am  sick 
Of  that  di!»ease ;  all  love  is  lunatic. 

Doct.  We'll  steal  away  this  night  in  some  dis- 
guise. 
Father  Anselmo,  a  qaost  reverend  friar. 
Expects  our  cominfj; ;  before  whom  we'll  lay 
Reasons  so  strong  that  he  shall  yield  ia  bonds 
Of  holy  wedlock  tci  tie  both  your  bands. 

Hip.  This  is  such  happiness, 
Thai  to  believe  it,— 'u»  impossible. 

Doct.  Let  all  your  joys  then  die  in  misbelief; 
I  will  reveal  no  more. 

Hip.  O  yes, good  father! 
I  am  so  well  acquainted  with  despair, 
I  know  not  how  t6  hope ;  I  believe  alU 

Doet  We'll  hedce  this  night;  much  must  be 
done,  much  said  t 
But,  if  the  doctor  fail  not  in  his  charms 
Your  lady  shall  ere  morning  fill  those  nrmi. 

H^.  Hcttvealy  physician !  far  thy  faiue  dmA\ 
spread, 
That  makest  two  lovers  speak,  when  they  be  dead. 

[Exemnt, 

Candido's  Wife,  and  George,  Piokatto  meets 
them. 

Wift.  O  watch,  good  George  watch  which 

wav  the  duke  comes.  •    .     .         ^.  , 

deo.  Here  comes  one  oftbe  butterfliee;  ask 

Wife.  Pray,  sir,  comes  the  duke  this  way? 

jpi.  He's  apoo  oumiog,  mistress.  [ExU, 

Wife.  I  thank  you,  sir.— George,  are  ttiere 
many  mad  folks  where  thy  aoaSter  lies  f 

Oeo.  O,  yes;  of  all  countries  some,  but  espe- 
cially mad  Greeks:  they  swarm.  Troth,  oMslress, 
the  world  is  aker'd  With  you;  yoe  had  not  wont 
to  8ta»d  thus,  wkh  a  paper,  humbly  complaming : 
but  yow're  well  enough  served.  Provender  pnckt 
you,  as  It  does  many  of  oar  city-wives  besides. 

Wifi.  Do'st  tiunk,  George,  we  shaW  get  him 

forth?  ,.     »    V  I 

Oeo.  Trtily,  mistress,  I  conaot  tell ;  I  thmk 
you'll  baldly  pet  him  forth.  Why,  ^is  strange ! 
'Sfoot,  I  have  known  many  wome«  that  have  had 
mad  msGtfls  to  their  husbands,  whom  they  wotld 
belabour  by  all  means  possible  to  keep  'em  in 
their  right  wits ;  but  of  a  woraaa  to  long  !•  turn 
a  tame  man  into  a  madman— why  the  devil 
himself  was  never  used  so  by  his  dam. 


Wife.  How  does  be  tiik,  Gcov  ^  H  flMd 
George,  tell  me. 

Geo.  Why,  you'd  best  go  see. 

W^e.  Alas,  I'm  afraidl 

Geo.  Afraid !  you  had  more  need  be  asbamed  : 
he  may  rather  be  afraid  of  yoa. 

Wife.  But,  George,  he's  not  staik  mad,  is  be? 
he  does  not  rave?  he's  not  born-mad,  George, 
IS  he? 

Geo.  Nay,  I  know  not  that;  bat  be  talks  like 
a  justice  of  peace,  of  a  thousand  matters^  and  to 
no  purpose. 

Wi/e.  I'll  to  the  mooasterjr.  I  shall  be  mad 
till  I  enjoy  him ;  I  shall  be  sick,  till  1  see  him ; 
yet  when  I  do  see  him,  I  shall  weep  out  mias 
eyes. 

Geo.  I'd  fain  see  a  woman  weep  out  ber  e|es; 
that's  as  true,  as  to  say  a  man's  cloak  bums  wbea 
it  hangs  in  the  water.  I  know  you'll  weep,  nis- 
tress;  ^^  but  what  says  the  painted  doth? 

That  not  a  woman  when  the  cries; 
For  MU  pump  water  from  her  eyes. 
With  a  wet  finger  ;  and  in  faster  showert, 
T^han  April  when  he  rains  downftcmert. 

Wife.  Aye,  but  George*  that  painted  doth  is 
worthy  to  be  banged  up  for  lying;  all  wooien 
have  not  tears  at  will,  unless  chey  have  good 
cause.  . 

Geo.  Aye,  but  uustress,  how  •asily  will  Uiey 
find  a  cause  ?  and  as  one  of  our  dieese-treacbeis 
says,  very  learnedly, 

As  out  of  wormwood  bees  suck  honey; 
As  from  poor  clients  lawyers  firk  money: 
As  parsley  from  a  roasted  coney  ; 
So,  though  the  day  be  n^er  so  sunny,  ^^ 
If  wives  will  have  it  rain,  down  then  it  drim; 
The  calmest  hmsbands  make  the  stermat 
wives. 
Wife.  Tame,  George !  but  I  ha"  done  stont- 

ing  now.  . 

Geo.  Why,  that's  well  done,  good  misbCM; 
throw  aside  this  fashion  of  your  humour;  he  not 
phantastical  in  wearing  it;  storm  no  more,lo«g 
no  more.— This  lonjging  has  made  you  come  short 
of  many  a  good  thing  that  yon  inicht  hart  m 
from  my  master.    Here  oomes  the  Duke  I 

Enter  Dvke,  Fluello,  PioaATXo,  Btvm. 

Wife.  Oh,  I  besee^  yoif  pardon  my  oficncc, 
la  that  I  durst  abase  your  graoe*8  warraBtj 
Deliver  forth  my  fauaband,  good  my  Aard. 

Duke.  Who  is  her  bosbaod? 

FlueL  Candido,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Where  is  he  ? 

Wife.  He's  among  the  lunatics. 


«  Biit  what  says  the  painted  doth  f — Till*  *lkide8  ioihe  fashion  in  the  old  **|«*^-^|f«i,'^,!L!J^ 
and  moral  sentences  from  the  mouths  of  the  figures  worked  or  printed  fai  tbeiB.    bee  woics  »>  y  *  ". 
and  Mr  Stccvens  on  At  ^ou  like  it,  A.  3.  S.  I.  where  ic^na  Jasiancesa««l»e»«rtte  wm  at  utmo^ 
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fie  was  a  man  made  op  vidwut  a  gidl ;  i 

Nothing  coald  move  him,  DOthiDg  cxmld  conrert  ' 
His  meek  blood  into  fury ;  yet  like  a  monfltery 
I  often  beat  at  the  most  constant  rock 
Of  his  unshaken  patience,  and  did  long 
To  vex  bim, 

Duke,  Did  you  so? 

Wife,  And  lor  that  purpose, 
Had  warrant  from  your  grace  to  carry  bim 
To  Bethlem-monastery ;  whence  they  will  not 

free  him 
Without  your  erace^s  band  that  sent  him  in. 

Duke,  You  nave  longed  ^r ;  'ds  yon  are  mad, 
I  fear: 
It's  fit  to  fetch  him  thence,  and  keep  you  there. 
If  he  be  mad,  why  would  you  have  nim  forth  ? 

Oeo,  And  please  your  grace,  he's  not  stadc- 
mad;  but  only  talks  Kke  a  young  gentleman, 
somewhat  phantasticatly ;  that's  all:  there's  a 
thoQsaud  about  your  court,  city,  ^and  country, 
madder  than  he. 

Duke,  Provide  a  warrant,  you  shall  have  our 
band. 

Oeo.  Kerens  a  warrant  ready  drawn,  my  lord. 

^  Duke.  Get  pen  and  ink,  get  pen  and  ink. 

EnUr  Cmkukbio. 

Cast,  Where  is  my  loitl  the  dtjke  ? 

Duke,  How  now  r  more  madmen ! 

Cast,  I  have  strange  news,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Of  what  ?  of  whom  ?  * 

Cast.  Of  Infelice,  and  a  marriage. 

Duke,  Ha  1  where  ?  with  whom  f 

Cast.  Hipolito. 

Geo,  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Hence  with  that  woman!  void  the 
room! 

Fbiel  Away ;  the  duke's  vei^d. 

Oeo,  Whoop !  come,  mistress,  the  duke's  mad 
too.  [Exeunt, , 

Duke.  Who  told  me  that  Hipolito  was  dead  ?* 

Cast,  He  that  can  make  any  man  dead,  the 
l^octor.  But,  my  lord,  he's  as  iull  of  life  as  wild- 
fire^ and  as  quick.  Hipolito,  the  doctor,  and  one 
more,  rid  hence  this  evening;  the  inn  at  which 
they  light  is  Bethlem-monastery.  Infelice  comes 
from  fiersamo,  and  meets  them  there.  HipcJito 
is  mad,  for  be  means  this  day  to  be  married. 
The  afternoon  is  the  hour,  and  friar  Anselmo  is 
the  knitter. 

Duke.  From  Bergamo!  is't  possible?  it  can- 
TOtH 
kcaoBQt  be. 

Cast.  1  virill  not  swear,  my  lord; 
Bat  <Imi  intaUigeiioe  I  teek  firwM  000 
Whose  bouM  woik  im  die  flet. 

Duke.  What's  he? 

C€it. 


FtueL  Matheo  knows  all. 

Ptor.  He's  liipolito's  bosom. 

DufK,  How  far  stands  Bethlem  hence? 

Omnes,  Six  or  seven  miles. 

Duke,  Is't  even  so  ? 
Not  married  till  the  afternoon,  you  say  ? 
Stay,  staVf  let's  work  out  some  prevention. 
How !  this  is  most  strange ;  can  none 
But  madmen  serve  to  dress  their  weddipg-dio* 

ner? 
All  of  you  get  presently  to  horse, 
Disgjuise  yourselves  like  country  gentlemen; 
Or  riding  citizens,  or  so ;  and  take 
Each  man  a  several  path,  but  let  us  meet 
At  Bethlem  monastery,  some  space  of  time 
Beine  spent  between  the  arrival  each  of  othar. 
As  if  we  came  to  see  the  lunatics. 
To  horse !  away  I  be  secret  on  your  lives; 
Love  must  be  punished,  that  unjustly  thrives, 

[Exeunt, 

Fluel,  Be  secret  on  your  lives !  Castruchio, 
You're  but  a  scurvy  spaniel.     Honest  lord  I 
Good  lady !  zounds,  their  love  is  jus^  'tis  good ; 
And  I'll  prevent  you,  though  I  swim  iu  blood. 

[ExU, 

Enter  Friar  Anselmo,  Htrouro,  Matboe, 

In  FELICIA. 

Hip,  Nay,  nay,  resolve  good  father,  or  deny. 

Ans,  Tou  press  me  to  au  act,  both  full  of  dan* 
ger 
And  full  of  happiness ;  for  I  behold 
Your  father's  frowns^  his  threats :  nay,  perhaps 

death. 
To  him  that  dare  do  this :  yet,  noble  lord^ 
Such  comfortable  beams  break  through  tbeseclouds 
By  this  blest  marriage,  that  (your  lK)nour'd  word 
BeioE  pawn'd  in  mv  defence)  I  will  tie  faat 
Ilie  holy  wedding  knot. 

Hip.  Tush^  iear  not  the  duke. 

Ant,  O  soo^  wisely  to  fear,  is  Co  be  free  from 
fear. 

Hip,  You  have  our  words^  and  you  shall  have 
our  lives 
To  £uard  you  safe  from  all  ensuing  danger. 

Slath  Aye,  aye,  chop  'em  up  and  away. 
Ans.  Stay,  when  is't  fit  for  me,  safest  for  you 
To  entertain  this  business  ? 

Hip,  Not  till  the  evening. 

Am.  fie'l  -so^  there*«  a  ehapel  stands  hard  by, 
Upon  the  west  end  of  the  Abbey-wall ; 
Thither  convey  yourselves,  and  when  tiie  sun 
Hath  tani'd  his  back  upon  this  upper  world, 
I'll  marry  you;  that  duaet  ^^  thund'riiig  voice 
C»a  breaik  the  saci«d  bend ;  yet,  lady,  here  yon 
are  ou)sc  safe. 

Inf,  Father,  your  love's  most  dear. 

MaiK  Aye,  well  said ;  lock  os  into  some  little 


^  DtOrs— 'The  first  editioD  ghres  this  speech  to  Cattruchio. 
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oom  by  oarselres,  that  we  may  be  mad  for  an 
hour  or  two. 

Hip,  O,  good  Matheo,  do  ;  let's  make  no  noise. 

Math*  How !  no  noise !  do  jou  know  where 
jou  are?  'sfoot,  amongst  all  the  road-caps  in 
Milan :  so  that  to  throw  the  hoase  ont  at  win- 
dow will  be  the  better,  and  no  man  will  suspect 
that  we  lurk  here  *»  to  steal  mutton.  The  moie 
sober  we  are,  the  more  scurvy  'tis ;  and  though  the 
friar  tells  us,  that  here  we  are  safest,  I'm  not  of 
his  mind ;  for,  if  those  lay  here  that  had  lost  their 
money,  none  would  ever  look  after  them ;  but  here 
are  none  but  those  that  have  lost  their  wiu;  so  that 
if  hue  and  cry  be  made,  hither  they'll  come,  and 
my  reason  is  because  none  goes  to  be  married  till 
be  be  stark-mad. 

Hip,  Muffle  yourselves;  yonder's Fluello. 

Enter  Fluello. 

Math,  Zounds! 

FlueL  O,  my  lord,  these  cloaks  are  not  for  thb 
rain :  the  tempest  is  too  great ;  I  come  sweat- 
ing to  tell  vou  of  it,  that  you  may  get  out  of  it 

Math.  Why,  what's  the  matter  ? 

FlueL  What's  the  matter !  you  have  matter'd 
it  fair:  the  duke's  at  band. 

Omnes.  The  duke ! 

FiueL  The  very  duke. 

Hip,  Then  all  our  plots  are  turn'd  upon  our 
heads;  and  we  are  blown  up  with  our  own  un- 
derminings. 'Sfoot,  how,  how  comes  he }  whi|t 
villain  durst  betray  our  being  here  ?    ' 

FlueL  Castnichio ;  Castruchio  told  the  duke, 
and  Matheo  here  told  Castruchio. 

Htp,  Would  you  betray  me  to  Castruchio  ? 

Math,  'Sfoot,  he  damn'd  himself  to  the  pit  of 
hell,  if  he  spake  on't  again. 

Hip,  So  did  you  swear  to  roe ;  so  were  you 
damn'd. 

Math,  Pox  on'em !  and  there  be  no  faith  in  men , 
if  a  man  shall  not  believe  oaths.  ^  He  took  bread 
and  salt  by  this  tight,  that  he  wonld  never  open 
his  lips. 

Hip.  O  God,  O  God  ! 

Am.  Son,  be  not  desperate,  have  patience,  you 
shall  trip  your  enemv  down  by  his  own  fleights. 
How  far  is  the  duke  bence  ? 

FlueL  He's  but  new  set  out :  Castruchio,  Pior- 


atto,  and  Sineri,  come  along  with,  him :  yon  bare 
time  enough  yet  to  prevent  them,  if  you  have  but 
courage. 

Aru.  You  shall  steal  secretly  into  the  chapel. 
And  presently  be  married.    If  the  duke 
Abide  here  still,  spice  of  ten  thousand  eyes, 
You  shall  'scape  hence  like  Diars. 

Hip.  O  blest  disguise  !  O  happy  man ! 

Am.  Talk  not  of  happiness,  till  your  closed 
hand 
Have  her  by  the  forehead,  like  the  lock  of  time. 
Be  not  too  slow,  nor  hasty,  now  you  climb 
Up  to  the  tower  of  bliss;  only  be  wary 
And  patient,  that's  all.    If  yon  like  my  plot, 
Build  and  dispatch;  if  not,  (farewell)  tlien  not 

Hip.  0,  yes,  we  do  applaud  it ;  well  dispute 
No  lunger,  but  will  hence  and  execute. 
Fluello,  you'll  stay  here ;  let  ns  be  gone. 
The  ground  that  freighted  lovers  tread  upon 
Is  stuck  with  thonis. 

Am^  Come,  then,  away.    'Tis  meet. 
To  escape  those  rborns,  to  ^t  on  wiai^  feet 
[Exeunt  Akselmo,  Hipolito,  and  Ihfelicu. 

Math.  No  words,  I  pray,  Fluello ;  for  it  staads 
us  upon. 

FltteL  Oh,  sir,  let  that  be  your  lesson. 
Alas,  poor  lovers !  on  what  hopes  and  fears 
Men  toss  themselves  for  women!  when  Mt 

The  best  has  in  her  that  which  pleaaeth  not 

Enter  the  Duke,  Castruchio,  Pioiultt<s  ^»^ 
SiiiEZi,/rom  several  DoarSy  mujfiedm 

Duke,  Who's  there?— 

Cast.  My  lord  ! 

Duke.  Peace,  send  that  lord  i|way ; 
A  lordship  will  spoil  all :  let's  be  all  feOowSb 
What^she? 

Cast.  Fluello ;  or  Sinezi,  by  his  little  legs. 

Omnes.  All  friends,  all  friends. 

Duke.  What !  met  upon  the  very  point  of  time. 
Is  this  the  place  ? 

Pior,  This  is  the  place,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dream  you  on  lordships !  come^  no  more 
lords,  pray. 
You  have  not  seen  these  lovers  yet? 

Omnes,  Not  yet 


^  To  steal  mutton-^l  e.  to  steal  a  weoch.  Mutton^  In  the  language  of  the  tiaies,  slgaUled  %JUle  iejegs. 
So,  in  The  Virgin  Martifr,  by  Massioger  and  Dekkar,  A.  2.  8. « :  <<  SI|e*U do  well  enoagh  Ibcrei  f&r  pri* 
sooen  are  more  hungry  after  mutton,  than  catch-poles  after  prisooers." 

Marston's  Dutch  Courtesan,  A.  5  :  *^  I  have  a  piece  of  mutton  and  a  faatber^bed  for  yon  at  all  tiaes.** 


Greenes  Fryer  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bungay,  Sign.  H.  I :  <'  the  old  lecher  hath  gotten  Iflg'mutim  to  Mb, 
a  nnnne,  ny  lord.** 

Again,  Bellafront  says  in  the  present  Scene :  **  Baa  t  lamb,  there  you  lie  i  for  I  am  wpClyw," 

Laced  mutton  is  frequently  mentioned  in  Shakespeare  and  other  writers.  See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Tbeahay, 
Mr  Steeveos,  and  Mr  IVI alone,  on  the  Two  OtniUmen  of  Verona,  A.  I.  S.  1. 

^  He  tood  bread  and  «aif— See  Note  41  to  Omnmer  Qurton's  Needle,  p.  1  \3. 

Again,  In  Bamaby  Rich's  JDstori^toN  of  Ireland,  1610,  p.  SIT:  •«  I  will  trast  him  better,  that  ntfbietk 
to  tweare  by  bread  and  salt,  then  him  that  offereth  to  sweare  by  the  Bible." 
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Duke,  Castnicbio,  art  tlioo  sure  this  wedding 
feat 
Is  Dot  till  afternoon  ? 

CmI.  So  'tis  given  out,  my  lord, 

Duke,  Nay,  nay,  'tis  like ;  thieves  must  ob- 
serve their  hours : 
Lnrers  watch  minutes  like  astronomers. 
Uow  shall  tlie  interim  hours  by  us  be  spent  ? 

FlueL  Let's  all  go  see  the  madmen. 

Omnei.  Mass!  content. 

Enter  Town,  like  a  Sweeper. 

Duke,  Oh,  here  comes  one;  question  him, 
qoestion  him. 

FlueL  How  now»  honest  fellow  ?  dost  thou  be- 
louK  to  the  house  ? 

Town,  Yes,  forsooth,  I  am  cue  of  the  imple- 
menu ;  I  sweep  the  madmen's  rooms,  and  fetch 
straw  for  'em ;  and  buy  chains  to  tie  'em,  and 
rods  to  whip  'em.  I  was  a  mad  wag  myself  here 
ptice;  but  1  thank  father  Anselmo,  he  (allied  me 
into  my  right  mind  again. 

Duke,  Anselmo  is  the  friar  must  marry  them ; 
Question  him  where  he  is. 

Cast  And  where  is  father  Anselmo,  now? 

Tomn,  Marry,  he's  gone  but  e'en  now. 

Duke,  Aye,  well  done :  tell  me,  whither  is  he 
gone? 

Tcwn,  Whj,  to  God  Almighty. 

FlueL  Ha,  ha,  this  fellow  is  a  fool,  talks  idly. 

Pior,  Sirrah,  are  all  the  mad  folks  iu  Milan 
brt)U|;ht  hither  ? 

Town,  How,  all  ?  there's  a  question,  indeed  ! 
^hy,  if  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan  should  come 
hither,  there  would  not  be  left  ten  men  in  the 
city. 

Duke.  Few  gentlemen  or  courtiers  here,  ha  ? 

'loan.  Oh  yes,  abundance,  abundance !  lands 
iH)  sooner  fall  into  their  hands,  but  strait  they  run 
out  o'  their  wits.  Citizens'  sons  and  heirs  are  free 
of  the  house  by  their  fathers*  copy.  Farmers*  sons 
couie  hither  like  geese,  in  flocks ;  and,  when  they 
^*  sold  all  their  corn-fields,  liere  they  sit  and 
pick  the  straws. 

.  Sin,  Methinksyou  should  hare  women  here,  as 
'fell  as  men. 

Town.  Oh,  aye :  a  plague  on  'em,  ^°  there's  no 
bo  with  them;  they  are  madder  than  March- hares. 

FlueL  Are  there  no  lawyers  here  amongst  you  ? 

Town.  Oh  no,  not  one:  never  any  lawyer, 
^e  dare  not  let  a  lawyer  come  in ;  for  he'll  make 
cui  mad  faster  than  we  cau  recover  'em. 


Duke,  And  how  long  is*t  ere  you  recover  any 
of  these? 

Town,  Why,  according  to  the  quantity  of  the 
moon  that's  got  into  'em.  An  alderman's  son 
will  be  mad  a  great  while,  a  very  great  while ; 
especially  if  his  friends  left  him  well.  A  whore 
will  hardly  come  to  her  wits  agmn.  A  puritan, 
there's  no  hope  of  him,  unless  he  may  pull  dowu 
the  steeple,  and  hang  himself  i'the  bell- ropes. 

FlueL  I  perceive  all  sorts  offish  come  to  your  net. 

Town,  Yes,  in  truth;  we  have ^'  blocks  for  alt 
heads;  we  have  good  store  of  wild  oats  here. 
For  the  courtier  is  mad  at  the  citizen ;  the  citizen 
is  mad  at  the  countryman ;  tlie  shoemaker  is  mad 
at  the  cobler;  the  cobler  at  the  carman;  the 
punk  is  mad,  that  the  merchant's  wife  is  no  whore ; 
the  merchaot*s  wife  is  mad,  that  the  punk  is  so 
common  a  whore. — God's-so,  here's  father  Ansel- 
mo !  Pray  say  uothmg,  that  I  tell  tales  out  of  the 
school.  [Exit, 

Omnet,  God  bless  you,  father ! 

Enter  Ansex^mo. 

Am,  Thank  you,  gentfemcn. 
Out,  Pray,  may  we  see  some  of  those -wretched 
souls. 
That  here  are  in  your  keeping  ? 

An$,  Yes,  you  shall : 
But,  gentlemen,  I  must  disarm  you  then. 
There  are  of  madnaen,  as  there  are  of  tame, 
All  humoured  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 
So  apisli  and  fantastic,  play  with  a  feather ; 
And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  soul  to  see  God's 

image 
So  blemished  and  defaced,  yet  do  they  act 
Such  antic,  and  such  pretty  lunacies. 
That,  spite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  you  smile. 
Others,  again,  we  have,  like  hun«^ry  lions. 
Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untaineuble  as  flies; 
And  these  have  oftentimes  from  strangers'  sides 
Snatched  rapiers  suddenly,  and  done  much  harm; 
Whom,  if  you'll  see,  you  must  be  weaponless. 

Omnes.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ans.  Here,  take  these  weapons  in. 
Stand  off  a  little,  pray ;  so,  so,  'tis  well. 
I'll  shew  you  her4  a  man,  that  was  sometimes 
A  very  grave  and  wealthy  citizen : 
Has  served  a  'prenticeship  to  this  misfortune. 
Been  here  seven  years,  and  dwelt  in  Bergamo. 

Duke,  How  fell  he  from  his  wits? 

Ans,  By  loss  at  sea. 
I'll  stand  aside,  questitm  him  you  alone ; 


^  Thert^i  ii«  h»  with  tkem^^l,  e.  there  are  no  hoaods  or  restraints  with  them.  So,  in  GreeQ*s  Frj^ 
Bai»H  atd  Fryer  Bungay^  Sign.  OS:"  —  for  be  once  loved  the  fair  maid  of  Fresiog  field  out  of  all  hoe,'* 

Nasrs  Lenten  Sti^,  1509 :  '*  there  is  no  ho  with  him,  but  once  heartened  thus,  &c.'* 

^'  Blocks  for  mU  headi ;— i.  e.  hats.    See  Mr  Mteeveos's  Note  on  King  Lear^  A.  1 .  S.  6. 

Again,  ia  Lyiy's  EuphueMondhii  England,  p.  51  :--<*  which  varietie  of  chauoging  being  oftentimes  noted 
of  a  grave  gentleman  of  Maples,  who  having  bought  a  hat  of  the  newett  fashion  and  btst  blocka  in  all 
Italy,  and  wearing  it  bat  one  daie,  it  was  told  him  that  it  was  stale,  &c." 
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For,  if  he  spy  me,  be*li  not  speak  a  word, 
Uuless  br'ft  thoroughly  vcxt 

[Discover i  an  old  Man,  wrapt  in  a  Net, 

FUuL  Alas,  poor  soul  ! 

Cast,  A  very  old  man. 

Duke.  God  speed,  father. 

1  Mad,  God  speed  the  plough :  tfaoa  shalt  cot 
«peed  me. 

Pior,  We  see  joo,  old  roan,  for  all  yon  dance 
in  a  i>et. 

1  Mad,  True ;  but  thou  wilt  daiic^  in  a  halter, 
and  I  shall  not  see  thee, 

Ans.  Of  do  not  vc»  him,  pray. 

Cast,  Are  you  a  fisherman,  father? 

1  Mad.  No,  Vm  neither  fish  nor  flesh. 

F'uel.  What  do  you  with  that  net,  then  ? 

1  Mad.  Do'st  not  see,  fool  !  there's  a  fresh 
■salmon  iii't.  If  you  step  one  foot  further,  you'll 
be  over  shoes ;  for  you  see  Vm  over  heacl  and 
cars  in  the  salt  water :  and  if  you  fall  into  this 
whirlpool,  where  I  am,  you're  drown'd  !  you're  a 
drown'd  rat ! — I  am  fishing  here  for  five  ships, 
but  I  cannot  have  a  good  draught ;  for  my  net 
breaks  still,  and  breaks;  but  I'll  break  some  of 
your  necks,  and  [  catch  you  in  my  clutches. 
Siay,  stay,  stay,  stay,  stay:  where's  the  wind, 
whore's  the  wind,  where's  the  wind,  where's  the 
\vi.»d?  Out,  you  gulls,  you  goosepaps,  you  gud- 
gron-eaicrs  !  Do  you  look  for  the  wind  in  the  hea- 
vens ?  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  no,  no !  Look  there,  look 
there,  look  there !  the  wind  is  always  at  that 
door.     liark,  how  it  blows  !  pooff,  poofT,  pooff. 

Omnet.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

1  Mad.  Do  you  laugh  at  God's  creatures  ?  Do 
you  mock  old  age,  you  rogues  ?  Is  this  grey  beard 
and  head  counterfeit,  that  you  cry  ha,  ha,  ha? — 
Sirrah,  art  not  thou  my  eldest  son? 

Pior,  Yes,  indeed,  father. 

1  Mad.  Then  th'art  a  fool :  for  my  eldest  son 
had  a  '*  polt  foot,  crooked  legs,  a  verjuice  face, 
and  a  ^^  pear-colour'd  beard  ;  I  made  him  a 
scholar,  and  be  made  himself  a  fool,— Sirrah ! 
thou  there,  hold  out  thy  hand. 

Duke.  My  hand  ?  well,  here  'tis. 

1  Mad,  Look,  look,  look,  look !  has  he  pot 
ong  nails,  and  short  ban-  ? 


FhtL  Yes,  monstraus  short  hair,  and  abeoi- 
Dable  long  nails. 

1  Mad.  Ten-peony  nails,  are  tbey  not? 

FlueL  Yes,  tenpenny  nails. 

1  Mad.  Snch  nails  bad  my  second  boy.  Kned 
down,  thou  varlet,  and  ask  thy  father  bIessio|. 
Such  nails  had  my  middlemost  son,  and  I  nude 
him  a  promoter:  and  he  scraped,  and  scnped, 
and  scraped,  till  be  got  the  devil  and  all ;  bat  be 
scraped  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus,  and  it  went  oo- 
der  bis  legs;  till,  at  length,  a  corapooy  oX  kitei, 
taking  him  for  carrion,  swept  up  all,  all,  all,  ali, 
all,  all,  all !— If  you  love  your  hves  look  to  Too^ 
selves !  see,  see,  see,  see  f  the  Turk's  gallies  tie 
fighting  with  my  ships!  bounce  goes  the  guw: 
oh !  cry  the  men :  romble,  romble  go  the  waters. 
— Alas !  there !  'tis  sunk,— 'tis  sunk :  I  an  no- 
done,  I  am  undone  !  you  are  the  damned  pintcs 
have  undone  me, — you  are,  by  th*  Lord !  you  are! 
stop  *em ;  you  are  ! 

Am,  WKy  how  now,  sirrah,  must  I  fill  to 
tiM^fie  you  ? 

1  Mad,  Tame  me !  no:  FU  be  madder  tbao  i 
roasted  cat :  see,  see !  I  am  burnt  with  gunpow- 
der !  these  are  oar  close  fights. 

Ant,  I'll  whip  yon,  if  yon  grow  unruly  thus. 

1  Mad,  Whip  me  !  out,  you  toad  !  wfab  lae! 
what  justice  is  this,  to  whip  me  because  I  sm  i 
beggar ! — Alas !  I  am  a  poor  man ;  a  very  poor 
man :  I  am  starved,  and  have  bad  no  meat,  bf 
thre  light,  ever  since  the  great  flood :  I  am  a  poor 
man ! 

An$,  Well,  well,  be  quiet,  and  yon  shall  bare 
meat. 

1  Mad.  Aye,  aye,  pray  do ;  for,  look  yoo, 
here  be  my  guts :  these  are  my  ribs ;— yoo  naj 
look  through  my  ribs;  see  how  my  gats  coo* 
out — these  are  my  red  guts,  my  very  gnts;  oK 
oh! 

Ans,  Take  him  in  there.    {Old  Man  is  remetd. 

Omnes,  A  very  piteous  sigbL 

Cast,  Father,  I  see  you  have  •  basycbsr^ 

Ans.  They  must  be  used  like  children;  plesK<' 
with  toys. 
And  anon  whipt  for  their  unnilioess. 
I'll  shew  you  now  a  pair  quite  different 


7^  A  poUfooti^a  poUfool  seems  to  be  the  same  we  now  call  a  spUatfoot.  So,  in  Ben  JooMo'b  Pti^^i 
A  4.  8.  7. 
'  <<  Wbat*8  become  of  my  little  punk  Venus,  and  the  pouU  foot  stinkard  her  husband?  bal" 

Judication  to  Euphuesr 

«  Vulcan  was  painted  curioosly,  yet  with  a  polt  foote.** 
Ibid.  p.  35. 

*<  Venus  was  content  to  take  the  black-smith  with  his  pomttfostc** 
Dekkar^s  Villainies  discovered,  1620,  Sign.  C. 

**  New  bootes  to  hide  his  poUfoote,** 
75  Pcar-colourd  *card;— See  Note  21 1  to  The  Spanish  Trasedy,  p.  501}. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Dekeae.] 


THE  HONEST  WHORK 


555 


From  bim  that's  gone;  he  was  all  words:  and 

these, 
l^nless  you  urge  'cm,  seldom  spend  their  speech; 
Bat  have  their  tongues.  La,  you ;  this  hithermost 
Fell  from  the  happy  quietness  of  mind. 
About  a  maiden,  that  he  loved,  who  died  : 
He  followed  her  to  church,  being  full  of  tears, 
And,  as  her  body  went  into  the  ground, 
He  fell  stark-mad.    That  is  a  married  man. 
Was  jealous  of  a  fair,  but  (as  some  say) 
A  rery  virtuous  wife ;  and  that  spoiled  him. 

3  mad.  All  these  are  whoremongers,  and  lay 
with  my  wife:  whore,  whore,  whore,  whore, 
wbore ! 

FlueL  Observe  him* 

2  Mad,  Gaffer  shoemaker,  you  pulled  on  my 
wife's  pumps,  and  then  crept  into  her  pantofles : 
lie  there,  he  there  ! — This  was  her  tailor ;  you 
cut  out  her  loose-bodied  gowu,  and  put  in  a  yard 
more  than  I  allowed  her :  lie  there,  by  the  shoe- 
makers.— O,  master  doctor,  are  you  here  ?  you 
gave  me  a  purgation,  and  then  crept  into  my 
wife's  chamber,  to  feel  her  pulses ;  and  you  said, 
tnd  she  said,  and  her  maid  said,  that  they  went 
pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat :  doctor,  I'll  put  you 
anon  into  my  wife's  urinal.— Heigh,  come  aloft. 
Jack  :  this  was  her  schoolmaster,  and  taught  her 
to  play  upon  the  virginals ;  ^^  and  still  his  Jacks 
leapt  up,  up :  you  pricked  her  out  nothing  but 
bawdy  lessons ;  but  I'll  prick  you  all !  fiddler — 
doctor— tailor — shoemaker, — shoemaker— fiddler 
^doaor — tailor — sol^lie  with  my  wife  again, 
now ! 

Cast.  See  how  he  notes  the  other,  now  he 
feeds. 
9  Mad,  Give  me  some  porridge. 
S  Mad.  I'll  give  thee  none. 
8  Mad,  Give  me  some  porridge. 

3  Mad,  I'll  not  give  thee  a  bit. 

3  Mad,  Give  me  that  flap-dragon.  ^^ 

3  MacL  I'll  not  give  thee  a  spoonful  I  thou 
liest,  it's  no  dragon;  'tis  a  parrot,  that  I  bought 
for  my  sweet-heart,  and  I'll  keep  it, 

3  Mad,  Here's  an  almond  for  parrot.  ^^ 

3  Mad.  Hang  thyself. 

2  Mad,  Here's  a  rope  for  parrot. 

8  Mad.  Eat  it,  for  I'll  eat  this. 


2  Mad.  ni  shoot  at  thee,  an^  thou'It  give  me 
none. 

S  Mad.  Wo'tthou? 

S  Mad.  I'll  run  a  tilt  at  thee,  an*  thou'lt  give 
me  none. 

3  Mad.  Wo't  thoD  ?  do,  an'  thou  dar'st. 

2  Mad.  Bounce. 

3  Mad.  Oh !  I  am  slain  ! — murder,  murder^ 
murder  !  I  am  slain  ;  ray  brains  are  beaten  out. 

Ans.  How  now,  you  villains  !  bring  me  whips : 
I'll  whip  you. 

3  Mad.  I  am  dead  !  I  am  slain  !  ring  out  the. 
bell,  for  I  am  dead. 

Duke,  How  will  you  do  now,  sirrah  ?  you  ha' 
killed  him. 

2  Mad.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions.  He  was  eat- 
ing of  almond-butter,  and  I  longed  fur*t:  the 
child  had  never  been  delivered  out  of  my  belly, 
if  I  had  not  killed  him.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions, 
so  my  wife  may  be  burnt  i'th'  hand  too. 

Ans.  Take  'em  in  both;  bury  him,  for  he's 
dead. 

3  Mad,  Aye,  indeed,  I  am  dead;  put  me,  I 
pray,  into  a  good  pit-hole. 

2  Mad,  I'll  answer't  at  sessions.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Beliafront  mad, 

Ans.  How  now,  huswife,  whither  gad  you  ? 

Bel.  A  nutting,  forsooth.  How  do  you,  gaf- 
fer ?  how  do  you,  gafier  ?  there's  a  French  curt'sy 
for  you  too. 

FiueL  'Tis  Beliafront 

Pior.  'TIS  the  punk,  by  the  lord. 

Duke.  Father,  what's  she,  I  pray  ? 

Ans.  As  yet  I  know  not : 
She  came  in  but  this  day :  talks  litile  idly. 
And  therefore  has  the  freedom  of  the  house. 

BeL  Do  not  you  know  me  ?  nor  you  ?  nor  you  ? 
nor  you  ? 

Omnes.  No,  indeed. 

Bel.  Then  you  are  an  -ass,-»-&nd  you  are  an 
ass, — and  you  are  an  ass ;  for  I  know  you. 

Ans.  Why,  what  are  they?  come,  tell  mc^ 
what  are  they  ? 

BeL  They  re  fish-wives:  will  you  buy  any  gud- 
geons? God's-santy,^^  yonder  come  friars !  I  know 
them  too :  bow  do  you,  friar  ? 


'♦  Flr/r^iwi*.— "  A  wffgtnflf,"  says  Mr  Stccvcns,  <<  as  I  am  informed,  is  a  very  small  kind  of  spinnet. 
Queeo  Elizabeth's  virginalrbook  is  yet  In  being,  and  many  of  the  lessons  io  it  have  proved  so  ditficuit,  as 
to  baffle  our  most  expert  players  on  the  bHrpsichord."  See  Aote  on  the  fVinter*s  TaU,  A.  1.  S.  2. 
Bloont,  io  hb  Glottographia^  says,  this  mosical  instnimeot  U  called  virginals^  because  maids  aod  virgins 
do  most  commonly  play  on  them. 

^'  Flap-dragon  — A  flap-dragon^  says  Dr  Johnson,  Note  to  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  JV.  A.  2  S.  4. 
**  is  some  small  combustible  body,  fired  at  one  end,  and  put  afloat  in  a  glass  or  liquor,  it  is  an  act  of  » 
toper's  dexterity  io  toss  off  the  glass  in  such  a  manner  as  to  prevent  the  flap-dragon  from  doin^  misrhief.'* 
To  swallow  ^flap-dragon^  or  a  raw  egg,  were  formerly  among  the  cant  proverbs  among  drunkards.  Phi- 
locothmitta,  i&^h,  p.  65. 

^^  Here*s  an  almond  for  parrot. — The  title  of  a  pamphlet,  called.  An  Almond  for  a  Parrot^  or  Cuthbert 
Cwry-knava  Almes;  B.  L.     Ao  date  is  here  alluded  to. 

7'  GddVsonly  — See  a  Note  on  The  Merchant  of  Venice^  Vol.  III.  p.  157.  edit.  r»78«  Perhaps,  how- 
e»er,  God*8»sanhf  is  only  a  corruption  of  God's  sanctUy,  or  God's  saints.    S. 
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Enter  Hipolito,  Matheo,  and  Ij^felice,  dii- 
guUed  in  the  Uabitt  of  Friars, 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  away;  you  must  not  trouble 
friars :' 
The  Duke  is  here,  speak  nothing. 

Bel.  Nay,  indeed,  you  shall  not  go ;  weMI  run 
at  barii break  '^  first ;  and  you  shall  be  in  hell. 

Math.  My  puuk  turned  mad  whore,  as  all  her 
fellows  are ! 

Hip.  Speak  nothing ;  but  steal  hence,  when 
you  spy  time. 

Ant.  VII  lock  you  up,  if  you're  unruly ;  fie ! 
Bel.  Fie !  marry,  foh  !  they  shall  not  go>  in- 
deed, till  I  ha'  told  'em  their  fortunes. 
Ihtke.  Good  father,  )pve  her  leave. 
Bel.  I  pray,  good" father;  and  Til  give  you  my 
blessing. 

Ant.  Well,  then,  be  brief;  but,  if  you  are  thus 
unruly, 
I'll  hare  you  locked  up  fast* 
Pior.  Come,  to  their  fortunes. 
Bel.  Let  me  see,  one,  two,  three,  and  four.   I'll 
begin  with  the  little  finger  first.    Here's  a  fine 
hand,  indeed  !  I  never  saw  friar  have  such  a  dtiin- 
.  ty  hand  :  here's  a  hand  for  a  lady  !  here's  your 
fortune : 

You  love  a  friar  better  than  a  nun ; 
Yet  long  you'll  love  no  friar,  nor  no  friar's  son. 
Bow  a  little  :  the  line  of  life  is  out ;  yet,  I'm 

afraid. 
For  all  you're  holy,  you'll  not  die  a  maid. 
Now  to  you,  friar  Tuck.  ^^ 

Math.  Gdd  send  me  good  luck. 
BeL  You  love  one,  and  one  loves  you ; 
You  are  a  false  knave,  and  she's  a  Jew : 
Here  is  a  dial,  that  false  ever  goes.— 
Math.  O,  your  wit  ^^  drops. — 
BeL  Troth,  so  does  your  nose ; 
Nay,  let's  shake  hands  with  you  too. 
Pray  open  :  here's  a  fine  hand. 
Ho,  friar,  ho;  God  be  here  I 
So  he  had  need ;  you'll  keep  good  cheer. 
Here's  a  free  table,  but  a  frozen  breast; 
For  you'll  starve  those  that  lovejrou  best  : 
Yet  you  have  good  fortune ;  for,  if  1  am  no  liar. 
Then  you  are  lo  friar ;  nor  you,  nor  you,  no  friar. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  [Ditcavert  them. 

Duke.  Are  holy  habits  cloaks  for  villainy  ? 
Draw  all  your  weapons. 

Hip.  Do,  draw  all  your  weapons. 
Duke.  Where  are  your  weapons?  draw. 
Omnet.  The  friar  has  gulled  us  of  'em. 
Math.  O  rare  trick  I 
You  ha'  learnt  one  mad  point  of  arithmetic. 


Hip.  Why  swells  your  spleen  so  high?  against 
what  bosom 
Would  you  your  weapons  draw  ?  hcr's !  'tis  yoor 

daughter's : 
Mine  !  'tis  your  son's. 
Duke.  Son? 

Math.  Son,  by  yonder  sun. 
Hip.  You  cannot  shed  blood  here,  but  'tis  your 
own: 
To  spill  your  own  blood,  were  damnation. 
Lay  smooth  that  wrinkled  brow,  and  I  will  throw 
Myself  beneath  your  feet. 
Let  it  be  rugged  still,  and  flinted  o'er; 
What  can  come  forth  but  sparkles,  that  will  bom 
Yourself  and  us?  she's  mine;  my  claim's  most 

good; 
She's  mine  by  marriage,  though  she's  yoor's  by 
blood. 
Ans.  [Kneeiing.'\  I  have  a  hand,  dear  lord,  deep 
in  this  act : 
For  I  foresaw  this  storm ;  yet  wilKngly 
Put  forth  to  meet  it.    Oft  have  I  seen  a  father 
Washing  the  wounds  of  his  dear  son  in  tears; 
A  son  to  curse  the  sword,  that  struck  his  father ; 
Both  s^ain  yxhe  quarrel  of  your  families.  , 
Those  scars  are  now  ta'en  off;  and  I  beseech  you 
To  seal  our  pardon.    All  was  to  this  end ; 
To  turn  the  ancient  hates  of  your  two  houses 
To  fresh  green  friendship,  that  your  lores  mig^t 

look 
Like  the  spring's  forehead,  comfortably  sweet; 
And  your  vext  souls  in  peaceful  union  meet. 
Their  blood  will  now  be  your's,  your*8  will  be 

tlieir's; 
And  happiness  shall  crown  yonr  silver  hairs. 
Fluel.  You  see,  my  lord,  there's  now  no  remedy. 
Omnet.  Beseech  your  lordship. 
Duke.  You  beseech  fair;  you  have  me  in  place 
fit 
To  bridle  me.    Rise,  friar;  yoo  may  be  glad 
You  can  make  madmen  tame,  and  tame  men  mad. 
Since  fate  hath  conquered,  I  must  rest  content; 
To  strive  now  would  but  add  new  punishment : 
I  yield  unto  your  happiness.    Be  blest ; 
Our  families  shall  henceforth  breathe  in  rest. 
Omnet.  O  happy  diange ! 
Duke.  Your's  now  is  my  content ; 
I  throw  upon  your  joys  m;^  full  consent 

BeL  Am  not  I  a  good  girl,  for  finding  the  friar 
in  the  well  ?  God's^so,  you  are  a  brave  man !  will 
not  you  buy  me  some  sugar^plumbs,  because  I 
am  so  good  a  fortune-teller  ? 

Duke.  Would  thou  had'st  wit,  thou  pret^  sool, 
to  ask. 
As  I  have  will  to  give. 


78  Well  run  at  barlibreak  — See  Note  on  The  Bird  in  a  Cage^  p.  «49. 

79  iV.w  to  you.  Friar  TVicA.— Friar  Tuck  is  introduced  into  Hey  wood's  play  of  Robert  of  HwUirngtm, 
Part  1 1.,  as  the  Chorus. 

^"^  UVf.-— So  the  fir»t  edition.    AU  the  rest  read  m/. 
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Bel  Pretty  soul !  a  pretty  soul  is  better  than 
t  pretty  body.  Du  not  yoa  know  my  pretty  soul? 
I  know  you :  is  not  your  name  Matheo  ? 

Math.  Yes,  lamb. 

BeL  Baa !  lamb,  there  you  lie ;  for  I  am  mut- 
ton. *'  Look,  fine  man  !  he  was  mad  for  me  once, 
and  I  was  mad  for  him  once ;  and  he  was  mad 
for  her  once :  and  were  you  never  mad  ?  yes,  I 
warrant.  I  had  a  fine  jewel  once,  a  rery  fine 
jewel !  and  that  naughty  man  stole  it  away  from 
me :  K  very  fine  jewel 

Duke,  What  jewel,  pretty  maid  ? 

BeL  Maid  !  nay,  that's  a  lie.  O,  'twas  a  very 
rich  jewel,  cafled  a  maidenhead ;  and  had  not 
you  it,  leerer  ? 

Math.  Out,  you  mad  ass !  away. 

Duke.  Had  he  thy  maidenhead  ?  he  shall  make 
tbee  amends,  and  marry  thee. 

BeL  Shall  he?  «^0  brave  Arthur  of  Bradly, 
then! 

Duke,  And,  if  he  bear  the  mind  of  a  gentleman, 
I  know  he  will. 

Matk,  I  think  I  rifled  her  of  some  such  paul- 
try  jewel. 

Duke,  Did  you  ?  then  marry  her  ;  you  see  the 
wrong 
IIss  led  her  spirits  into  a  lunacy. 

Math.  How !  marry  her,  my  lord  ?  'sfoot,  mai^ 
ry  a  mad  woman!  let  a  man  get  the  tnmest  wife 
lie  can  come  by,  she'll  be  mad  enough  afterwards, 
do  what  he  can. 

Duke,  Nay,  then,  Father  Aoselmo  here  shall 
do  his  best. 
To  bring  her  to  her  wits.    And  will  you^  then  ? 

Matk,  I  cannot  tell ;  I  may  chuse. 

Duke,  Nay,  then,  law  shall  compel :  I  tell  you, 
sir. 
So  much  her  hard  fate  moves  me,  you  should  not 

breathe 
Under  this  air,  unless  you  married  her. 

Math,  Well,  then,  when  her  wits  stand  in  their 
right  place,  I'll  marry  her. 

Bel  I  thank  your  grace.    Matheo,  thou  art 
mine. 
1  am  not  mad ;  but  put  on  this  disguise 
Only  for  you,  my  lord ;  for  you  can  tell 
Much  wonder  of  me :  but  you  are  gone,  farewell  I 
Matlieo,  thou  did'st  first  turn  my  soul  black ; 
Now  make  it  white  again.    I  do  protest, 
I'm  pure  at  fire  now,  chaste  as  Cynthia's  breast 

Hip,  I  durst  be  sworn,  Matheo,  she's  indeed. 

Math,  Coney-catcht !  gulled !— Must  I  sail  in 
your  fly-boat. 
Because  I  helped  to  rear  your  main-mast  first  ? 
Plague  found  you  for't !  'TIS  well 
The  cuckold's  stamp  goes  current  io  all  nations; 


Some  men  have  horns  given  them  at  their  crea- 
tions. 
If  I  be  one  of  those^why,  so !  it's  better 
To  take  a  common  weueh,  and  make  her  good. 
Than  one  that  simpers,  and,  at  first,  will  scarce 
Be  tempted  forth  over  the  threshold  door ; 
Yet,  in  one  se'ennight,  zounds,  turns  arrant  whore. 
Come,  wench,  thou  shall  be  mine ;  give  me  thy 

golls," 
We'll  talk  of  legs  hereafter. — See,  my  lord ! 
God  give  u^  joy  I 

Omnes.  God  give  you  joy ! 

Enter  Cak dido's  Wife  and  GEoRCfi. 

George,  Come,  mistress  we  are  in  bedlam 
now  :  mass  I  and  see,  we  come  in  pudding-time ; 
for  here's  lite  duke. 

Wife,  My  husband,  good  my  lord ! 

Duke,  Have  I  thy  husband  ? 

Catt,  It's  Candido,  my  lord;  he's  here  among 
the  lunatics. — Father  Anselmo,  pray  fetch  him 
forth.  [Exit  Anselmo.] — This  mad  woman  is  his 
wife;  and,  though  site  were  not  with  child,  yet 
did  she  Iod«e,  most  spitefully,  to  have  her  husband 
mad ;  and  because  she  would  be  sure  he  should 
turn  Jew,  she  placed  him  here  in  Bethlem. — 
Yonder  he  comes. 

Enter  Candido  with  Anselmo. 

Duke,  Come  hither,  signior.    Are  you  mad  ? 
Cand,  You  are  not  mad  ? 
Duke,  Why,  1  know  that 
Cand.  Then  you  may  know  I  am  not  mad,  that 
know 
Yon  are  not  mad,  and  that  you  are  the  duke. 
None  is  mad  here,  but  one. — How  do  you,  wife  ? 
What  do  you  long  for,  now  ? — pardon,  my  lord ; 
She  had  Inst  her  child's  nose  else.    I  did  cut  out 
Pennyworths  of  lawn ;  the  lawn  was  yet  miuo 

own : 
A  carpet  was  my  gown ;  yet  'twas  mine  own : 
I  wore  my  man*s  coat ;  yet  ttie  cloth  mine  own  : 
Had  a  cracked  crown ;  the  crown  was  yet  mii.e 

own : 
She  says  for  this  I'm  mad ;  were  her  words  true, 
I  should  be  mad,  indeed.    O,  foolish  skill. 
Is  patience  madness  ?  I'll  be  a  madman  still. 
Wife.  Forgive  me,  and  I'll  vex  your  spirit  no 

more. 
Duke,  Come,  come,  well  hare  you  friends. 

Join  hearts,  join  hands. 
Cand,  See,  my  lord,  we  are  even. 
Nay,  rise;  for  ill  deeds  kneel  unto  none  but 
heaven. 
Duke,  Siguior,  methinks,  patience  has  laid  on 
you 


**  lam miit/on— See  Note  69,  p.  6W. 

^*  0  brave  Arthur  of  Bradly, — An  allusion  to  the  old  Ballad  of  that  name. 

£f  Qivt  m  thif  (olii.— See  Note  to  The  Mayor  of  Quiniorough* 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


658 


THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


[DfiKKAft. 


Such  beaij  Weight,  that  yoa  should  loath  it. 

CancL  Loath  it  I 

Duke.  For  he,  whose  breast  is  tender,  blood  so 
cool, 
That  no  wrongs  heat  it,  is  a  patient  fool. 
What  comfort  do  you  find  in  being  so  calm  ? 

Cand,  That  which  green  wounds  receive  from 
sovereign  balm. 
Patience,  my  lord  !  Why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues,  'tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gods.    The  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him,  was  a  sufferer; 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranouil  spirit : 
The  first  true  gentleman,  that  ever  breathed. 
The  stock  of  patience,  then,  cannot  be  poor; 
Ail  it  desires  it  has ;  what  monarch  more  ? 
It  is  the  greatest  enemy  to  law 
Thaf  can  be ;  for  it  doth  embrace  all  wrongs, 
And  so  chains  up  lawyers'  and  womens*  tongues, 
^is  the  perpetual  prisoner's  liberty. 
His  walks,  and  orchards:  'tis  the  bond-slave's 
freedom;  { 


And  makes  him  seem  proud  of  eadi  iron  chains 
As  tliough  he  wore  it  more  for  state  than  pain: 
It  is  the  beggar's  music,  and  thus  sings ; 
Although  their  bodies  beg,  their  souls  are  king!. 
O,  my  dread  liege !  it  is  the  sap  of  bliss; 
Rears  us  aloft,  makes  men  and  angels  kiss; 
And,  last  of  all,  to  end  a  household  strife, 
It  is  the  honey,  '^nst  a  waspish  wife. 

Duke.  Thou  givest  it  lively  colours :  who  dsre 

say 
He's  mad,  whose  words  march  iu  so  good  avraj  ? 
Twere  sin  all  women  should  such    husbaods 

have; 
For  eveiT  man  must  then  be  his  wife's  slave. 
Come,  therefore,  you  shall  teach  our  court  to 

shine ; 
So  calm  a  spirit  is  worth  a  golden  mine. 
Wives,  with  meek  husbands,  that  to  vex  them 

long, 
In  Bedlam  must  they  dwell;  else  dwell  th6^ 

wrooe.  V 

[Examt. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Duke^ 

UiPoLiTo,  Husband  to  Infelice, 

Orlando  Friscobaldo,  Father  to  Bcllafrontf 

Matueo,  Uutband  to  Bellqfront, 

Can  DIDO,  the  FatUnt  Man, 

LoDOVICOy 

Beraldo, 
Carolo, 

FoNTINELLy 
ASTOLFO, 

Antonio  Georgio,  a  Poor  Scholar j^ 

Belcaldo, 

Bryan,  the  Irish  Footman, 


BOTS. 

Bellafront,  the  Honest  Whore, 

Infelice, 

Can  dido's  Bride^ 

Mistress  Horseleach,  A  Bawd, 

Dorothea  Target,  ^ 

Penelope  Whorehound,    >  Whores, 

Catuarina  Bountinall,  j 

Vintners,  ConstabUy  Masters  of  Bridewell,  Bea* 
dies,  Prentices,  Pages,  and  Servants, 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  at  one  Door  Beraldo,  Carolo,  Fonti- 
HELL,  Astolfo,  with  Seroing-men,  or  Pages, 
attending  on  them  ;  at  another  Door  enter  h^ 
Dovicoy  meeting  them, 

Lod,  Good  day,  gallants. 

Omnes,  Good  morrow,  sweet  LodoTico. 


Lod.  How  doest  thou,  Carolo  ? 

Car,  Faith,  as  physidaos  do  in  a  plague,  see 
the  world  sick,  and  am  well  myself. 

Font,  Here's  a  sweet  morning,  gentlemen. 

Lod.  Oh,  a  morning  to  tempt  Jove  from  his 
Ningle  Ganimed,  which  is  but  to  give  dairy 
wenches  green  gowns  as  they  arc  going  a  milk- 
ing; what,  is  thy  lord  stirring  yet? 


'  Langbaine  says,  **  The  passage  between  the  patient  man  and  his  impatient  wife*s  going  to  fight  for 
the  breeches,  with  the  happy  event,  is  exnrest  by  Sir  John  Uarrington  in  verse,  bee  bis  Epigrams  at  the 
end  of  OrUmdo  Furioso,  Book  I.  Epig.  16." 
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Att.  Yes,  he  will  not  be  horsed  this  hour,  sore. 

Ber.  My  lady  swears  he  shall,  for  she  longs  to 
be  at  court. 

Car.  Oh,  we  shall  ride  switch  and  spur;  would 
we  were  there  once ! 

Enter  Brtan  the  Footman. 

Jjod.  How  now,  is  thy  lord  ready  ? 

Bryan.  No  so  crees  sa  me,  my  lady  will  have 
some  little  ting  in  her  pelly  6rst. 

Car.  Oh,  then  they'll  to  breakfast. 

Lod,  Footman,  does  my  lord  ride  i*the  coach 
with  my  lady,  or  on  horseback  ? 

Bryan,  No  foot  la,  my  lady  will  have  me  lord 
sheet  wid  her,*my  lord  will  sheet  in  de  one  side, 
and  my  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side.  VRxit, 

Lod,  My  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side  !  did  you 
ever  hear  a  rascal  speak  so  like  a  Pagan  ?  Is't  not 
strange  that  a  fellow  of  his  star,  should  be  seen 
here  so  long  io  Italy,  yet  speak  so  from  a  Chris- 
tian? 

Enter  Antonio  Georgio,  a  poor  Scholar. 

Ast.  An  Irishman  in  Italy !  that  so  strange ! 
why,  the  nation  have  running-head^. 

[Exchange-walk. 

Lod,  Nny,  Carolo,  this  is  more  stranise,  I  have 
been  in  France,  there's  few  of  them :  marry,  Eng- 
land they  count  a  warm  chimney-corner,  and 
there  they  swarm  like  crickets  to  the  crevice  of  a 
brew-house ;  but,  sir,  in  England  I  have  noted  one 
thing. 

Omnest.  What's  that,  what's  that  of  Eng^laud? 

Lod.  Marry  this,  sir j— what's  he  yonder? 

Ber.  A  poor  fellpw  would  speak  with  my  lord. 

Lod.  In  England,  sir,  troth  I  ever  laugh  when 
I  think  on't :  to  see  a  whole  nation  should  be 
marked  i'the  forehead,  as  a  man  may  say,  with 
one  iron :  why,  sir,  there  ail  coster-miuigers  *  are 
Irishmen. 

Car.  Oh,  that's  to  shew  their  antiquity,  as 
coming  from  Eve,  who  was  an  apple-wile,  and 
they  take  after  the  mother. 

Omnes  Good,  good,  ha,  ha. 

Lod.  Why,  then,  should  all  your  chimney- 
sweepers likewise  be  Irishmen  ?  answer  that  now; 
come,  your  wit. 

Car.  Faith,  that's  soon  answered ;  for  St  Pa- 
trick, ^  you  know,  keeps  purgatory ;  he  makes  the 
fire,  and  his  countrymen  could  do  nothing,  if 
they  cannot  sweep  the  chimnies. 

Omnei.  Good  again. 

Lod.  Then,  sir,  have  you  many  of  them,  (like 
this  fellow)  especially  those  of  his  hair,  footmen 
to  noblemen  and  others,  and  the  knaves  are  very 


faithful  where  they  love ;  by  my  faith  very  pro- 
per men  many  of  them,  and  as  active  as  the 
clouds,  whirr,  hah. 

Omne9.  Are  they  so  ? 

Lod.  And  stout !  exceeding  stout;  why,  I  war- 
rant, this  precious  wild  villain,  if  he  were  put  to't, 
would  fight  more  desperately  than  sixteen  Dun- 
kerks. 

Ast.  The  women  they  say  are  very  fair  ? 

Lod,  No,  no,  our  country  bona  robaes;  oh! 
are  the  sugrest  delicious  rogues ! 

Att.  Oh,  look,  he  has  a  ^ling  of  thenu 

Lod.  Not  I,  I  protest.  Tlieres  a  saying  when 
they  commend  nations :  it  goes,  the  Irishman  for 
his  hand,  Welshman  for  a  leg,  the  Englishman  for 
a  face,  the  Dutchman  for  beard. 

Font.  I  faith,  they  may  make  swabbers  of  them. 

Lod.  The  Spaniard,  let  me  see,  for  a  little  fout» 
I  take  it ;  the  Frenchman,  what  a  pox  bath  he  ? 
and  so  of  the  rest.  Are  they  at  breakfast  yet  ? 
come  walk. 

Ast.  This,  Lodovico,  is  a  notable-tongued  fd- 
low. 

Font.  Discourses  well. 

Ber.  And  a  very  honest  gentleman. 

Ast,  Oh  !  he's  well  valued  by  my  lord. 

Enter  Bellafront  with  a  Petition. 

Font.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  she  ? 

Ber.  Let's  make  towards  her. 

BeL  Will  it  be  long,  sir,  ere  my  lord  come  forth? 

Ast,  Would  you  speak  with  my  lord  ? 

Lod.  How  now,  what's  this,  a  nurse's  bill  ?  bath 
any  here  got  thee  with  child,  and  now  will  not 
keep  it  ? 

BeL  No,  sir,  my  business  is  unto  my  lord. 

Lod.  He's  about  his  own  wife  now,  he'll  hard- 
ly dispatch  two  causes  in  a  morning. 

Ast,  No  matter  what  he  says,  fair  lady;  he*s  a 
knight,  there's  no  hold  to  be  taken  at  his  words. 

Font.  My  lord  v\ill  pass  this  way  presentljr. 

Ber.  A  pretty  plump  rogue. 

Ast.  A  good  lusty  bouncing  baggage. 

Ber.  Do  you  know  her? 

Lod,  A  pox  on  her,  I  was  sure  her  name  was  in 
my  table-book  ^  once,  I  know  not  of  what  cat  her 
die  is  now,  but  she  has  been  more  common  than 
tobacco :  this  is  she  that  had  the  name  of  the  Ho- 
nest Whore. 

Omnes.  Is  this  she  ? 

2j}d.  This  is  the  blackamore  that  by  washii^ 
was  turned  white :  this  is  the  birding  piece  new 
scoured :  this  is  she  that,  if  any  of  her  reiig;ioii 
can  be  saved,  was  saved  by  my  ford  HipoUto^ 

Ast,  She  has  been  a  goodly  creature. 


*  Coiffr-mon^erf.— Sellers  of  applf  8. 

'  St  Patrick's  purgatory. — ^ee  >otc  to  The  Four  P\  p.  5. 

*  Tabk'book. — See  Mr  Steev cos's  Note  ou  Much  ado  about  Nothing,  A.  I.  8.1. 
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Lod*  She  has  been !  that's  the  epitaph  of  all 
whores.  I'm  well  acqnatnted  with  the  poor  gen- 
tieman  her  husband ;  lord !  what  fortunes  that 
man  has  over-reaoiied !  She  knows  not  m^  y§t  I 
have  been  in  her  company.  I  soaroe  know  ^er, 
for  the  beaoty  of  her  cbeak  hath,  like  t^e  moon, 
^ofiened  &tran§e  odJoses  900^  1  bi^held  it  t  Jbut 
women  are  like  medlars,  no  sooner  ripe  but  VQt* 
ten. 

A  woman  last  was  made,  b>it  is  spent  first. 
Yet  man  is  oh  proved  in  performanoe  worst, 

Owmei,  My  lord  is  come. 

Enter  Hipohto,  Iirpfitici^  and  two  Waiting 
Women, 

Hip.  We  liave  wasted  tvdf  this  morning :  iQor- 
rpw,Xodovico. 

Zod,  Morrow,  madam. 

H^.  Let's  away  to  horse. 
I         OmneSf  Aye,  aye,  to  horse,  to  horse. 
'         BeL  I  do  beseech  your  lordshifi,  let  your  eye 
read  o*er  this  watched  paper. 

Hip.  I'm  idrhaste;  pray  thee>  good  woman, 
take  some  apter  time. 

Jttf.  Good  woman,  do. 

BeL  Oh 'las!  it  does  conoern  a  poor  man's  li£e. 

Hip.  Life !  sweet  heart  ?  Seat  yourself,  I'll  but 
read  this  and  come. 

Jjod.  What  stockings  have  you  put  on  this 
morninj^  madam  ?  if  they  be  not  yellow, '  change 
them ;  that  paper  is  a  letter  from  some  wench  to 
jrour  husband. 

Inf.  Oh,  sir,  that  cannot  make  .me  jealous. 

f[EMunt. 
Hip.  Your  business,  sir,  to  me  ? 
'     Jint.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Hip.  Presently,  sir, — ^Are  you  Matbeo'ji  .wife? 
Hel.  That  most  unfortunate  woman. 
Hip.  I'm  sorry  these  storms  are  fsSka  on  him ; 
I  love  Matbeo, 
A»d  any  good  shall  do  him ;  he  and  I 
Have  seakd  two  bonds  of  friendship,  which  aie 

strong 
In  me,  however  fortnne  does  him  wrong; 
He  speaks  here  he's  condemned.    Is't  so? 
BeL  Too  true. 

Hip.  What  was  he  whom  be  killed  ?  oh,  ^his 
name^  here ;  old  Jacomo,  son  to  jthe  Florentine 
Jacomo,  a  dog,  chat,  to  meet  fmo&t,  would  to  the 
very  e|^li<hi  wade  in  blood  of  bis  own  children. 
Tell  Matbeo,  the  duke  my  father  hardly  shall  de- 
ny tvs  signed  pardon ;  Ywas  fair  fight,  yes,  if  tnr 
moulds  tongue  go  tnie,^'-«o  writes  he  iiere. 
To^norrow  morning  I  -jretum  from  court, 
Praybeyofi  here  then.  I'll  have  .done,  sir,  stsaigbt: 
But  HI  troth  iwy,  are  you  Maftbeb's  tmfe? 
Yoa  have  forgot  me. 


BeL  No,  my  lord. 

ISp.  Your  turner, 
That  made  you  smooth  to  n^i  an  even  Uas. 
You  know  I  loved  you  when  your  very  soul 
Was  full  of  discord  t  arjt  not  a  good  wench  sliU? 

BeL  Umph,  when  I  bad  lost  my  way  to  beavei^ 
you  shewed  it :  I  was  new  bqm  that  day. 

Emter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  'Sfoot,  my  lord,  your  lady  asks  if  you  have 
not  led  your  wench  yet  ?  When  yon  get  in  once, 
you  never  have  done :  come,  come,  come,  pay 
your  old  score,  and  send  her  packing,  come. 

Hip.  Ride  softly  on  before,  I'll  overtake  you. 

Lod,  Your  lady  swears  she'll  have  no  riding  oa 
before,  without  ye.- 

Hip.  Pr'ythee,  good  Lodovico. 

Lod.  My  lord,  pray  hasten. 

Hip.  I  come :-— to-morrow  let  me  see  you,  lure 
you  well :  commend  me  to  Matbeo.  Pray,  one 
word  more :  Does  not  your  father  live  about  the 
court? 

BeL  I  think  he  does,  but  such  rude  spots  of 
^ame 
Stick  on  my  cheek,  that  he  scarce  knows  my  nama. 

Hip.  Orlando  Friscobaldo,  is't  not  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip.  What  does  he  for  you  ? 

BeL  All  he  should :  when  children 
From  duty  start,  parents  from  love  may  swerve : 
He  nothing  does,  for  nothing  I  deserve. 

Hip.  Slmll  I  join  him  unto  you,  and  restore  you 
to  wonted  grace  ? 

BeL  It  is  ioipossible.        [Exit  Bellafbont. 

Hip.  It  shall  be  put  to  trial ;  fare  you  well : 
The  face  I  would  not  look  on !  sure  then  '<twat 

rare. 
When  in  despite  of  grief,  'tis  still  thus  fair^— 
Now,  sir,  your  business  with  me. 

Ant*  I  am  bold  to  eipress  my  love  and  duty  to 
yoor  lordsbip  in  these  few  leaves. 

Hip.  A  book! 

Ant.  Yes,  n^  good  lord. 

Hqf.  Are  you  a  scholar  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  a  poor  one; 

Hip.  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Kings-  may  be  scholar^  patrons;  but  futh  tiell  me, 
To  how  many  hands  besides  hath  this  bird  flown; 
How  many  partners  share  with  me  ? 

Ant.  ^fot  one  in  troth,  not  one,:  your  name  I 
held  more  dear ; 
I'm  not,  my  lord,  of  that  low  character. 

Hip.  Your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Ant.  Antonio  Georj^o. 

H^.  OfMihm? 

Ant,  Yes,  my  lord. 


VOL.  I. 


^  if  tlte^ie-Mt^anf^Bt  Voteto  The  WUt,  A. 4. 
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Hip.  ni  borrow  leave 
To  read  you  o'er^  and  then  well  talk ;  till  then 
Driuk  up  this  gold ;  good  wits  should  love  good 

wine : 
This  of  your  lores,  the  earnest  that  of  mine. — 
How  now,  Mr,  where's  your  lady?  not  gone  yet? 

Enter  Bryan. 

Bryan,  I  fait  di  lady  b  run  away  from  dee 
a  mighty  deal  of  ground ;  she  sent  me  back  for 
dine  own  sweet  face ;  I  pray  dee  come,  my  lord, 
away, — wut  tow  go  now  r 

Hip,  Is  the  coach  gone  ? 
Saddle  my  horse,  the  sorel. 

Bryan,  A  pox  a  de  horse's  nose,  he  is  a  lousy 
rascaUy  fellow ;  when  I  came  to  gird  his  belly, 
his  scurvy  guts  rumbled,  di  horse  farted  in  my 
face,  and  dow  knowest  an  Irishman  cannot  abide 
a  fart;  but  I  have  saddled  de  hobby-horse,  di 
fine  hubby  is  ready :  I  pray  dee,  my  good  sweet 
lord,  wit  tow  go  now,  and  I  will  run  to  de  devil 
before  dee  ? 

Hip.  Weil,  sir.^I  pray  let's  see  you,  master 
scholar* 

Bryan,  Come,  I  pray  dee,  wut  come,  sweet 
face?  Go.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  LoDovico,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Beraldo. 

Lod,  Godso,  gentlemen,  what  do  we  forget  ? 

Omnet,  What? 

Lod.  Are  not  we  all  enjoined  as  this  day, 
Thursday^  is't  not?  Aye,  as  that  day  to  be  at  the 
linen-draper's  house  at  dinner? 

Car,  Signior  Candido,  the  patient  man. 

Ait.  Afore  Jove,  true,  upon  this  day  he's  mar- 
ried. 

Ber,  I  wonder,  that  being  so  stung  with  a  wasp 
before  he  dares  venture  agaiii  to  come  about  the 
eaves  amongst  bees. 

Lod.  Ob  ^tis  rare  sucking  a  sweet  honey-comb ; 
pray  heaven  his  old  wife  Im  buried  deep  eno^h, 
that  she  rise  not  up  to  call  for  ber  dance !  'Die 
poor  fiddlers  instruments  would  crack  for  it,  she'd 
tickle  them  :  at  any  hand,  lets  try  what  mettle  is 
in  his  new  bride  |  if  there  be  none,  we'll  pot  in 
some.  Troth  it's  a  very  noble  citizen,  I  pitj^  he 
should  marry  again :  ril  walk  along,  for  it  is  a 
good  old  fellow. 

Car.  I  warrant,  the  wives  of  Millan  would  give 
any  fellow  twenty  thousand  duckets,  that  could 
but  have  the  face  to  beg  of  the  duke,  that  all  the 
citizens  in  Millan  might  be  bound  to  the  peace  of 
patience,  as  die  linen-draper  is. 

Lod,  Oh  fie  upon't,  'twould  undo  all  us  that 
are  courtiers;  we  should  have  no  boe^  with  the 
wenches  then. 


Enter  Hipolito^ 

Oma^  My  lord's  comie. 
Hip.  How  now,  what  news  ? 
Omnet.  None. 

Lod,  Your  ladt  is  with  the  duke  her  htbik. 
Hip.  And  we'll  to  them  both  presendy.  Wb(/f 
that? 

Enter  Orlando  FrisoobalAo. 

Ornnes.  Signior  Friscobaldo. 

Hip,  Friscobaldo,  oh !  pray  call  hfaD,aiMlki;fe 
me;  we  two  have  business. 

Car.  Ho  Signior !  Signior  Friscobaldo. 
The  lord  Hipolito.  [Exant. 

OrL  My  noble  lord!  mv  lord  HipoTito!  die 
duke's  son !  his  brave  daughter's  brave  husband! 
how  does  your  honour'd  lordship  ?  docs  your  do» 
bility  remember  so  poor  a  gentleman  as  Signior 
Oriando  Friscobaldo !  old  mad  Orlando !  I 

Hip,  Oh,  sir,  our  friends !  they  ought  to  be 
unto  us  as  our  jewels,  as  deasl[j  valoed,  beiog 
locked  up,  and  unseen,  as  when  we  wear  diem  in 
ourhancls.  I  see,  Friscobaldo,  age  hadinot  com- 
mand of  your  blood ;  for  all  time's  sidde  hath  gone 
over  you,  you  are  Oriando  still. 

OrL  Why,  my  lord,  are  not  the  fields  mown 
and  cut  down,  and  stript  bare,  and  yet  wear  they 
not  pied  coats  again  ?  though  my  head  be  like  t 
lec^,  white,  may  not  my  heart  be  like  die  blsde^ 
green? 

Hip.  Scarce  can  I  read  the  stories  on  joor 
brow. 
Which  age  hath  writ  there;  you  lookFjoothwl  i 
still. 

Orl  I  eat  snakes,  my  lord,  I  eat  snakes. 
My  heart  shall  never  have  a  wrinkle  in  itySokmg  I 
asl  can  cry  j 

Hem  with  a  clear  voice. 

Hip,  You  are  the  happier  man,  »r. 

Orl  Happy  man !  I'll  give  you,  my  lord,  die 
true  picture  of  a  happy  man ;  I  was  turning  leaves 
over  this  morning,  and  found  it  ^  an  excellent  Ita- 
lian painter  drew  it;  if  I  have  it  in  the  right  oo* 
lours,  I'll  bestow  it  on  your  lordship. 

Hip,  I  stay  for  it. 

OrL  He  that  makes  gold  his  wife,  hot  not  bis 
wbore^ 
He  that  at  noon-day  walks  by  a  prison  door. 
He  that  i'the  sun  is  neither  beam  nor  moat. 
He  that's  not  mad  after  a  petticoat. 
He  for  whom  poor  mens^  curses  dig  no  grave, 
He  that  is  neitber  lord's  nor  lawyers  slave, 
He  that  makes  thit  hu  sea,  and  that  his  shores 

I  He  that  in's  coffin  is  richer  than  before. 
He  that  counts  youth  his  sword,  and  age  hisstalv 
He  whose  right  hand  carves  his  own  qiitapb^ 


?  iroe.*-SeeNote70totbeFiiitFartof  tkbPlay,  p.US. 
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He  tbat  jfipon  hif  deathbed  is  a  twan. 
And  dead,  no  crow,  be  is  a  happy  man. 

J^ip.  1^9  Tciry  well;  I  thank  joo  for  this  pic- 
ture. 

OrL  After  this  pictare,  my  brd,  do  I  strive  to 
hare  ipny  face  dr^wn : 
For  I  am  not  covetoos^ 
Am  not  in  debt, 
Sit  neither  at  the  da^c^'s  ^de;, 
Nor  lie  at  his  feet. 

Wenching  and  I  have  dope;  no  man  I  wrongs 
No  man  I  fear,  no  man  I  fee. 
I  take  heed  how  far  I  walk,  because  I  know  jon- 

dcrs  my  home. 
I  woald  not  die  like  a  rich  man,  to  carry  nothing 

away  save  a  winding  sheet : 
Bat  like  a  good  man,  to  lefiv.e  Orlfm^o  behind  me. 
I  sowed  leaves  in  my  yq^tli,  and  I  reap  now 

books  in  my  age. 
I  fill  this  hand,  and  empty  this;  and  when  the 
bell  shall  toll  fpr  me,  if  I  prove  a  swan,  and  go 
singing  to  my  nest,  why  so : 
If  a  crow  I  throw  me  out  for  carrion,  ai\d  pick 

out  mine  eyes. 
May  not  old  Friscobaldp,  ipy  lord,  be  o(ierry  now ! 
ha? 

B^.  You  mav;  would  I  were  partner  in  your 
mriihl 

OrL  I  have  a  little,  have  all  things; 
I  have  nothing ;  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  no  child, 
have  no  chick,  and  why  should  not  I  be  in  my  io- 
CDudare? 

My>.  Is  jour  wife  then  departed  ? 

OrL  She's  an  old  dweller  in  those  hi^  coun- 
tries, yet  not  from  me :  Here,  she's  here;  but  be- 
fore roe,  when  a  knave  and  a  quean  are  married, 
they  commonly  walk  like  Serjeants  together;  but 
a  good  couple  are  seldom  parted. 

Hip.  You  had  a  daughter  too,  sir,  had  yon  not  ? 

OrL  Oh,  my  lord !  this  old  tree  had  one  branch, 
and  but  one  branch  growing  out  of  it:  it  was 
young,  it  was  fair,  it  was  straight;  I  prun'd  it 
daily,  drest  it  carefully,  kept  it  from  the  wind, 
help'd  it  to  the  sun ;  yet  for  all  my  skill  in  plant- 
ing, it  grew  crooked,  it  bore  crabs;  I  hewed  it 
down ; — what's  become  of  it,  I  neither  know,  nor 
care. 

Hip.  Then  can  I  tell  you  what's  become  of  it; 
That  branch  is  wither'd. 

OrL  So  'twas  long  a^o. 

Hip.  Her  name,  I  think,  was  Bellafropt|  she's 
dead. 

OrL  Ha!  dead? 

Hqf,  Yes,  what  of  her  was  left,  not  worth  the 
keeping. 
Even  in  my  sight  was  thnotvn  into  a  grave. 

OrL  Dead  1  m?  last  and  best  peace  go  with 
her !  I  see  death  s  a  good  trencherman,  he  can 
eat  coarse  homely  meat,  as  well  as  the  daintiest 

Hip.  Why,  Friscobaldo,  was  she  homely  ? 

OrL  O,  my  lord !  a  strumpet  is  one  of  the  de- 
vil's vines;  all  the  sins,  like  so  many  poles,  are 


stuck  upright  out  of  hell,  to  be  her  props,  that 
she  may  spread  upon  them:  And,  when  she's 
ripe,  every  slave  has  a  pull  at  her,  then  must  she 
be  prest  The  yonng  beautiful  grape  sets  the 
teeth  of  lust  on  edge;  yet  to  taste  tnat  lickrish 
wine,  is  to  drink  a  man^  own  damnation.  Is  she 
d^ad? 

Hip.  She's  turned  to  earth. 

QrL  Would  she  were  turned  to  heaven ;  nmh, 
is  she  dead !  I  am  glad  the  world  has  lost  one  of 
his  idols ;  no  whoremonger  will  at  midnight  beat 
at  the  doors ;  in  her  grave  sleep  all  my  shame, 
and  her  own ;  and  all  my  sorrows,  and  aU  her 
sins. 

Hip.  I'm  glad  yon  are  wa^  not  marble;  you 
are  made 
Of  man's  best  temper ;  there  are  now  good  hopes 
That  all  these  heaps  of  ice  about  your  heart. 
By  which  a  father's  love  was  frozen  up, 
Are  thawed  in  these  sweet  showers  fetch'd  from 

your  eye: 
We  are  ne'er  like  angels  till  our  passion  dies. 
She  is  not  dead,  but  lives  under  worse  fate, 
I  think  she's  poor;  and,  more  to  clip  her  wings, 
Her  husband  at  this  hour  lies  in  the  jail. 
For  killing  of  a  man ;  ^o  save  bis  blood. 
Join  all  your  force  with  mine:   mine  shall  be 

shown ; 
Hbe  getting  pf  hi^  life  preserves  your  own. 

PrL  In  my  daughter  you  will  say !  does  sh^ 

live  then  r 

I  am  sorrv  I  wasted  tears  upon  a  harlot !  but  the 

best  is,  I  have  a  kandkercher  to  drmk  thegi  up, 

soap  can  wash  them  all  out  again.    Is  she  poor  ? 

Hip.  Trust  me,  I  think  she  is. 

OrL  Then  she's  a  right  strumpet.  J  pever  knew 
any  of  their  trade  rich  two  years  toother;  sieves 
can  hold  no  water,  nor  harlots  hoard  up  money ; 
they  have  many  vents,  too  many  sluices  to  let  ic 
out;  taverns,  tailors,  bawds,  panders,  fiddlers, 
swaggerers,  fools,  and  knaves,  do  all  wait  upon  a 
common  harlot's  trencher :  she  is  the  gallypot  to 
which  these  drones  fly  :  not  for  love  to  the  pot, 
but  f(tr  the  sweet  socket  within  it,  her  money, 
her  money. 

Hip.  I  almost  dare  pawn  my  word,  her  bosom 
gives  warmth  to  no  such  snakes;  when  did  you 
see  her  ? 

OrL  Not  seventeen  summers. 

Iffp.  Is  your  hate  so  old  ? 

OrL  Older;  it  has  a  white  head. 
And  shall  never  die  till  she  be  buried ; 
Her  wrongs  shall  be  my  bed-fellow. 

Hip.  Work  yet  his  life,  siqce  in  it  lives  her 
fame. 

OrL  No,  let  him  hang,  and  half  her  infamy 
departs  out  of  the  world;  I  hate  him  for  her;  h^ 
taught  her  first  to  taste  poison ;  I  bate  her  foir 
herself,  because  she  refuset)  my  physia 

Hip,  Nay,  bq(  Friscobaldo. 

OrL  I  detest  her,  I  defy  both^  sh^'s  qot  i^a^, 
sbe'i-^'      '  . 
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SECOND  PAKt  OP 


[Dekkai. 


S^.  Hear  her  bdt  spedc. 

OrL  I  love  DO  D^ennaidlSy  til  not  be  fought 
with  a  quail-pipe. 

Hip,  You're  AOW  bejoml  all  reason. 

OrL  I  am  then  a  beast  Sir,  I  had  ra^er  be 
a  beast,  and  not  dishonour  my  creation,  than  be 
a  doting  father,  and,  like  time,  be  the  destructioo 
of  mine  own  brood. 

Hip.  Is't  dotage  to  relieve  your  child  being 
poor? 

Orl.  Is^  fit  for  an  old  man  to  keep  a  whore  ? 

Hip,  Tis  charity  too. 

OrL  Tis  foolery ;  relieve  her ! 
Were  her  cold  limbs  stretcht  out  upon  a  bier, 
I  woald  not  sell  this  dirt  under  my  nails, 
To  buy  her  an  hour's  breath,  nor  give  this  hair. 
Unless  it  were  to  dioke  her. 

Hip,  Fare  you  weTlyforl'll  tronbleyou  nomore. 

[Exit. 

OrL  And  fkre  you  well,  sir,  go  thy  ways ;  we 
have  few  lords  of  thy  making,  that  love  wenches 
for  their  honesty. — ^'Las,  my  girl !  art  thou  poor? 
poverty  dwells  uett  door  to  despair,  there  s  but 
a  wall  between  them ;  despair  is  one  of  hell's 
catch-poles ;  aad  lest  that  Devil  arrest  her,  1*11 
to  her,  vet  she  shall  not  know  me ;  she  shall 
drink  of  my  wealth,  as  beggars  do  of  running 
water,  freely,  yet  never  know  from  what  foun- 
tain's head  it  flows.  Shall  a  silly  bird  pick  her 
own  breast  to  nourish  her  young  ones,  and  can  a 
father  see  his  child  starve?  that  were  hard ;  the 
pelican  ^  does  it,  and  shall  not  I  ?  Yes,  I  will 
victual  tite  camp  for  her,  but  it  shall  be  by  some 
stratagem.  That  knave  there  her  husband  will  be 
hanged  I  fear;  111  keep  his  neck  out  of  the  noose 
If  I  can,  he  shall  not  know  how. 

Enter  two  Sertingfiten. 

Orf.  How  now,  knaves,  whither  wander  you  ? 
1  Serving-man.  To  seek  your  worship. 
OrL  Stay,  which  of  you  has  my  purse?  what 
money  have  you  about  you  ? 


8  Serving*mm,  Some  fifteen  or  sixteen  poandiy 
sir. 

OrL  Give  it  me,  I  think  I  have  some  gold 
about  me;  yes,  it's  well;  leave  my  lodging  at 
court,  and  get  you  home.  Come,  sir,  though  I 
never  turned  any  man  out  of  doors,  yet  Fll  be 
so  liold  as  to  pull  your  coat  over  your  ears. 

1  Serving-man,  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  sir  f 

OrL  Hold  thy  tongue,  knave,  take  thou  mjr 
cloak ;  I  hope  I  play  not  the  paitry  merchant  ta 
this  bartering.  Bid  the  stewara  of  my  house  sle^ 
with  open  eyes  in  my  absence,  and  to  look  to  alt 
things,  whatsoever  I  command  by  letters  to  bft 
done  by  you,  see  it  done.    So,  does  it  fit  well  ? 

f  Serving-^nan.  As  if  it  were  made  for  your 
worship. 

OrL  You  prond  varlets,  you  need  not  be  asha- 
med to  wear  blue*,  when  your  master  is  one  of 
your  fellows;  away,  do  not  see  me. 

Both,  llris  is  excellent.  lExeumt, 

OrL  I  should  put  on  a  worse  suit  too ;  per- 
haps I  will. 
My  vizard  is  on ;  now  to  this  mask.  Say  I  sHioM 
shave  off  this  honour  of  an  old  man,  or  tie  it  up 
shorter ;  well,  I  will  spoil  a  good  fiioe  for  once. 
My  beard  being  off,  now  should  I  look  ?  even 

like 
A  winter  cuckoo,  or  unfeatliered  owl ; 
Yet  better  lose  this  hair,  then  loae  her  soul. 

[Eiii. 

Enter  Cakdido,  Lodovico,  and  Cakolo.  A^ 
TOLFo,  other  Gumii,  mnd  Brihb  witk  Prat- 
ticet. 

Can.  O  gentlemen,  so  late  ?  you're  Teiy  wel- 
come, pray  sit  down. 

Lod.  Carolo,  did'st  ere  see  snch  a  nest  of  cans? 

Att.  Methinks 
It's  a  most  civil  and  most  comely  sight. 

Lod.  What  does  he  i'the  middle  Took  like? 

Att.  Troth,  like  a  spire-steeple  in  a  country 
village,  over»peenug  so  many  thatch't  houses. 


For  that  reasoa,  Kiif 


7  The  pelican  does  iU — The  young  pelican  H  febled  to  sack  the  oiotlier's  blood. 
hewc  calls  his  df^ughters  ptlican  davghtert^ 
Again,  Sbbley's  Love  in  a  Maxty  16S2 : 

"  The  pelican  loves  not  her  young  so  well. 
That  digs  upon  her  breast  a  hundred  springs." 

See  Shakespeare^  vol.  ix.  p.  400.  edit.  1778. 

*  To  wear  (^tie— The  habit  of  servants  at  the  time. 

Dekkar*8  Bel'inMn  af  London^  Sign.  H  :  *^  Bat  the  guest  being  departed  fron  bis  lone  to  tbe  t«wae,t9 
Into  the  faire,  baoke  comes  this  counterfeit  bkm  coate^  ruaaing  in  all  haste  lor  bis  BMUster  s  clobe  bag, 
•r  portmaoteaa,"  &c. 

Dekkar's  Bel^man*s  Night  waDtetf  Sign.  K  3 :  **-^The  other  act  their  parts  in  hUm  coatee^  as  they  wcvs 
their  serviog-men,  though  indeed  they  be  all  fellbwes." 

The  Curtain  Drateer  of  the  World,  1612,  p.  8.  *<  Mot  a  serving-man  dare  appeare  in  a  hlme  cofll,  notb^ 
eanse  it  is  the  livery  of  charity,  but  least  he  should  be  thoo|;ht  a  retainer  to  Uieir  enemy.*' 
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Lod.  It^s  ratber  %  bag  pike-«taff  a^uMt  so 
mwaj^  buokiers  withcmt  pikes;  th^  ik  for  all 
the  «forid  like  a  pair  of  orj^s,  and  he's  the  fall 
great  roartog  pipe  in  the  midst* 

A9t,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ba. 

Can.  What's  chat  yoo  laugh  at,  signiors  ? 

Am.  IVoth,  shaU  i  t)eU  700?  aod  abod  Fll 
tell  it:— 
We  \9mfJEL  to  see  (yet  laugh  we  aot  in  scon) 
Amoagst  so  many  caps  that  long  hat  worn. 

Lad,  Mine  is  as  tail  a  felt  as  any  is  this  day  in 
Millan,  and  therefore  I  love  it,  for  the  block  was 
deft  out  for  my  head,  and  its  me  to  a  hair. 

Can.  Indeed  yon  ara  good  observers,  it  shews 
strange. 
But,  gentlemen,  I  pray  neither  contemn, 
M  or  yet  deride  a  avil  ornament ; 
I  coald  build  so  much  in  the  round  cap's  praise. 
That  love  this  high  roof,  I  this  flat  woald  raise. 

Lod,  Pr'ythee,  sweet  bridegroom,  do't.  ^ 

Can,  So  all  these  guests  will  pardon  me,  111 
do't 

Omnti,  With  all  oar  hearts. 

Can.  Thus  tlicn  in  the  cap's  honour ; 
To  erery  sex  and  state,  both  nature,  time, 
The  countries'  laws,  yea,  and  the  very  clime, 
Do  allot  distinct  habits ;  the  spruce  courtier 
^  Jets  up  and  down  in  silk ;  the  warrior 
Marches  in  bull^  the  down  plods  on  in  gray : 
But  for  these  upper  garments  thus  I  say, 
The  seaman  has  his  cap,  pared  without  brim. 
The  gdlant's  head  is  feathered,  that  fits  him ; 
The  soldier  has  his  murrion, "  women  have  tires; 
Beasts  have  their  head-pieces,  and  men  have 
thdrs. 

Lod,  Proceed. 

Con.  Each  degree  has  his  fesltton ;  if  s  fit  then. 
One  should  be  laid  by  for  the  dtisen, 
And  that's  the  cap  which  you  see  swells  not  high, 
For  caps  aie  emblems  of  humility; 
Jt  is  a  dtizen's  badge,  and  first  was  worn 


By  (he  Ronaos;  '*  for  when  any  bondman's 

turn 
Came  to  be  made  a  freeman,  thus  'twas  said, 
Ue  to  the  cap  was  called ;  that  is,  was  made 
Of  ttome  a  treeman,  but  was  first  close  shorn. 
And  so  a  citizen's  hair  is  still  short  worn. 

Lod,  That  dose  shaving  made  barbers  a  com?* 

And  now  every  atjzen  uses  iC 

Can.  Of  geometric  figures  the  most  rare, 
And  perfectest,  are  the  circle  and  the  square; 
The  dty  and  the  ediool  much  buiid  upon 
These  figures,  for  both  love  proportion. 
The  dty-cap  is  round,  the  scboiarsT  square^ 
To  shew  that  government  and  learning  are 
The  perfectest  limbs  i'the  body  of  a  state ; 
For  without  them,  all's  disproportionate. 
If  the  cap  had  no  honour,  this  might  rear  i^ 
The  reverend  Fathers  of  the  law  do  wear  it 
It's  light  for  summer,  and  in<«cold  it  sits 
Cloee  to  the  scall,  a  warm  house  for  the  wits; 
It  shews  the  whole  face  boldly,  'tis  not  made 
As  if  a  man  to  look  on't  were  afraid ; 
Nor  like  a  draper's  shop  with  broad  dark  shed, 
Fur  he's  BO  citizen  that  hides  his  head. 
Flat  caps  as  proper  are  to  dty  powns, 
As  to  armours  helmets,  or  to  kmgs  tfadr  crowns* 
Let  then  the  dt^-cap  by  none  be  scom'd, 
Since  with  it  pnncea  heads  have  been  adom'd. 
If  more  the  round  cap's  honour  you  would  know, 
Uow  would  this  long  gown  with  the  steeple 
show? 

Omnei.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  most  vile,  most  ugly. 

Can.  Pray,  signior,  pacdoa  me,  'twas  done  ia 
jest 

Bride.  A  cup  of  daret  wine  there. 

1  Pren.  Wme;  yes  forsooth,  wine  for  thf 
bride. 

Car.  You  have  weU  eet  out  the  cap,  sir. 

Lod.  Nay,  that's  flat. 

Cor.  A  health. 


^  Buclders  without  pikes.— The  ancient  hueid&n  bad  a  prominent  «|»tjfc«,  and  sometimes  a  pittol  in  the 
centre  of  Ihetn.  If  ny  memory  does  not  fail  me,  specimem  of  both  kinds  may  be  seen  in  the  Tower  of 
JUmdon.^-S. 

■^  JtU  up  and  down.—See  Note  S3  to  Edward  JL  p.  16T. 

■*  Jftirrton.— A  head  piece  or  cap  of  steel.    So,  in  PhUatter^  vol.  I.  p.  183.  edit  1178. 

''  Thus  do  we  clap  our  moity  mairrioiif  on, 
And  trace  the  streets  In  terror.'* 

'*  JFV^  when  a  hodman's  turuy  t;c^^^*  The  ceremony  of  mannmission  was  thus  performed  :  the  slave 
was  brought  before  the  Consul,  aod  in  after  times  before  the  Praetor,  by  hb  master,  who,  Uying  his  hand 
Mon  bis  servant's  head,  said  to  the  Pnetor,  Hunc  hominem  liberum  esse  volo,  and  with  that,  let  him  go  out 
af  his  hand,  which  they  termed  emanu  emittere.  Then  the  Pnetor  laying  a  rod  upon  his  h«id,  called  Fta* 
dicta,  said,  Dico  earn  Uberum  esse  more  Quiritum,    Hence  Persius, 

**  Vindicta  postquam  mens  aPretore  recessL 

After  this,  the  Lictar,  taking  the  rod  oat  of  the  Prsetor's  hand,  struck  the  servant  several  blows  on  the 
head,  &ce,  and  back ;  and  nothing  now  remained  but  pUeo  donari^  to  receive  a  cap  in  token  of  liberty^  and 
to  have  his  name  entered  in  the  common  Roll  of  Freemen,  with  the  reason  of  his  obtainiitf  that  favour.** 
ICennet's  Roman  JntijuUies,  p.  100.    See  also  Addison's  JDitdoguet  on  Ancient  Medtds,  pTSl.  edit  1705. 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[DBUA9. 


Xodl  Since  his  cap's  roiiiidy  that  thai)  go  round. 
Bebare; 
For  in  the  cap's  pnuse  all  ofyoa  have  share. 

\The  Bnde  hits  the  Prentice  on  thejjpi. 
Lod.  The  Bride's  at  cuflfe.  ^ 

Can.  Oh,  peace  I  pray  thee,  thus  far  off  I  stand, 
I  spie<l  the  error  of  my  servants. 
Slie  called  for  claret,  and  you  filled  out  sack ; 
That  cup  give  me,  'tb  for  an  old  man's  back. 
And  not  for  hers.  Indeed  'twas  but  mistaken. 
Ask  all  these  else. 

Omnet.  No  faith,  'ewas  but  nustaken. 
1  Pren.  Nay,  she  took  it  right  enough. 
Can.  Good  Luke,  reach  her  that  glass  of  claret 
Here,  Mistress  Bride,  pledge  me  tl^re. 

Bride,  Now  111  none.  [Exit  Bride. 

Can.  How  now  ? 

Lod.  Look  what  your  mistress  ails. 

1  Pren.  Nothing,  sir,  but  about  filling  a  wrong 

glass,  a  scurvy-trick. 
Can*  I  pray  you  hold  your  tongue,  my  servant 
there 
Tclb  me  she  is  not  well. 

Omnet.  Step  to  her,  step  to  her. 
Lod.  A  word  with  vou :  do  you  hear  ?  This 
wench  (your  new  wife)  will  take  you  down  in 
vour  wedding-shoes,  unless  you  hang  her  up  in 
her  wedding-garters. 
Can.  How,  hang  her  in  her  garters? 
Lod.  Will  you  be  a  tame  piseon  still  ?  shall 
your  back  be  like  a  tortoise-shell,  to  let  carts  go 
over  it,  yet  not  to  break  ?  This  she-cat  will  have 
more  lives  than  your  last  puss  had,  and  will 
scratch  worse,  and  mouze  you  worse ;  look  to't. 
Can.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 
Lod,  What  would  1  have  you  do  ?  Swear,  swag- 
ger, brawl,  fling ;  for  fighung  it*s  no  matter,  we 
nave  had  knocking  pusses  enow  already;  you 
know,  that  a  woman  was  made  of  the  rib  of  a 
man,  and  that  rib  was  crooked.    The  moral  of 
ivhich  is,  that  a  man  must  from  his  beginning  be 
crooked  tu  his  wife;  be  you  like  an  orange  to 
her,  let  her  cut  you  never  so  fair,  be  you  sour  as 
vinegar;  will  you  be  ruled  by  me? 

Can,  In  any  thing  that's  civil,  honest,  and  iust 
Lod,  Have  you  ever  a  prentice's  suit  will  fit 
me? 
Can,  I  have  the  very  same  which  myself  wore. 
Lod.  I'll  senil  my  man  for't  within  this  half 
hour,  and  within  this  ^wo  hours  I'll  be  your  pren- 
tice ;  the  hen  shall  not  overcrow  the  cock,  1*11 
sharpen  your  spurs. 


Cm.  It  will  be  but  soma  jesl^  sir. 

Lod.  Only  a  jest;  farewell    Come,  Carolo. 

Ofimet.  Well  take  our  leaves,  sir,  too. 

Can.  Pray  conceit  not  ill  of  my  wife's  sodden 
risinf^  This  young  knight,  sir  Lodovico,  is -deep 
seen  in  physic,  and  he  tells  me,  the  disease  called 
the  Mother  hang^  on  my  wife;  it  is  a  vehement 
heaving  and  beating  of  the  stomach,  and  that 
swelling  did  with  the  pain  thereof  cramp  up  her 
arm,  ttuU  hit  his  lips,  and  brake  the  glass;  no 
harm,  it  was  no  harm. 

Oiniiet.  No,  si|nior,  none  at  alL 

Can$  The  straightest  arrow  may  fly  wide  hj 
chance. 
But  come^  well  dose  this  brawl  op  in  some  dance. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Bellawmovt  mnd  M^TBEa 

BeL  Oh  my  sweet  husband,  wert  thou  b  thy 
grave,  and  art  alive  again  ?  O  welcome,  welcome. 

Math.  Doest  know  me?  my  cloak  pr'ytfaee 
lay  it  up.  Yes  faith,  my  winding  sheet  vras  ta- 
ken out  of  lavender,  to  be  stuck  with  rosemary; 
I  lackt  but  the  knot  here,  or  here;  yet,  if  I  had 
had  it,  I  should  have  made  a  wry  mouth  at  the 
world  like  a  playse ;  '^  but,  sweetest  villain,  I  am 
here  now,  and  I  will  talk  with  thee  soon. 

Bel.  And  glad  am  I  thou  art  here. 

Math.  Did' these  heels  caper  in  shackles?  Ah! 
my  little  plimip  rogue,  I'll  bear  up  for  all  tU% 
aiid  fly  high.    Catzo,  Catzo. 

BeL  Matheo? 

Math.  What  sayest,  what  sayest?  Oh  brave 


fresh  air !  a  pox  on  these  grates  and  gingling  of 
keys  Aod  rattling  of  iron.  Til  bear  up^  rU  fly 
high,  wench,  hang  tosse. 


BeL  Matheo,  pr'ythee  make  thy  prison  tbj 
glass, 

And  m  it  view  the  wrinkles,  and  the  scars. 
By  which  thou  wert  disfigured ;  viewing  them, 
mend  tliem. 

Math.  I'll  go  visit  all  the  mad  rogues  now,  and 
the  good  roaring  boys. 

BeL  Thou  dost  not  hear  me  ? 

Math.  Yes  faith  do  I. 

BeL  Thou  hast  been  in  the  hands  of  misery, 
and  taken  stfong  physic :  pr'yth^  now  be  soood. 

Math.  Yes.  S'foot,  I  wonder  how  the  inside 
of  a  tavern  looks  now.  Oh !  when  shall  I  *^  bizk, 
bizle  ? 


'3  I  should  have  made  a  wry  mouth  at  the  world  like  a  play$e^SOy  \n  Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,  1599  :  *'  Name 
won  the  days  in  this,  but  the  herring  whom  all  their  clamorous  suffrages  saluted  with  Five  le  Aoy,  God 
save  the  King,  God  save  the  King,  save  only  the  playee  and  the  butt,  that  made  lory  mouth$  at  kim^  nmd 
tor  their  mocking  have  wry  moutht  ever  since.'* 

Dekkar*6  Saiiromaetrix  :  **  bate  one  at  that  stake  my  place  mouth  yelpers.** 

^*  BizUf  bizle, — Or,  as  it  is  sometimes  spelt,  bexzU.  He  means  to  say,  when  shall  I  have  an  opportaaKj 
to  drink  to  excess.  Nash,  in  Pierce  Penileese  his  Supplication  to  the  Devil!,  1592,  describing  a  Dane,  saytf 
'*  Thi|a  waJkcs  hee  op  apd  downe  in  his  Alajestie,  taking  a  yard  of  ground  at  every  step,  and  stanspcs  o^ 
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BeL  Nay,  see,  thou  art  thirsty  still  for  poison; 
come,  I  will  not  have  thee  swagger. 
Math,  Honest  ape's  face. 
BeL  Tis  that  sliarpened  an  axe  to  cut  thy 
throat. 
Good  love,  I  would  not  have  thee  sell  thy  sab- 
stance 
And  time  (worth  all)  in  those  damned  shops  of 

heU; 
Those  dicioe-hooses^  that  stand  never  well. 
Bat  when  they  stand  most  iU ;  that  foar-squared 

If  as  albost  lodged  o§  in  the  beggar^s  Inn. 
Beudes  (to  speds  which  even  my  soul  does  grieve) 
'^  A  sort  of  ravens  have  hung  upon  thy  sleeve, 
And  fed  upon  thee ;  good  Matheo  (if  you  please) 
So  base  a  scorn  to  spread  wiog  amongst  these ; 
By  them  thy  fame  is  speckled,  yet  it  shows 
Clear  amon^them ;  so  crowsarfe  fdir  with  crows. 
Custom  in  sm,  gives  sin  a  lovely  dye: 
Blackness  in  Moors  is  no  deformity. 

Math,  fiellafront,  Beliafront,  I  protest  to  thee, 
I  swear,  as  I  hope  my  soUl,  I  will  turn  over  a 
new  leaf;  the  t>risou  I  confess  has  bit  me,  the 
best  man  that  sails  in  such  a  ship  may  be  loudy. 

BeL  One  knocks  at  door. 

Math,  111  be  the  porter:  they  shall  see,  a  jail 
cannot  hold  a  brave  spirit ;  V\\  fly  high.      [Exit. 

BeL  How  wild  is  his  behaviour  !  oh,  I  fear 
He's  spoiled  by  prison,  he*s  half  damned  comes 

there; 
But  I  must  sit  all  storms :  when  a  full  sail  his 
Fortunes  spread,  he  loved  me ;  being  now  poor, 
1*11  beg  for  him,  and  no  wife  can  do  more. 

Enter  Matheo,  and  Orlando  Uke  A  Serving* 
man. 

Math,  Come  in,  pray ;  would  you  speak  with 
me,  sir  f 


OrL  Is  your  name  si^ior  Matheo  ? 

Ifo^^  My  name  is  Signior  Matheo. 

OrL  Is  this  gentlewoman  your  wife,  sir? 

Math,  This  gentlewoman  is  my  wife,  sir. 

OrL  The  destinies  spin  a  strong  and  even 
thread  of  both  your  loves.— The  mother's  own 
face,  I  have  not  forgot  that  (Atide.)  I'm  an  old 
man,  sir,  and  am  troubled  with  a  whoreson  salt 
rheum,  that  I  cannot  hold  my  water.  Gentle- 
woman, the  last  man  I  served  was  your  father. 

BeL  My  father  ?  any  tongue  that  sounds  hir 
name 
Speaks  music  to  me :  welcome,  good  old  man. 
How  does  my  father  ?  lives  he  ?  £tf  he  hcialth  ? 
How  do«s  mjr  father  ?  I  so  much  do  shame  him. 
So  much  do  wound  him,  that  I  scarce  dare  name 
him. 

OrL  I  can  speak  no  more* 

Math,  How  now|  old  lad !  what,  dost  cry  7 

OrL  The  rheum  still,  sir,  nothing  else ;  I  should 
be  well  seasoned,  for  mine  eyes  lie  in  brine; 
look  you,  sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Math.  What  is't,  my  little  white  pate  ? 

OrL  Troth,  sir,  I  have  a  mind  to  serve  your 
worship. 

Math,To  serve  me?  Troth,  my  friend,  my  for- 
tunes are,  as  a  man  may  say 

OrL  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  I  know  when  all  sins 
are  old  in  us,  and  go  upon  crutches,  that  cove- 
tousness  does  but  tMn  he  in  her  cradle :  Vis  not 
so  with  me.  Letchery  loves  to  dwell  in  the  fair- 
est lodging,  and  covetousness  in  the  oldest 
building  that  are  ready  to  fall :  but  my  white 
head,  sir,  is  no  inn  for  such  a  gossip.  ^  If  a  serv- 
ing*aian  at  my  years  be  not  stored  with  biscuit 
enoueh,  tlmt  has  sailed  about  the  world  to  serve 
him  Uie  voyage  out  of  his  life,  and  to  bring  him 
Bast-home,  ni  pity  but  all  his  days  should  he  fast- 
ing days.  I  care  not  so  much  for  wages^  for  I  have 


the  earth  to  terrible,  as  if  he  ment  to  knock  up  a  spirlte,  when  (fouU  drunken  bezzU)  if  an  Eoglishmaa 
•ei  his  little  finger  to  him,  he  falls  like  a  hogVtroagh  that  Is  set  on  one  end." 

Every  Woman  in  her  Humour^  1609,  Sign.  B  2  :  **  —  yonderi  the  most  hard-favoured  ncwes-walkes 
the  streefes,  seaven  nen  goelog  to  their  graves  that  dyed  with  drinking  and  bisseling," 

Jack  Drams  Entertainment,  1616,  biga.  A  3  : 


-'Tis  now  become 


The  shewing  herne  of  Bezelert  disconrse.'* 

■'  ji  tort  ofrevene.-^A  company,  a  number.    See  Note  4  to  Oammer  Ourton^s  Needle,  p.  102, 
Thb  word.  La  the  same  sense,  is  used  La  Waller*s  Foems,  4to.  1729,  p.  3 1 


<'  As  when  a  $ort  of  losty  shepherds  try 
Their  force  at  football  care  of  victory. 
Makes  them,"  &c. 

On  which  Mr  Feoton  observes,  that  '*  Mr  Waller  nseth  the  word  tort  in  the  same  seme  which  it  often 
jbean  in  Spencer,  to  signify  a  crowd :  and  so  we  find  it  employed  in  that  old  Vefsion  of  the  Psalms,  which 
Is  retained  In  oar  Liturgy ;  Ye  shall  be  $lmn  all  the  tort  of  you,  Ps.  liii.  3. 

**  So  afterwards  we  read  in  our  Author : 

As  when  a  tort  of  wolves,'*  &c. 
**  And  in  another  poem : 

**  So  when  a  tort  of  lusty  shepherds,*'  &c. 

But  I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  it  In  any  writer  since  the  Restoraticfn,  except  ooce  in  Sir  George 
jifclhereges  Sir  Fopting  Fluifer.**  Digitized  by  \^yjKJW  i\^ 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[DEKICilU 


scraped  a  hapdfol  of  gold  tonther ;  I  hare  a  lit- 
tle money,  or,  which  I  woald  put  ioto  your  wor- 
shipV  hands,  not  lo  auch  to  make  it  more-* 

Matk.  No,  no,  yoa  aay  v«U :  thou  tayest  well ; 
but  i  mutt  tell  you :— How  much  is  the  moaey, 
sayest  thou? 

Or/.  About  twenty  poaada,  sir. 

Math,  Twenty  pounds  ?  Let  ma  see;  that  shall 
IffinfE  thee  in,  auer  toi  per  cemhtnif  per 


OrL  No,  no,  no,  sir,  ao;  I  cannot  oMe  to 
liave  money  inaender;  €e  apoa  this  silver  letobery, 
fie ;  if  I  may  have  meat  to  my  moath,  and  rags 
to  my  back,  and  a  flock-bed  to  snort  upon,  wben 
I  die,  the  longer  Hver  take  all. 

Mmth,  A  good  old  boy,  yfiuth !  if  thou  serveat 
me,  thou  shalt  eat  as  I  eat,  drink  as  I  drtak,  lie 
as  I  lie,  and  ride  as  I  ride. 

OrL  That's  if  you  have  aaOMy  to  hire  horses. 
Math,   Fkroot,    what  dost  thou  think  on't? 
This  rood  old  lad  here  shall  senne  me. 

Bd.  Alas,  Matheo,  wilt  thou  load  a  back  that 
is  already  broke  ? 

Math,  Peace !  pox  on  vou,  peace !  there's  a 
trick  in't,  I  fly  high,  it  ahali  be  so,  Front,  as  I  tell 
you :  give  me  thy  hand,  thou  shall  serve  meyfiuth; 
"welcome :  as  for  your  money— 

OrL  Nay,  look  you,  sir,  I  hare  it  here. 

MtUh,  Pish,  keep  it  thyself,  man,  and  then 
thouVt  sure  'ds  safe. 

OrL  Safe !  and  'twere  ten  thousand  ducats, 
TOur  worfihip  should  be  mj  cash»keeper ;  I  have 
heard  what  your  worship  is,  an  excelieot  dung- 
hill cock,  to  scatter  all  abroad ;  but  VU.  ytMtmre 
twenty  pounds  on's  head. 

Math,  And  didst  thou  serve  tay  wonhip^l 
fatlier^in-law,  Signior  Orlando  Friseobaldo,  chat 
madman  once  ? 

OrL  I  served  him  so  long,  till  he  tnraed  me 
out  of  doors. 

Math.  It's  a  notable  chuff,  I  have  not  seen 
him  many  a  day. 

OrL  No  matter  and  you  never  see  him ;  it's 
an  arrant  grandee,  a  ehurl,  and  as  daaa'd  a  cut* 
throat 

BeL  Thou  viUaio,  curb  thy  tongue !  thou  art  a 
Judas, 
To  sell  thy  master^s  name  to  slander  thus. 

Math,  Away  ass»  he  speaks  but  truth :  thy  fa- 
ther is  a — 

BeL  Gentleman. 

Math,  And  an  old  knave ;  there's  more  deceit 
in  him  than  iu  sixteen  poticaries ;  it's  a  Devil, 
thou  mayst  beg,  starve,  hiang,  damn ;  does  he  send 
thee  so  much  as  a  cheese  ? 

OrL  Or  so  much  as  a  gammon  of  bacon  ? 
Hell  give  it  his  dq^s  first. 

Math,  A  jail,  a  jail. 

OrL  A  Jew,  a  Jew,  sir. 


Math,  A  doe. 

OrL  An  £i^ush  mastifl^  sir. 

Math,  Pox  rot  out  bis  old  stinking  g«rfas|e ! 

BdL  Art  Wit  aahaosod  to  strike  anabieatman 
thus? 
Art  aot  ailmmed  to  let  this  vile  dog  bark, 
And  bite  my  father  thus  ?  I'll  not  eadure  it; 
Out  of  my  doors,  base  slave. 

Math,  Your  doors !  a  vengeance !  I  shall  live 
to  cut  that  oki  rqgue's  throat,  for  all  you  take  hb 
part  thus. 

OrL  He  shall  live  to  see  thee  haiMd  first 

[AuJk. 

Enter  HiPotrro. 

Math.  God'&jo,  my  brd>  your  lordship  is  most 
walcoma ; 
Fm  proud  of  this,  my  lord. 

li$p.  Was  bold  to  see  you.    Is  that  your  wife? 

Jlfa/A.Yes,sir. 

Hip,  Fll  borrow  her  lip. 

Math,  With  all  my  hear^  my  lord* 

OrL  Who's  this,  I  pra;r,  sir? 

Math.  My  lord  Hipolito :  what's  thy  name? 

OrL  Paobeca 

Math.  Pacbeco !  ^ne  name :  thou  aeest,  Pa- 
cheoo,  I  keep  company  with  no  acoaadnels^  nor 
base  fellows. 

Hip,  Came  not  my  footman  to  you  ? 

Bel,  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip,  1  sent  by  him  a  diamond  and  a  letter ; 
Did  you  receive  them  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lonl,  I  did. 

Hip.  Bead  you  the  letter? 

BeL  O'er  and  o'er  'tis  read. 

Hip.  And  faith  your  answer? 

Bel,  Now  the  time's  not  fit ; 
You  see,  my  huabaad's  here. 

Hip.  I'll  now  then  leave  you. 
And  choose  mine  hour :  but  ere  I  part  away, 
Hark,  you  remember  I  must  have  no  nay, — 
Matheo,  I  will  leave  you. 
Math,  A  glass  of  wine  ? 

Hip,  Not  now ;  Til  visit  you  at  other  dses. 
You're  oofne  off  well  then  ? 

Math.  Excellent  well,  I  thank  your  kyrdsbip : 
I  owe  you  my  life,  my  lord  ;*  and  will  pay  my 
best  blood  in  any  service  of  yours. 

Hip.  Vi\  take  no  such  dear  payment ; — hari: 
you,  Matheo,  I  know,  the  prison  is  a  gulf;  if 
money  run  low  with  you,  my  purse  is  yours ;  call 
for  it. 

Math,  Faith,  my  lord,  I  thank  my  stars,  they 
send  me  down  some ;  I  cannot  sink,  so  long  as 
these  bladders  hold. 

Hip.  1  will  not  see  your  foKune's  ebb,  pray  try. 
To  starve  in  full  bams  were  '*  fond  modesty. 
Math.  Open  the  door,  sirrah. 


l^  Fond,  I.  e^fooliih.    So,  in  Charchyard's  Challenge,  1.593,  p.  Ih 


**  O  coontrey  sweete,  penwade  obedience  beere, 
**  Reforme  thefaad,  and  ttiU  preserve  the  wise." 
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H^,  Drink  this,  and  anoo  t  pray  thee  give  thy 
mistresi  this.  [Exit. 

OrL  O  noble  spirit !  it  no  worse  eiiests  here 
dtveU^ 
My  blue  coat  sits  on  my  old  shoulders  well; 

Math,  The  only  royal  fellow ;  he*8  bountedtis 
as  Che  Indies ;  what's  that  he  said  to  thee,  Bella- 
front? 

BeL  Nothing. 

Math,  I  pr^ythee,  good  eirl  ? 

Bei.  Why,  I  tell  you  noSiing. 

Math,  Nothing !  it^s  well :  tricks,  that  I  must 
be  beholden  to  a  scald  hot-livered  goatish  pliant, 
to  stand  with  my  cap  in  my  hand,  and  Tail  bon- 
net, when  I  have  spread  as  lofty  sails  as  himself; 
would  I  had  been  hanged.  Nothing !  Pacheco, 
brush  ray  cloak. 

OrL  Where  is't,  sir? 

Math,  Come,  we'll  fly  high. 
Nothing !  there  is  a  whore  still  in  thin6  eye: . 

[Hxit, 

OrL  My  twenty  pounds  flies  high.  O  wretched 
woman! 
This  varletfs  able  to  make  Lucrece  common.— 
How  now,  mistress  ?  has  my  master  dyed  you 
Into  this  sad  colour? 

BeL  Fellow,  be  gone,  t  pray  thee;  if  thy  tongue 
Itch  after  talk  so  much,  seek  out  thy  master, 
TbouVt  a  6t  instrument  for  him. 

OrL  Zownes,  I  hope  he  will  not  play  upon  me? 

BeL  Play  on  thee !  no,  you  two  will  ily  tocetber, 
Because  vou  are  roving  arrows  of  one  feather. 
Would  thou  wouldsc  leave  my  house,  thuu  ne'er 

shalt 
Please  me;  weave  thy  nets  neW  so  high, 
Thou  shalt  be  but  a  spider  in  mine  eye. 
Thou*rt  rank  with  poisoo^ooison  tempered  well 
I*  food  for  health;  bucVy  black  tongue  doth 

swell 
Wiih  venom,  to  hurt  him  that  gave  thee  bread ; 
To  wrong  men  absent,  is  to  spurn  the  dead. 
And  so  did'st  thou  thy  master,  and  my  father. 

OrL  You  have  small  reason  to  take  his  part ; 
for  I  have  heard  him  say  five  hundred  times,  you 
were  as  arrant  a  whore  as  fever  stiflened  tiflfiiny 
neckcloths  in  water-starch  upon  a  Saturday  i'the 
afternoon. 

BeL  Let  him  say  worse ;  when  for  the  earth's 
offence 
Hot  vengeance  through  the  marble  clouds  is  driven, 
u't  fit  earth  shoot  again  those  daits  at  heaven  ? 


OrL  And  so  if  your  father  call  you  whore, 
yoli'll  not  call  him  old  knave  ? — Friscobaldo,  she 
carries  thy  mind  up  and  down ;  she's  thine  own 
fl^h,  blood,  and  bone  Coju/^).  —Troth,  mistress,  to 
tell  you  true,  the  fireworks  that  ran  from  me  upon 
lines  against  ray  good  old  master,  your  fatner, 
were  but  to  try  how  my  young  master,  your  hus- 
band, loved  such  squibs :  but  it*s  well  known,  I 
love  your  father  as  myself;  I'll  ride  for  him  at 
mid-night,  run  for  you  by  owMight ;  I'll  die  for 
him.  drudge  for  you ;  I'll  fly  low,  and  I'll  fly  high, 
(as  my  master  says)  to  do  you  good,  if  youll  for- 
give me. 

BeL  I  am  not  made  of  marble :  I  forgive  thee. 

OrL  Nay,  if  you  were  made  of  marble,  a  good 
stdne-ciitter  might  cut  you :  I  hope  the  twenty 
pounds  I  delivered  to  my  master  is  in  a  sure 
hadd. 

BeL  In  a  sure  hand,I  warrant  thee,  for  spending. 

OrL  I  see  my  young  master  is  a  madcap,  and 
a  bonus  tociut.  I  love  him  well,  mistress:  jet 
as  well  as  I  love  him,  I'll  not  play  the  knave  with 
you ;  look  you,  I  could  cheat  you  of  this  purse 
full  of  money ;  but  I  am  an  old  lad,  and  I  scorn 
to  coney-eatch :  yet  I  have  been  a  dog  at  a  coney 
in  my  time. 

BeL  A  purse,  where  hadst  it  ? 

OrL  The  gentleman  that  went  away,  whisper- 
ed in  mine  ear,  and  charged  me  to  give  it  you. 

BeL  The  lord  Hipolito? 

OrL  Yes,  if  he  be  a  lord,  he  gave  it  me. 

BeL  'Tis  all  gold. 

OrL  'TIS  like  so :  it  may  be,  he  thinks  yon 
want  money,  and  therefore  bestows  his  alms 
bravely,  like  a  lord. 

BeL  He  thinks  a  silver  net  can  catch  the  poor; 
Here's  beut  to  ehoke  a  nun,  and  turn  her  whore. 
Wilt  thou  be  honest  to  me  ? 

OrL  As  your  nails  to  your  fingers,  which  I 
think  never  deceived  you. 

BeL  Thou  to  this  lord  shalt  go,  commend  me 
to  him, 
And  tell  him  this : — the  town  has  held  out  long. 
Because  (within)  ^twas  rather  true^  than  strong. 
To  sell  it  now  were  base ;  say  'tis  no  hold 
Built  of  weak  stuff',  to  be  blown  up  with  gold. 
He  shall  believe  thee  by  this  token,  or  thb ;  if 
not,  by  this. 

OrL  Is  this  all? 

BeL  This  is  all. 

OrL  Miue  own  girl  still ! 


Ben  Joason*s  Deviiiion  An,  A.  i.  S.  6: 

** In  me  maJc^  that  profl'er, 

<*  Which  never  iaXt  one  was  to  fond  to  lose.** 

^upkuet  and  his  England,  p.  0  :  <<  be  that  is  young  thinketh  the  olde  nkanpnd,  and  the  oldeknoweth  the 
yo«ag  man  to  be  a  foole." 

^  Ibid.  p.  10 :  *•  that  were  as  fond  as  not  to  cut  one's  meat  with  that  knife  that  another  hath  cut  bis 
fli^ier," 

The  word  in  the  same  sedse  Is  still  b  ufe  iii  the  bortbem  parts  of  this  kingdom* 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dekkab. 


BcL  A  star  may  shoot,  not  fall. 

[Exit  Bellafbont. 

OrL  A  star !  nay,  thou  art  more  than  the  moon, 
for  thou  hast  neither  chan^ng  quarters,  nor  a  roan 
standing  in  thy  circle  with  a  bush  of  thorns.  IsH 
possible  the  lord  Hipolito,  whose  face  is  as  civil 
as  the  outside  of  a  dedicatory  book,  should  be  a 
iqutton-mooger  '^'?  A  poor  man  has  but  one  ewe, 
and  this  grandee  sheep-biter  leaves  whole  flocks 
of  fat  wethers  (whom  he  may  knock  down)  to 
devour  this.  Til  trust  neither  lord  nor  butcher 
with  <^uick  flesh  for  this  trick ;  the  cuckoo  I  see 
now  sings  all  the  year,  though  every  man  cannot 
hear  him,  but  I'll  spoil  his  notes.  Can  neither 
love-letters,  nor  the  DeviFs  common  pick-locks 
(fold),  nor  precious  stones,  make  my  girl  draw  up 
aer  percullis  ?  hold  out  still,  wench. 
All  are  not  bawds  (I  see  now)  that  keep  doors, 
Nor  all  good  wenches  that  are  markt  for  whores. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Candido,  Lodovico  like  a  Ptentice. 

Lod.  Come,  come,  come,  what  do  ve  lack,  sir? 
what  do  ye  lack,  sir?  what  is*t  ye  rack,  sir?  is 
not  my  worship  well  suited  ?  dicl  you  ever  see  a 
gentleman  better  disguised? 

Can,  Never,  believe  me,  signior. 
.  Lod.  Yes :  but  when  he  has  been  drunk,  tb^re 
be  prentices  would  make  mad  gallants,  for  they 
would  spend  all,  and  drink,  and  whore,  and  so 
forth ;  and  I  see  we  gallants  could  make  mad 
prentices.  How  does  thy  wife  like  me  ?  Nay,  I 
must  not  be  so  saucy,  then  I  spoil  all :  pray  you, 
how  does  my  mistress  like  me  ? 

Can,  Well :  for  she  takes  you  for  a  very  sim- 
ple fellow. 

Lod.  And  they  that  are  taken  (pr  such,  ar^ 
commonly  the  arrantest  knaves:  but  to  our 
comedy,  come. 

Can.  I  shall  not  act  it.  Chide,  you  say,  and  fret, 
and  grow  impatient:  I  shall  never  do*t. 

Lod.  S'blood  !  cannot  you  do  as  all  the  world 
does — counterfeit? 

Canf  Were  I  a  painter,  that  should  live  by 
drawing  nothing  but  pictures  of  an  angry  man,  I 
should  not  earn  my  colours ;  I  caimot  (u>*t. 

Lod.  Remember  youVe  a  linen-draper,  an()  that 
if  you  give  your  wife  a  yard,  she'll  take  an  ell : 
give  her  not  therefore  a  qnarteir  of  your  yard»  not 
a  nail. 

Can.  Say  I  should  turn  to  ice^  and  nip  her  Ipve 
now  'tis  but  in  the  bud. 

Xod  Well,  say  she's  nipt 

Can.  It  will  so  overcharge  her  heart  with 

pieff 
That  like  a  cannon,  when  her  skhs  go  o£( 
She  in  her  doty  either  will  recoil. 
Or  break  in  pieces,  and  to  die  :  her  death, 


By  my  unkindness  might  be  coupM  mnrther. 

Lod,  toie !  never,  never ;  I  do  not  bid  voa 
beat  her,  nor  give  her  black  eyes,  nor  pinch  her 
sides :  but  cross  her  humours.  Arc  not  haken^ 
arms  the  scales  of  jusdpe  ?  yet  is  not  their  bread 
light  ?  and  may  not  you,  I  prav,  bridle  her  with  a 
sharp  bit,  yet  ride  her  gently? 

Can.  Well,  I  will  try  your  piUs :  do  yoo  voor 
faithful  service,  and  be  ready  still  at  a  |unch  to 
help  me  in  this  part,  or  else  I  shall  be  out  dean. 

Lod.  Come,  come,  HI  prompt  you. 

Can.  Ill  call  her  forth  now,  shall  I  ? 

Lod.  Do,  do,  bravely. 

Can.  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither. 

Lod.  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither. 

Can.  Sirrah,  bid  my  wjfe  come  to  me :  why, 
when  ? 

Luke.  Presently,  sir,  she  comes, within — 

Lod.  La  you,  there's  the  echo,  she  comes. 

Enter  Bride. 

Bride.  What  is  your  pleasure  with  me? 

Can.  Marry,  wife,  •  ..     t 

I  have  intent,  and  (you  see)  this  stripling  here, 
He  bears  good  will  and  liking  to  my  trade, 
And  means  to  deal  in  linen.  ^     ^ 

Lod.  Yes,  indeed,  sir,  I  would  deal  m  Imen,  rf 
my  mistress  like  me  so  well  as  I  like  har. 

Can.  I  hope  to  find  him  honest.    Pray,  good 
wife. 
Look  that  his  be(l  and  chaml)er  be  made  remOr. 

Bride.  You're  best  to  let  him  hire  me  for  Ins 
maid. 
I  look  to  his  bed !  look  to't  yoarself. 

Can.  Even  so 
I  swear  to  you  a  greaifBth. 

Lod.  Swear,  cry  Zounds ! 

Can.  1  will  not,  go  to  wife,  I  will  nd. 

Lod.  That  your  great  oath  ? 

Can.  Swallow  th^se  gudgeons. 

Lod.  Well  said. 

Can.  Then  fast,  then  you  may  dK)09e. 
You  know  at  table  what  tricks  you  played. 
Swaggered,  broke  glasses !  Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie ; 
And  now  before  my  prentice  here  you  make 
An  ass  of  me ;  thpu  what  shall  I  €»11  thee  ?— 

Bride,  fiven  what  you  will. 

Lod.  Call  her  arrant  whore. 

Can.  Oh  fi^  by  no  means,  then  ab^  c»Il  me 
cuckold.  Simdi,  go  look  to  the  shop :  bow  does 
this  show  ? 

Lod.  Excellent  well,  FU  go  look  to  die  aboo, 
sir.    Fii^e  paijabricks,  lawns,  what  do  yoo  lackr 

[Exit  Lodovico. 

Con.  A  curst  cow's  milk  I  have  dnmk  c 
ibre^  * 


U  MuttM-monger^Set  Note  68  to  the  Fint  Part  of  The  Honest  Whertt  p.  659. 
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And  'twas  so  raok  in  iastei  111  driiik  no  mbre. 
Wife,  I'll  tame  you. 

Bride.  You  may,  sir,  if  you  can; 
But  at  a  wrestling  I  have  seen  a  fellow, 
Limbed  like  an  ox,  thrown  by  a  little  man. 

Can.  And  so  you'll  throw  me.    Reach  me, 
knaves,  a  yard. 

I/fd.  A  yard  for  my  master. 

1  Pren,  My  master  is  grown  viitiant 

Can.  Ill  teach  you  fencing  tricks. 

Omnes.  Rare !  rare !  a  prize ! 

Lod.  What  will  you  do,  sir  ? 

Can.  Marry,  my  good  prentice^  nothing  but 
breathe  my  wife. 

Bride.  Breadie  me  with  your  yard  ? 

Lod,  No,  heil  but  measure^you  out,  forsooth. 

Bride.  Since  youMl  needs  fence,  handle  your 
weapon  well. 
For  if  you  take  a  yard,  Fll  take  an  ell. 
Reach  me  an  ell. 

Lod.  An  ell  for  my  mistress. 
Keep  the  laws  of  the  noble  science,  sir,  and  mea- 
sure weapons  with  her;  your  yiird  is  a  plain 
heathenish  weapon ;  'tis  too  short,  she  may  give 
you  a  handful,  and  yet  you'll  not  reach  her. 

Can.  Yet  I  have  the  longer  arm ;  come  fall  to't 
roundly. 
And  spare  not  me,  wife,  for  Fll  lay't  on  soundly. 
If  o'er  nusbands  their  wives  will  needs  be  masters. 
We  men  will  have  a  law  to  wio't  at  wasters.  '^ 

Lod.  Tis  for  the  breeches,  is't  not  ? 

Can.  For  the  breeches. 

Bride^  Husband,  I  am  for  yoii,  Fll  not  strike  in 

Can.  Nor  X. 

Bride.  But  will  you  sign  to  one  request? 

Can.  What's  that? 

Bride.  Let  me  give  the  first  blow. 

Can.  the  firk  blow,  wife,  shall  l  ? 

Lod.  Let  her  ha't. 
If  she  strike  hard,  in  to  her,  and  break  ber  pate. 

Can,  A  bargain.    Strike. 

Bride.  Then  guard  you  from  this  blow, 
For  I  play  all  at  legs,  but  'tis  thus  low. 

[She  knech 
Behold,  I  am  such  a  cunning  fencer  grown, 
I  keep  my  ground,  yet  down  I  will  be  dirown 
"With  the  least  blow  you  give  me ;  I  disdain 
The  wife  that  is  her  busrand's  spvereign. 
She  that  upon  your  pillow  Erst  did  rest, 


They  say,  the  breeches  wore,  whidi  I  detest : 
The  tax  which  she  imposed  upon  you,  I  abate 

you. 
If  me  you  make  vour  master,  I  shall  hate  you. 
The  world  shall  judge  who  offers  fairest  play; 
Vou  win  the  breeches,  but  I  win  the  day. 

Can,  Thou  wiu'st  the  dny  indeed ;  give  me  thy 
hand, 
Fll  challenge  thee  no  more :  my  patient  breast 
Played  thus  the  rebel,  only  for  a  jest : 
Here's  the  rank  rider  that  breaks  colts,  'tis  he 
Can  tame  the  mad  folks,  and  curst  wives. 

Bride.  Who,  your  man  ? 

Can.  My  man!  my  master,  though  his  head 
be  bare ; 
But  he's  so  courteous,  he'll  put  oflThis  hair. 

Lod.  Nay,  if  your  service  be  so  hot,  a  man 
cannot  keep  his  hair  on,  III  serve  you  no  longer. 

Bride.  Is  this  your  schoolmaster  ? 

Lod.  Yes  faith,  wench,  I  taught  him  to  take 
thee  down :  I  hope  thou  canst  take  him  down 
without  teaching ;  you  have  got  the  conquest,  and 
you  both  are  frienos. 

Can.  Bear  witness  else; 

Lod.  My  prenticeship  then  ends. 

Can.  For  tne  good  service  you  to  me  have  done, 
I  give  you  all  your  years. 

Lod.  1  thank  you,  master. 
Fll  kiss  my  mistress  now,  that  she  may  say. 
My  man  was  bound  and  free  all  in  one  day. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Orlando,  and  Infelice. 

Inf.  From  whom,  sayst  thou  ? 

OrL  From  a  poor  gentlewoman,  madam,  whom 
I  serve. 

Inf.  And  what's  your  business  ? 

OrL  This,  madam  :  my  poor  mistress  has  a 
waste  piece  of  ground,  which  is  her  own  by  in- 
heritance, and  left  to  her  by  her  mother;  there's 
a  lord  now  that  ^s  about,  not  to  take  it  cleab 
from  her,  but  to  mclose  it  to  himself,  and  to  join 
it  to  a  piece  of  his  lordship's. 

Inf.  What  would  she  have  me  do  in  this  ? 

OrL  No  more,  madam,  but  what  one  woman 
should  do  for  another  in  such  a  ca^.  My  hon- 
ourable lord,  your  husband,  would  do  any  thing 
in  her  behalf,  but  she  had  rather  put  herself  in- 
to your  hands,  because  you,  a  woman,  may  do 
more  with  the  duke  your  father. 


'*  fr«if«r»— Wasten  are  cud^eU ;  as  in  Churchyard's  ChalUiigey  p.  84 :  <<— and  sodainely  a  stoat,  taale 
cobber  will  lay  down  the  woMkr.  and  yeelde  to  bim  that  hath  more  practiie  and  skill  in  the  weapon  than 
hinselfe.  * 

PhilaUer^  A.  4 :  <*  Thou  woaldV  be  loih  to  play  half  a  doien  of  venles  at  wasters.'' 
Mioshew,  in  bb  Dictionartf.  as  Mr  Theobald  observes,  has  given  a  most  ridlcoioos  reason  for  the  etjrmo- 
logy  of  this  word :  That  codgels  were  called  fFosterf,  because  in  playing  and  beating  bouts  with  them, 
they  wasie  and  Jitter.  In  opposition  to  this  coqjecture,  Mr  Theobald  offers  the  following  :  **  We  liod  In 
oar  old  law-books,  that  the  statote  of  Westtai.  (50  Edwardl  tertll.  Cap.  14.)  was  made  against  night- 
walkers  and  suspected  persons,  called  Hoberdesmer  fVaitotars  and  draw  latches.  These  tMU^oars,  or 
plunderers,  derived  their  name  from  the  Latin  term  vmtatorett  and  thence  the  mischievous  weapons,  oi 
blndgeoflS,  with  which  they  went  armed,  were  ^led  wattersy  1.  e»  dcstroyeiY." 
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Inf.  Where  lies  this  land  ? 

OrL  Within  a  stone's  past  of  this  place*  Mj 
mistress,  I  think,  would  be  content  to  let  him 
enjoy  it  after  her  decease,  if  that  would  serve  his 
turn,  so  my  master  would  yield  too :  but  she  can- 
not Abide  to  hear  that  the  lord  should  meddle 
vrith  it  in  her  lifetime. 

Inf.  Is  she  then  married  ?  why  stirs  not  her 
husl)and  in  it? 

Orl.  Her  husband  stirs  in  it  under  hand ;  but 
because  the  other  is  a  great  rich  man,  my  master 
is  loth  to  b^  seen  in  it  too  much. 

Inf,  Let  her  in  writing  draw  the  cause  i^  large : 
And  I  will  move  the  diU^e. 

Orl,  lis  set  down,  madam,  here  in  black  and 
while  already :  work  it  so,  madam,  that  she  inay 
keep  her  own  without  disturbance,  grievance, 
molestation,  or  meddling  of  any  other ;  and  she 
bestows  this  purse  of  gold  on  your  ladyship. 

Jttf.  Old  man,  I'll  plead  for  her,  but  take  no 
fee*  J 
Give  lawyer?  them,  I  swim  not  in  that  flood ; 
1*11  touch  no  gold,  till  I  have  done  her  good. 

OrL  I  would  all  proctors'  clerks  were  of  your 
mind,  I  should  law  more  amongst  them  than  I 
do  then ;  here,  madam,  is  tlie  survey,  not  only  of 
the  manor  itself,  but  of  the  grange- house,  with 
every  meadow,  pasture,  plough-land,  cony-bo- 
rough, fish-  pond,  hedge,  ditcn,  and  bush,  that  stands 
in  it. 

Inf.  My  husband's  name,  and  hand  and  seal 
at  arms,  to  a  love-letter  ?  where  hadst  thou  this 
ivriting  ? 

OrL  From  the  foresaid  paity,  madam,  that 
would  keep  the  foresaid  land  out  of  tlie  foresaid 
lord's  fingers. 

Inf.  My  lord  turned  ranger  now  ? 

OrL  You're  a  good  huntress,  lady;  you  have 
found  your  game  already ;  your  lord  would  fain 
be  a  ranger,  ^ut  niy  mistress  requests  you  to  let 
\iin^  run  a  courie'  in  youf  own  park,  if  you'll  not 
do't  for  love,  then  do't  for  money ;  she  hi|s  no 
white  money,  but  theie's  gold,  or  else  she  prays 
you  to  '^  ring  him  by  this  token,  and  so  you  shall 
pe  sure  hb  nose  will  not  be  rooting  other  ipen's 
pastures. 

Inf.  This  very  purse  was  wov^  with  o^ine  own 
hands ; 
This  diamond,  on  that  very  i^igbt  when  he 
Untied  my  virgin  girdle,  gave  I  him : 
And  must  a  common  harlot  share  in  mine  ? 
Old  man,  to  quit  thy  pains,  take  thou  the  gold. 

OrL  Not  1,  madam,  old  servingmen  want  no 
money. 

Lif  Cupid  himself  was  sure  his  secretary  ; 
These  lines  are  even  the  arrows  love  let  flies, 
The  very  ink  dropt  out  of  Venus'  eyes. 


OrL  I  do  not  tluok,  madam,  bot  he  fetcbt  off 
some  poet  or  other  for  those  lines,  for  they  are 
parlous  hawkes  to  flie  at  wenches. 

Inf.  Here's  honied  poison !  to  me  he  oe'er  thus 
writ, 
But  lust  can  set  a  double  edge  on  wit. 

OrL  Nay,  tkat^s  true,  madam raweoch  will 
whet  any  thing,  if  it  be  not  too  dull. 

Inf   Oaths,   promises,   preferments,  jewels^ 
gold, 
What  snares  should  break,  if  all  these  cannot 

hold? 
What  creature  is  thy  mistress  ?  ^ 

OrL  One  of  those  creatures  that  are  oontrmry 
to  man,  a  woman. 

Inf.  What  manner  of  woman  ? 

drL  A  little  tiny  woman,  lower  than  your  lady- 
ship by  head  and  shoulders,  but  as  mad  a  wench 
as  ever  unlfuxd  a  petticoat :  these  thioo  should 
I  indeed  have  delivered  to  my  lord  your  husband. 

Ii|f.  They  are  delivered  better :  why  should  she 
send  back  these  things? 

OrL  Ware,  ware,  there's  knavery. 

Inf.  Strumpets,  like  cheating  gamesters,  will 
not  win 
At  first :  these  are  but  baits  to  draw  him  in. 
How  mijht  I  learn  his  hunting  hours  ? 

OrL  The  Irish  foootman  can  tell  you  all  his 
hunting  hours,  the  park  he  hunts  in,  the  doe  he 
would  strike;  that ^  Irish  shackatory  beats  the 
bush  for  him,  and  knows  all;  he  brought  that 
letter,  and  that  ring;  he  is  the  carrier. 

Inf.  Know'st  thou  what  other  gifts  have  past 
between  them  ? 

OrL  Little  S.  Patrick  knows  all. 

Inf.  Him  Fll  examine  presently. 

OrL  Not  whilst  I  am  here,  sweet  madam. 

Inf.  fiegone  then,  and  what  lies  in  me  com- 
^  [£xt/ Oblabdo. 

Enter  Bryan. 

Inf.  Come  hither,  sirrah ;  how  much  cost  those 
satins,  fmd  cloth  of  silver,  which  my  husband  sent 
by  you  to  a  low  gentlewoman  yonder? 

Bryau.  Faat  sattins?  faat  silvers,  hmt  low 
gentlefolkes  ?  dow  pratest  dow  knowest  not  what, 
yfaat  la. 

Inf.  She  there,  to  whom  you  carried  letters. 

ESyan,  By  dis  hand  and  bod  dow  saist  tnie,  if 
I  did  so,  oh  hour  ?  I  know  not  a  letter  m  de  book, 
yfaat  1^  . ,       '. 

Inf.  Did  your  lord  never  tend  you  with  a  nn^ 
sir,  set  with  a  diamond? 

Bryan.  Never  sa  crees  sa  me,  never;  he  may 
run  at  a  towsand  ring^  yfaat,  and  1  never  hold 
his  stirrup,  till  he  leap  into  de  saddle.  ^fS. 
Patrick*  madam,  I  never  touch  my  lord's  diamnnd. 


»«»  Ring  fcfm— To  prevent  swhie  from  doing  mischief,  it  is  niual  to  put  rings  through  their  nostrils. 

^  JrUh  shackalory—irhh  hound.  So  in  The  Wmdering  Jew,  Sign.  I?* :  "—for  time,  tboagh  he  be  ap 
pld  man,  is  an  excellent  footlIu^l  j  no  thackatortf  comes  neerc  him  {  if  hee  once  get  the  start,  bee  s  fS^\ 
^nd  you  gone  too/' 
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nor  ever  had  to  do,  yfaat  la,  with  aoy  of  his  pre- 
laoos  stoDes. 

.  Enter  Hipolito. 

i|/!  Are  you  so  close,  you  bawd,  you  pand* 
ring  slave? 

Hip.  How  now?  why  Infelice?  what's  your 
qoarrel  ? 

Inf.  Out  of  my  sight!  base  varlet!  get  thee 
gone, 

Hip.  Away,  yoi>  rogue. 

Bryan.  Slawne  loot,  fare  de  well,  fare  de  well. 
Ah  marrashfr^at  boddah  breen.  [Exit. 

Hip.  What,  grown  a  fighter  ?  pr'ythee  what's 
tlfenuitter? 

Inf,  If  youll  needs  know,  it  was  about  the 
clock:  how  works  the  day,  my  lord,  pray,  by 
y^r  watch? 

Hip.  Lest  yon  cnfAne,  ni  tell  yon  presently : 
I  AIR  near  two. 

Jnf.  How,  two  ?  I  am  scarce  at  one. 

Wp.  One  of  us  then  goes  false. 

Injf,  Then  sure  'tis  you ; 
Mine  goes  by  heaven's  dial,  the  sun,  and  it  goes 
true. 

Hip.  I  think,  indeed,  mine  runs  somewhat  too 
fast. 

Inf.  Set  it  to  mine,  at  one,  then. 

Hip.  One?  'tis  past: 
Tis  past  one  by  the  sun. 

Inf  Faith,  then,  belike, 
Neither  your  clock  nor  mine  does  truly  strike ; 
And,  since  it  is  uncertain  which  goes  true, 
Better  be  false  at  one,  than  false  nc  two. 

Hip.  You're  very  pleasant,  madam. 

In/I  Yet  not  meriy. 

Hip.  Why,  Infelice,  what  should  make  you  sad  ? 

Injf.  Nothing,  my  lord,  but  my  false  watch : 
Pray  tell  me. 
You  see,  my  cloci  or  yours  is  out  of  frame. 
Must  we  upon  the  workmen  lay  the  blame. 
Or  on  ourselves  that  keep  them  ? 

Hip.  Faith,  on  both. 
He  may,  by  knavery,  spoil  them;  we,  by  sloth.^ 
But  why  talk  you  all  riddle  thus  ?  I  read 
Stran^^e  comments  in  those  margins  of  yo*u>  looks : 
Your  cheeks  of  late  are  (like  bad  printed  books) 
So  dimly  charactered,  I  scarce  can  spell 
One  line  of  love  ii^hem.    Sure  all's  not  well. 

Inf.  All  is  not  well,  indeed,  my  dearest  lord : 
Lock  up  thy  gates  of  hearing,  that  no  sound 
Of  what  I  speak  may  enter. 

Hip.  What  means  this? 


Inf.  Or  if  my  own  tongue  must  myself  betray. 
Count  it  a  dream,  or  turn  thine  eyes  away, 
And  think  me  not  thy  wife.  [She  kneels. 

Hip,  Why  do  you  kneel  ? 

Iftfi  Eartn  is  sin's  cushion ;  when  the  sick  soul 
feels  herself  growing  poor,  then  she  turns  beggar, 
cries  and  kneels  for  help.  Hipolito  (for  husband 
I  dare  not  call  thee)  I  have  stolen  that  jewel  of 
my  chaste  honour,  (wluch  was  only  thine,)  and 
given  it  to  a  slave. 

Hip.  Ha! 

Injf.  On  thy  pillow  adultery  and  lust  have  slept, 
the  groom 
Hath  climbed  the  unlawful  tree,  and  pluckt  the 

sweets ; 
A  villain  hath  usurped  a  husband's  sheets. 

Hip.  *Sdeath,  who  ? — a  cuckold ! — who  ? 

Inf.  This  Irish  footman. 

nip.  Worse  than  damnation !  a  wild  kerne,  m 
frog,  a  do^  whom  Fll  scarce  spurn !  Longed  you 
for  shamrock?*'  Were  it  my  father's  father, 
heart !  I'll  kill  him,  although  I  take  him  on  his 
death-bed,  gasping  'twist  heaven  and  bell!  a 
shag-haired  cur ! "  Bold  strumpet,  why  hangest 
thou  on  me  ?  think'st  I'll  be  a  bawd  to  a  whore, 
because  site's  noble? 

Inf.  I  b^  but  this. 
Set  not  my  shame  out  to  the  world's  broad  eye ; 
Yet  let  thy  vengeance  (like  my  fault)  socur  high. 
So  it  be  in  darkened  clouds. 

^ip.  Darkened  !  my  horns 
Cannot  be  darkened,  nor  shall  my  revenge. 
A  harlot  to  my  slave  ?  the  act  is  base. 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  thy  disgrace : 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite  ?  Oh,  women ! 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair ; 
But,  since  the  first  fell,  tempting  devils  you  are : 
You  should  be  men's  bliss,  but  you  prove  their 

rods; 
Were  there  no  women,  men  might  live  like  gods. 
You  have  been  too  much  down  already,  rise; 
Get  from  my  sight,  and  henceforth  shun  my  bed; 
ril  with  no  strumpet's  breath  be  poisoned. 
As  for  your  Irish  Lubrican,  that  spirit 
Whom  by  preposterous  charms  thy  lust  htith  raised 
In  a  wrong  circle,  him  I'll  damn  more  black 
Than  any  tyrant's  soul. 

Inf.  Ilipolito! 

Jiipf  Tell  me,  didst  thou  bait  hawks  to  draw 
him  to  thee,  or  did  he  bewitch  thee  ? 

Inf.  The  slave  did  woo  me. 

Hip.  Two  wooes  in  that  screech-owl's  language ! 
Qb,  who  would  tvust  your  cork- heeled  sex  r  I 


'  Shamrock. — The  quarto  reads  ihamock^  a  weed  which  the  Irish  wear  In  their  hats  on  some  particular 
festival.    A  collectiou  of  Uihemian  Poetry,  publitbed  not  many  years  ag^,  is  entitled,  The  Shamrock.  S. 

In  the  Dedication  to  Dericke's  Imago  oflreUmdo^  1581 :  •'  My  barteabhorreth  their  dealynges,  and  my 
sonle  dooth  detest  their  wilde  thamrodte  manners." 

**  -<rf  »kag-haired  air.^Shakespeare  bestows  the  same  epithet  on  a  Kerne  of  Ireland,  in  \he  Second 
Part  of  Kin^  Hwry  VI.  edi^  1]78,  p.  357. 
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tbii^k  to  Batle  jonr  Tust !  you  would  love  a  horae, 
a  bear,  a  croaking  toad,  so  your  hot  itcliing  veins 
might  have  their  bound.  Then  the  witd  Irish  dart 
was  thrown:  come,  how?  the  manner  of  (his 
%ht? 
Inf.  Twas  thus ;  he  ga^e  me  this  battery  first 

Mistake,  believe  me,  all  this  in  beaten  cold : 
Vet  I  held  out,  but  at  length  this  was  charmed. 

Hip,  What?  change  your  diamood^  wench! 
the  act  is  base. 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  not  your  disgrace. 
Co.uld  not  I  feed  your  appetite  ? 

Inf  Oh,  hien ! 
You  were  created  angels^  pure  and  fair ; 
But,  smce  the  first  feR,  worse  than  devils  you  are. 
You  should  our  shields  be,  but  you  prove  our  rods, 
Were  there  no  men,  women  might  Uve  like  gods. 
Guilty,  my  \otd  ? 


Jffip.  Yes,  guilty,  my  good  lady, 
Ltfl  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  but  henceforth  shun 
my  bed, 
Wit^  no  whore^s  leavings  HI  be  poisoned. 

[&* 
Hi^*<yer-reached  so  finely !  Tis  the  vei^  dia- 
mond 
And  letter  which  I  sent ;  this  vilkdny 
Some  spider  closely  weave%  whose  poisoned  bulk^ 
I  must  let  forth.— Who's  ther^^s  withoot? 
Serv.  [within,]  My  lord  caUs. 
Hip,  Send  me  the  footman. 
Sen,  Call  the  footman  to  my  lord.    Bryan! 
Bryan! 

Enter  Betah. 

.    H^K  It  can  be  no  man#8e;  that  Irish  Judas^ 
^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  prospers . 


*^  BuOb^l  e.  bo^.    So« in  V0M mti  Betkiabe^  by  G.  Pedes 

«(  Bury  lliB  bntk  beneath  a  hea^  of  ttoncs.'^ 
Ben  JMison*s  S^tmut,  4.6: 

**  Their  huUet  and  souls  are  bound  on  fortune's  wheel.** 
r«/jNm«,A.S.S.S: 

**  B^ide,  this  feat  body  of  mine  doth  not  crave 

Half  the  meat,  drtnk,  and  cloth,  one  of  your  buUa  will  have.** 

^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  protpen. — That  Ireland  it  free  froia  all  venoaouf  or  poiioaoai 
creatures,  is  a  fart  whit  h  is  asserted  by  almost  everV  one  who  hath  written  concerai^g  that  couitry. 
Derickey  te  The  Image  ofjrelande,  1581,  Sign.  C  S,  says  : 

*<  Within  the  compasse  of  this  land^ 

no  poysonyng  beast  doetb  live ; 
To  aoder,  sniake,  nor  crocadile, 

no  respitte  doeth  it  give : 
Whereby  the  same  repast  male  take 

to  feede  his  appetite : 
But  With  a  deadly  percyog  blowe, 

ecbe  vermloe  It  doeth  smite. 
As  sone  as  tbey  doe  touche  the  grouode, 

even  by  and  by  they  dye; 
And  hope,  of  longer  life  to  live, 

from  every  one  doeth  flye. 
For  where  tvroe  past  it  did  possesse 

ecbe  hurtfull  wicked  beast ; 
The  hissiog  serpent  with  ber  mate, 

and  worme  of  poyson  least  1 
Yel  now  no  such  it  will  retalne, 

it  voucbetb  not  to  see  1 
The  fVogge,  the  tode,  nor  viper  vile, 

within  her  boonds  to  bee.** 

The  same  author  says,  thai  the  country  was  exempted  from  these  poisonous  creatures  bj  the 
Pt  Patrick.    He  likewise  adds, 

*^  No  beast  that  noyeth  mortall  man 

is  procreated  theare  { 
It  bryn^  fort  be  no  lion  feare, 

nor  yet  the  ravnyng  beare. 
No  beast  (I  sale)  which  do  possesse 

one  jote  of  crewell  klnde  ; 
Excepte  the  wolfe,  that  nosomC  is, 

in  Irishe  soile  I  finde.'* 
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But  in  tbe  nation's  blp6d,  hath  thus  betrayed  me. 
Slave,  get  you  frbm  your  seirioe. 

Bryan.  Faat  meanest  thou  by  this  now  ? 
Hip,  Question  me  not,  nor  tempt  my  fury,  vil- 
lain: 
CoulcTst  thou  turn  all  the  mountains  in  the  l^nd 
To  inlls  of  gold,  and  to  give  me,  here  thou  stay- 
est  not 
Bryan,  I  faat,  I  care  not 
Hip,  Prate  not,  but  get  thee  gone,  I  shall  send 
else. 
■  Bryan,  I,  do  predy,  I  had  rather  have  thee 
make  a  scabbard  of  my  guts,  and  let  out  all  de 
Irish  pfiddiugs  in  my  poor  belly,  den  to  be  a  false 
knave  to  dee  I  faat,  I  will  never  see  dyne  own 
sweet  face  more.  A  mawMd  deer  a  grOf  fare  dee 
well,  fare  dee  well  \  I  will  go  steal  cows  a^in  in 
Ireland.  \Exit, 

Hip.  He's  damned  that  nused  this  whirlwind, 
which  haih  blown 
Into  her  eyes  this  jealousy !  Yet  111  on, 
Fn  on,  stood  armed  devils  staring  in  my  face ; 
To  be  pursued  in  flight,  quickens  the  race  : 
Shall  my  blood-streams  by  a  wife*8  lust  be  bar'd  ! 
Food  vYomao,  no  I  iron  grows  by  strokes  more 

hard. 
Lawless  desires  are  seas  scorning  all  bounds; 
Or  sulphur,  which,  being  rammed  up,  more  con- 
founds : 
Struggling  with  madmen,  madness  nothing  tames ; 
Winds  wrestling  with  great  fires  incense  the  flames. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Bellafbont  and  Orlando. 

Bel,  How  now,  what  ails  your  master? 

OrL  He*s  taken  a  youneer  brother's  purge,  for- 
sooth, and  that  works  with  him. 

Bel  Where  is  his  cloak  and  rapier  ? 

OrL  He  has  given  up  his  cloak,  and  his  rapier 
b  bound  to  the  peace ;  if  you  look  a  little  higher, 


vou  may  see  that  i^nother  hath  entered  into  hat- 
band for  him  too.  Six  and  four  have  put  him  inn 
to  this  sweat 

BeL  Where's  all  his  monev  ? 

OrL  ^s  put  over  by  exchange.  JUs  doublet 
was  going  to  be  translated,  but  for  me :  if  any 
man  would  have  lent  but  half  a  ducat  on  his  beard, 
the  hiur  of  it  had  stuft  a  pair  of  breeches  by  this 
time.  I  had  but  one  poor  penny,  and  that  I  was 
glad  to  niggle  out,  and  buy  a  holly  wand  to  grace 
him  through  the  street.  As  hap  was,  his  boots 
were  on ;  and  them  I  dustied,  to  make  people 
think  he  had  been  riding,  and  I  had  run  by  lum. 

BeL  Oh  me,  how  does  my  sweet  Matheo  f 

Enter  Matheo. 

Math.  Oh,  rogue,  of  what  devilish  stuff  are 
these  dice  made  of?  of  the  parings  of  the  devil's  . 
corns  of  his  toes,  that  they  run  thus  damnably? 

BeL  I  pr'ythee  vex  not. 

MatK  If  any  handicraftVman  was  ever  su£fer- 
ed  to  keep  shop  in  hell,  it  will  be  a  dice-maker ; 
he's  able  to  undo  more  soujs  than  the  devil.  I 
played  with  mine  own  dice,  yet  lost — ^Have  you 
any  money  ? 

BeL  Tos,  I  have  none. 

Math,  Must  have  money,  must  have  some; 
must  have  a  cloak,  and  rapier,  and  things.  Will 
you  go  set  your  lime-twigs,  and  get  me  some  birds, 
some  money  ? 

BeL  What  lime-twigs  should  1  set  ? 

Math,  You  will  not,  then?  Must  have  cash 
and  pictures :  Do  you  hear,  frailty,  shall  I  walk 
in  a  Plymouth  cloak, ^'  that's  to  sav,  like  a  ro};ue, 
in  my  hose  and  doublet,  and  a  crabtree  cudgel  in 
my  hand,  and  you  swim  in  your  satins?  Must 
have  money,  come. 

OrL  *Is*t  bed-time,  master,  that  yon  undo  my 
mistress? 


Baniaby  Rycb,  in  his  De$cription  oflrtUmdy  p.  44.  says,  *'  I  will  not  contend  whether  it  were  Saint 
PMricke  who,  by  Ills  praiers,  hath  thus  purged  Ireland  from  toads,  from  snakes,  from  adders,  and  from 
<»ther  like  venomous  wormes  i  but  there  are  other,  as  weU  lieasts  as  birds,  as  the  roebuck,  tlie  moule,  the 
pianet,  the  nytiqgale,  tliat  are  meer  strangers  in  Ireland, as  the  other;  and  I  cannot  thinke  but  tbat  it  was 
one  man's  worke  to  eipell  all  these  together,  and  all  at  one  time.  Bat  if  it  were  Saint  Patrick,  or  who- 
soever otherwise,  that  was  so  severe  against  tbe  nytingale,  tbe  sweete  qierrbter  of  tbe  wood,  whose  de- 
lectable liarmony  is  pleasing  to  every  eare,  I  would  be  bad  been  as  strict  in  justice  against  tbat  fuul- 
mootbed  bird  tbe  cuckow,  whose  notes  were  never  yet  pleasing  to  any  man's  eare,  that  was  jealous  of  bis 
wife." 

^s  Flymontk  cloak^**  Tbat  is,"  says  Ray,  in  his  Froverhi,  1749,  p.  838.  "  a  coiitf,  a  atafff  whereof  this 
is  the  occadoD*  Many  a  man  of  good  extraction,  coming  home  from  far  voyages,  may  cbaoce  to  land 
here,  and,  being  out  of  sorU,  is  unable  for  tbe  present  time  and  place  to  recruit  himself  with  clotheft. 
Here  Tlf  not  frilly  provided)  they  make  tbe  next  wood  their  drapcr^s  shop,  where  a  staff  cut  out  serves 
tbem  for  a  covering.  For  we  use,  when  we  walk  in  cuerpo,  to  carry  a  staflf  in  our  bands,  but  none  when 
in  a  cloak." 

jI  Pt^m^Mth  eUtak  is  mentioned  in  The  Wiindering  Jem,  Sign.  D :  <'  But  let  fortune  snatch  her  wheel 
from  yoa,  a  poor  al^boase  is  your  km,  an  old  freeze  jerkin,  in  inmmer,  your  Sunday  suit,  and  a  Fiimouth 
eioake  your  caster." 
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BeL  Undo  me  i  Yes,  y^  at  these  riflings 
I  have  been  too  often. 

Math,  Help  to  flea,  Pacheco. 

OrL  Fleaing  call  you  it  f 

Math.  V\i  pawn  you,  by  the  Lord,  to  your  veij 
eye-brows. 

BeL  With  all  my  heart;  since  heaven  will  have 
me  poor, 
As  good  be  drowned  at  sea,  as  drowned  at  shore. 

OrL  Why  hear  you,  sir  ?  i'faith,  do  not  make 
mway  her  »>wn. 

Math.  Oh,  it's  summer,  it's  summer ;  your  on- 
ly fashion  for  a  woman  now,  is  to  be  light,  to  be 
hght 

OrL  Why,  pray,  sir,  employ  some  of  that  mo» 
ney  you  have  of  mine. 

Math.  Thine?  I'll  starve  first,  HI  beg  first : 
when  I  touch  a  penny  of  that,  let  these  fingers 
ends  rot. 

OrL  So  they  may,  for  that's  past  touching.  I 
saw  my  twenty  pounds  fly  high. 

Math.  Knowest  thou  never  a  damned  broker 
about  the  city? 

OrL  Damned  broker  ?  yes,  tive  hundred* 

Math,  The  gown  stood  me  in  above  twenty 
ducats,  borrow  ten  of  it;  cannot  live  without  sil- 
ver. 

OrL  I'll  make  what  I  can  of  it,  sir ;  Til  be  your 
broker. 
But  not  your  damned  broker. — Oh,  thou  scurvy 

knave ! 
What  makes  a  wife  turn  whore,  but  such  a  slave  ? 

[Exit. 

Math.  How  now,  little  ehick,  what  aiJest? 
weeping,  for  a  handful  of  tailors*  shreds  ?  Pox  on 
them,  are  there  not  silks  enow  at  mercers  ? 

BeL  I  care  not  for  gay  feajthers,  I. 

Math,  What  doest  care  for  then?  wl^  doest 
grieve  ? 

BeL  Why  do  I  grieve?  a  thousand  sorrows 
strike 
At  one  poor  heart,  and  vet  it  lives.    Matheo, 
Thou  art  a  gamester,  pr7thee  throw  at  all, 
Set  all  upon  one  cast !  we  kneel  and  pray, 
Aud  struggle  for  life,  yet  must  be  cast  away. 
Meet  misery  quickly  then,  split  all,  sell  all, 
And  when  thou  hast  sold  all,  spend  it ;  bu^  I  be- 
seech thee, 
Build  not  thy  mind  on  me  to  com  thee  more ; 
To  get  it,  would'st  thou  have  me  play  the  whore  ? 

Math,  Twas  your  profession  before  I  married 
you. 

BeL  Umh  ?  it  was  indeed :  if  all  men  should 
be  branded 
For  sins  long  since  Itdd  up,  who  could  be  saved? 
The  quartei^day's  at  hand,  how  will  you  do 
To  pay  the  rent,  Matlieo  ? 

Alath.  Why,  do  as  all  of  our  occupation  do 
against  quarter-days;  break  up  bouse,  remove, 
shift  your  lodgings :  Pox  a  your  quarters  ! 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  Where's  this  gallant  ? 


Math.  Sif^nior  Lodovico !  How  does  my  iittlei 
mirror  of  knighthood  ?  this  b  kindly  done,  naith : 
welcome,  by  my  troth. 

Xod.  And  how  dost,  frolic  ?  save  you,  fair  laidy« 
Thou  lookest  smug  and  bravely,  noble  Matheo. 

Math.  Drink  and  feed,  lau^  and  lie  warm. 

Xotf.  Is  this  thy  wife? 

Math.  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir,  whom  I  makd 
use  of  a-nights. 

Lod.  Pay  custom  to  your  lips,  sweet  lady. 

Math.  Borrow  some  shells  of  him;  some  wioe^ 
sweetheart. 

Lod.  I'll  send  foi^t  then,  i'faith. 

Math.  You  send  for't?  Some  wine,  I  pi'ytbee. 

BeL  I  have  no  money. 

Math.  'Sblood,  nor  I:  What  wine  love  jon, 
signior? 

Lod.  Here,  or  Fll  not  stay,  I  protest ;  troaUe 
the  gentlewoman  too  much  ?  [ JSri/  BELLAFaovT.] 
And  what  news  flies  abroad,  Matheo  ? 

Math.  Troth  none.  Oh,  signior,  we  have  been 
merry  in  our  days. 

Lod.  And  no  doubt  shall  again. 
The  divine  powers  never  shoot  darts  at  men 
Mortal,  to  kill  them. 

Math.  You  say  true. 

Lod,  Why  sliould  we  grieve  at  want? 
Say  the  world  made  thee  her  roiuion,  that 
Thy  head  lay  in  her  lap,  and  that  she  danced  tfaee 
On  her  wanton  knee,  she  could  but  give  thee  m 

whole 
World;  that's  all,  and  that  all's  nothing r  the 

world's 
Greatest  part  cannot  fill  up  one  comer  of  thy 

heart. 
Sav,  the  three  comers  were  til  filled,  abs ! 
Of  what  art  thou  possessed  ?  a  thin  blown  glass : 
Such  as  by  boys  is  pufilpd  into  the  air. 
Were  twenty  kingdoms  thine,  thou'dst  live  in  cares 
Thod  could'st  nut  sleep  the  better,  nor  live  kmger. 
Nor  merrier  be,  nor  healthfuller,  nor  stroo^r. 
If  then  thou  want'st,  thus  make  that  want  thy 

pleasure. 
No  man  wants  all  things,  nor  has  all  in  measure. 

Math.  1  am  the  most  wretched  fellovr :  sure 
some  left-handed  priest  christened  ine,  I  am  so 
unlucky ;  I  am  never  out  of  one  puddle  or  ano- 
ther, siiil  failing. 

Enter  Bu.lafront  and  Orlakdo. 

Math.  Fill  out  wine  to  my  little  finger^ 
With  my  heart,  i'faith. 

Jj>d.  Thanks,  good  Matheo. 
To  yOur  own  sweet  self. 

OrL  All  the  brokers^  hearts,  sir,  are  otede  of 
flint.  I  can,  with  all  my  knocking  strike  but  sn 
sparks  of  fire  out  of  them ;  lieres  six  ducats^  if 
you'll  take  them. 

Math.  Give  me  them  9  an  evil  conscience  gnaw 
them  all!  moths  and  plagues  hang  upon  tlseik^ 
lousie  wardrobes ! 

Lod.  Is  this  your  man,  Matheo  ?  an  old  ser- 
ving-man. 
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-    VrL  Yoo  may  ^Ve  nie  t'other  half  too^  sir; 
Flint's  the  begear. 
.    Lo<L  WhathasC  there,  gold  ? 

Math.  A  sort  of  rascals  are  ui  my  debt,  God 
knows  what !  and  they  feed  me  widi  hits,  with 
crams ;  a  pox  choke  them  ! 
.    Ijod.  A  word,  Matheo :  be  not  angry  wiih  me; 
Believe  it  that  I  know  tbe  touch  of  tin, 
And  can  part  copper,  though  it  be  ^ded  o'er. 
From  the  true  gold :  the  sails  which  thou  dost 

spread. 
Would  shew  well,  if  they  were  not  borrowed. 
The  sound  of  thy  low  fortunes  drew  me  hither, 
I  give  myself  unto  thee,  pr'ythee  use  me ; 
I  will  bestow  on  you  a  suit  of  sattin, 
AjmI  all  things  else  to-  fit  a  gentleman, 
Because  I  love  you. 

Math,  Thanks,  good  noble  knight. 

Lod,  Call  on  me  when  you  please ; 
Till  then,  farewell.  [ExU. 

Math,  Hast  angled  ?  hast  cut  up  this  fresh  sal- 
mon? 

^BeL  Would'st  have  me  be  so  base  ? 

Math,  Its  base  to  steal,  i{s  base  to  be  a  whore ; 
Tbou'lt  be  more  base,  1*11  make  thee  keep  a  door. 

[Exit, 

OrL  I  hope  he  will  not  sneak  away  with  all  the 
money,  wilt  he  ? 

BeL  Thoitf  seest  he  does. 

OrL  Na^,  then,  its  well.  I  set  my  brains  up- 
on an  upright  last;  though  my  wits  be  old,  yet 
they  are  like  a  withered  pippin,  wholesome.  Look 
jou,  mistrest,  I  told  him  1  had  but  six  ducats  of 
the  (knave^  broker;  but  I  had  eight,  and  kept 
these  two  for  you. 

BeL  Thou  sbould'st  have  given  him  alL 

OriL  What,  to  fly  high? 
.    BeL  Like  waves,  my  miserv  drives  on  misery. 

[Exit. 

OrL  Sell  his  wife's  clothes  from  her  back  r  Does 
any  poulterer's  wife  pull  chickens  alive  ?  He  riots 
all  abroad,  wants  all  at  home ;  he  dices,  whores, 
awaggers,  swear^  cheats,  liorrows,  pawns:  Tli 
give  him  hook  and  line  a  little  more  lor  all  this. 
Yet  sore  i*the  end  he'll  delude  all  my  hopes, 
And  show  me  a  Freocb  trick  danced  on  the  ropes. 

.        [Exit, 

Enter  at  one  Door  Lodovico  and  Carolo  ;  at 
another  Bots  and  Mittreu  Horscleacu  ; 
Cam  DIDO  and  hi»  Wife  appear  in  the  Shop, 

Ijod,  Hist,  hiht,  lieutenant  Bots,  how  dost,  man? 

Cor.  Whither  are  you  ambling,  Madam  Horse- 
leach? 

'Horse.  About  worldly  profit,  sir :  hoiiv  do  your 
worships? 

JSotM,  We  want  tools,  gentlemen,  to  furnish 
the  trade ;  they  wear  out  day  and  night,  they 
wear  out  till  no  mettle  be  left  in  their  back  ;  we 
liear  of  two  or  three  new  wenches  are  come  up 
with  a  carrier,  and  your  old  goshawk  here  is  fly- 
ing at  them. 

XodL  And  faith,  wliat  flesh  have  you  a\  home? 

VOL.  I. 


Horse,  Ordinary  dishes,  by  ray  troth,  sweet  men ; 
there's  few  gobd  i'the  citj[;'l  am  as  well  furni:»lit 
as  any,  and  though  I  say  it,  as  well  customed. 

Bots,  We  have  meats  of  all  sorts  of  dressing  ; 
we  have  stewed  meat  for  your  Frenchmen,  preiiy 
light  picking  meat  for  your  Italian,  and  ihac 
which  is  rotten  roasted  for  Don  Spaniardo. 

Lod,  A  pox  oii't. 

Bots,  We  have  poulterers'  ware  for  your  sweet 
bloods,  as  dove,  cnicken,  duck,  teal,  woodcock, 
and  so  forth :  and  butcher's  meat  for  the  citizen : 
yet  muttons  fall  very  bad  this  year. 

Lod,  Stay,  is  not  that  my  patient  linen-draper 
yonder,  and  my  fine  young  smu^  mistress,  his  wife  ? 

Car,  Sirrah  Grannam,  I'll  give  tliee  for  thy  fee 
twenty  crowns,  if  thou  canst  but  procure  me  the 
wearing  of  yon  velvet  cap. 

Horse,  You'd  wear  another  thing  besides  the 
cap.    You're  a  wag. 

Bots,  Twenty  crowns?  we'll  share,  and  I'll  be 
your  pully  to  draw  her  on. 

Lod,  Do't  presently,  we'll  have  some  sport 

Horse,  Wheel  you  about,  sWeet  men :  do  you 
see,  I'll  cheapen  wares  of  the  man,  whilst  Bots  b 
doing  with  his  wife. 

ImL  To't ;  if  we  come  into  the  shop  to  do  you 
grace,  we*ll  call  you  madam. 

Bots*  Pox  a  your  old  face,  give  it  the  badge  of 
all  scurvy  faces,  a  masque. 

Can,  What  is't  you  lack,  gentlewoman  ?  cam« 
brick  or  lawns,  or  fine  boUands  ?  pray  draw  ncar^ 
I  can  sell  you  a  penn^-worth. 

Buts.  Some  cambnck  for  my  old  lady. 

Can,  Cambnck  ?  you  shall,  the  purest  thread 
in  Milian. 

Lod.  and  Car,  Save  you,  Sigiiior  Candido, 

Lod,  How  does  my  noble  master?  1h>w  my 
fair  mistress  ? 

Can.  My  worshipful  good  serVant,  view  it  welly 
for  'tis  both  fine  and  even. 

Car,  Cry  you  mercy,  madam,  though  mask'd,  I 
thought  it  should  be  you  by  your  man.  Pray, 
Signior,  shew  her  the  best,  for  she  commonly  deals 
for  good  ware. 

Can.  Then  this  shall  fit  her,  this  is  for  your 
ladyship. 

bots.  A  word,  I  pray>  there  is  a  waiting  gen- 
tlewoman of  my  lady's,  her  name  is  Ruyna,  says 
she's  your  kinswoman,  and  that  you  should  be 
one  of  her  aunts. 

Wife,  Oneof  hcraunts?troth,sir,Iknow  her  not. 

Bots,  If  it  pleaw  you  to  hcbtow  the  poor  )a« 
hour  of  your  legs  at  any  time,  I  will  be  your  con* 
voy  thither? 

Wife,  I  am  a  snail,  sir,  seldom  leave  my  house, 
iPt  please  her  to  visit  me,  she  shall  be  welcome. 

Bots.  Do  you  hear?  tbe  naked  troth  is:  my 
lady  hath  a  young  knight,  her  son,  who  loves  you  ; 
youVe  made,  if  you  lay  hold  upon't :  this  jewel  ho 
sends  you. 

Wife.  Sir,  I  return  his  love  and  jewel  with 
scorn ;  let  go  my  hand,  or  I  sliall  call  my  husband. 
You  are  an  arrant  knave.  [Eiit, 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[DSUEAB. 


XodL  Wbat^wiUsbedo? 

Bot$,  Do^tbeJ.8bal^al^floif  Botssets  apon 
then  Mice;  «hc  was  as  if  gbe  IumI  preficst  th^tniiH 
squeamMh  at  firM,  at  last  I  «lMwe4  ber<  this  jewel, 
said,  a  knight  sent  it  bei.  • 

JlaxL  1st  gold,  and  right  stones? 

BoU,  Copper,  copper,  I  -go  a  fishing  with  these 
baits.  She  nibhled,  but  would  not  swallow  |the 
hook,  because  the  cunger^head  her  haslMuui  was 
by :  but  she  bids4be  geatleoian  name  miy  after- 
noon, and  she'U  meet  hinat  her  gapden-botoe) 
which  I  know.. .  »  ■      -     .,  i.  .. . . 

Lod,  Is  this  no  lie  now  ? 

Bots,  DaoHi  me  if-—  • 

LotL  Oh  pr'ythee  atay  there. 

Boti.  The  twenty  crowns,,  sir. 

ImI.  Before  he  has  his  work  done?  but  on 
my  knightly  word,  he  shall  pay't  thee. 

Enter  Astolfo^    Beraldo^  Fontimell,    and 

BRYANh 

Ast.  I  thought  thou  had'st  been  gone  into  thine 
own  conntrjF*    •  •' 

Bryan.  No  faat  k,  I  cannot  go  dis  four  or 
treedayes. 

Ber,  Look  thee,  yonder*8  the  shop,  and  that's 
the  man  himself.      .     .< ..  >  t 

Fonti,  Thou  shalt  but  cheapen,  and  do  as  we 
told  thee,  to  put  ajest^ipoahin,  to  abuse  his 
patience. 

Bryan.  I  faat,  I  doubtroy  pate  shall  be  knocked : 
but  sa  crees  sa  me,  for  your  shakes,  1  will  nwue 
to  any  line»<lraper  in  heU  come  preddy«    <  *  • 

Omnes.  Save  you,  gallants. 

Lod  and  Car,  Oh,  well  met ! 

Can,  You'll  give -no  more  you  say?  I  cannot 
take  it.  ... 

Horse,  Truly  ni  give  no  more. 

Can.  It  must  not  ietch  it.  What  wo'd  you 
bave,  sweet  gentlemen? 

Mi.  Nay,  here's  the  customer. 

[Exeunt  hoT%  and  Horseleach. 

Lod,  The  garden-house  you  say  ?  we'll  bolt 
out  your  roguery. 

Can.  I  will  but  lay  these  parcels  by— My  men 
are  all  at  Customhouse  unloading  wares;  if  cam- 


brick  yoa  wo'd  deal  in,  there's  dke  best,  all  MD- 
Ian  cannot  sample  it.  r^  ' 

Lod.  Do  you  hear?  one,  two,  three :  S'foot, 
there  came  in  foorgaUaats;  •sore'yoiir  wiftis 
slipt  .up,  and  tbe^ fourth 'man  I^holdinj  life  is 
grafting  your  wardentree.  ^       .  *  >   i 

Con.  Ha,  ha,  ha:  you  gentlemen  are  full  of  jest 
If  she  be  ap,  sbc^s  gone  seme^wafea  tt>  thow^ 
I  have  aboi«  at  geod^wares-  as  beiowi  • 

Lod*  Hav»you<«»^  nay  tfaen^^.    i 

Can.  Now,  gentlemen,  b't  cambridLS? 

Bryan.  I  pn^ee  now  let  mehave^e-best  warn. 

Gam  What's  tbal-he  says,  pray,  gentfteBMoi  • 

Lod.  Mar»y,  he  says  we^«re  lake  4o  lave  die 
best  wares.    ••  .    ,.  j.  -    j  i » 

Can.  The  best  wares !  all  are  bad,  yet  wares 
do  good,  wo 

And,  like  to  surgeons,  let  sick  kingdoms  blood. 

Bryan.  Faat  a  devil  pretest  4ow»  tu^  a  pg»oB 
dee,  I  preddee  let  me  see  someboMeo,  to  make 
linen  Shirts,  for  fear  my  body  be  iovsy*     .,     . 

Can.  Indeed  I  understand  no  word^be  speaks. 

Car.  Marry,  he  says,  that  at  the  «ege  in  Hol- 
land there  was*  much  bc^wdry  usedaiaoi^  theeol- 
diers,  though  they 'were  lovsy. 

Can.  It  may  be  so,  that's  likely,  trae  indeed. 
In  every  garden,  sir,  does  grow  that  weed. 

Bryan,  Pox  on  de  gardens,  and  dewceds^  and 
de  fooles  cap  dere,  and  de  doatetf;  iMar^  dost 
make  a  hobby-horse  of  me  ^  '        * 

Omnee:  Oh^  fie^he  has  torn  the  cambridc 

Can.  Tis  «o  matter.  •*       .      .     -    .     i 

Ast.  It  frets  me  to  the  souL 

.  Can.  So  does  not  me.  • 
My  customers  do  oft  for  remnants  call, 
These  are  two  remnants  now,  no  loss  at  all^ 
But  let  me  tell  you,  were  my  senraatsbere^ 
It  would  have  cost  more.— ^Thaak  yeo^  gentle- 
men, 
I  use  you  wel^  pray  know  my  shop  again. 

[JEf»r. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  come,  come,  let's  f^  let^ 

go.  •       •  [ffOMt 

Enter  Matheo  (brave  *')  and  Bcllafrokt. 

Math.  How,  am  I  suited.  Front?  am  1  not 

gallant,  ha? 


*<^  Frarrfen-#rfle--A  pear  tree.  "  FoUmum.  Plin.  Volema  aatem  pyra  sont  pregianduu  iCa  dicla«  oeoi 

]rj;Jrr2;:^^^^'?^/A:4Ti'    '''^  ^"^"^^  "^  thi.pcar  p-u-a  d.  ^am.    see  Mr  St^ST*. 

ul'^f!'^'^^^  e./>i«,^aM£i/y  draw.    As,  in  Lyly's  Eupkues  and  hit  E»gUmd,  p.  67  :  «<*aBOther  Uvctb 
all  his  living  upon  bis  baclte,jiidging  that  women  are  wedded  to  bravcric," 
The  Picture^  by  JVlassioger,  A.  3.  S,  6 : 

"  And  to  how  many  seveml  women  you  are 
**  Beh^diag  for  year  bravery.'* 


Th^  Emptrer  of  the  East,  A.  S.  S.  1 : 


" — her  bravety 

•*  So  alters  her,  I  had  forgot  her  face.'' 
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BeL  Yevtiiv  ym  «r»«iiiteil  welh 

Math,  Exoesdiag  pi^•Ml^weIl,  and  to  the  time. 

BeL  The  tailor^lMw.pUiyed  his  pert  with  you. 

Mat^  An4I  havepiajMa  geadeiAan's  |mrt 
with  my  tailor,  for  I  owe  him  for  the  making  of 
it. .      ..  M     . 

BeL  And  why  did  yoa  so,  sir?  ^  i     .  ^ 

Math,  To  keep  the  fashion*  t  It's  yoiap'only 
fashion  now'of  yaur  best  rank  of  -galiants,  to 
make  their  tailors  <awNS  fst  their  money ;  neither 
were  it  wisdom  indeed' to*  pay  dnnr  npbn  the 
first  editien.of  h  new.suit^ifior  commenly  the^suit 
is  owing  for,!  when  the  iininga  are  worn  oat,  '■  and 
there's  no  reason^tlien  that  the  tailor  should  be 
paid  befone4berm«roeri»  t  ^  ••;        .-u.    .    i     ' 

BeL  Is  this  the  suit  the  knight  bestowed  upon 

yOU?M  .     :    I     I  1  .'      t\j       i   i;  ^       fj    .   fi     ''<-  » 

M^h*  This 4s  the •«it,iand  I  need' not -sbaroe  < 
to  wear  it;  for  better  neo  than  I  wonid  brghni  to 
have  suita  bestowedfiOft^lhem.  ItTs  afenttreus- 
fellow, — bot-^pox  on  him — we,  whose  peiicra- 
nions  are  the  very  limbecks  and  stiUttories  of  ffood 
wit,  and  fly  high,  ilMisetlriFo  liquordom  o^  stale 
Aping  uystqjk  Shallow  knight!  poor  Squire 
Tinacheo:  llfmak^  a  wild  Catalan  ^  of  torty 
such :  hang  him»<  he's  an  as%  he's  always  saber.  > 

BeL  This  is  yonr  fault  to  wound  your  friends 
atilL  .'     ...    V,    ..         '         .  :  . 

Math,  No  faith.  Front,  Lodovico  is 'a>  noble 
Slavonian :  it*s  more  rare  to  sechtmio  awaman*s 
company,  than«for  aSpaaiard  >to  to  into  England, ; 
and  to  challebge  the  English  ^cers  <there.-r 
One  knocks, — Sec — La^fOf  iol,  ^/(h  fi,  wstle 
in  silks  and  sattins :  there's  music  m  thts^  and  a 
tafiety  petticoat,  it  makes  both  fly  high,— Catzo. 

Enter  Bella  front,  after  her  Orlakdo  like 
himulff  with  four  Men,  after  him, 

BeL  Matheo  ?  'tis  my  father.  •     • 

Math,  Ha,  father  ?  it's  no  matter,  he  finds  no 
tattered  prodigals  here. 

OrL  Is  not  the  door  good  enough  to  hold  your 
blue  coals  ?  away,  knaves.r  >  Wear  not  your  elathes 
thread-bare  ai-koees  forme  ;•  beg  hc^en's-'bles- 
mtg,  not  mine.  Ohf  <U7  yo«p  worship  meroy, 
atv;^  was  somewhat* bold  to  mlk  to  this  gentle- 
wooMUH  your  wife' here.   . 

Math,  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir. 


OrL  Stand  not,  sir,  bare  to  me;  I  have  read 

'      -•     oft  >    ■ 

That  serpents,  who  creep  low,  belch  ranker  poi- 
son 
Than  winged  dragons  do,  that  fly  aloft. 

Math,  if  it  offend  you,  sir  ?  'tis  for  my  plea^ 
sure. 

OrL  Yonr  pleasure  be*t,  sir  ?  umh,  is  this  your 
palace.^   •    •    • 

BeL  Yes,  and  our  kingdom,  for  'tis  our  content 

OrL  Its  a  very  poor  kingdom  then ;  what,  are 
all  your  subject  gone  a  sheep-shearing  ?  not  a 
maid  ?  not  a  man  r  not  so  much  as  a  cnt  ?  you 
keep  a  good  bouse  betike^  just  like  one  of  yV)ur 
profession,  every  room  with  bare  wdtls,-  and  a 
half-headed  bed  to  vault  upon,  as  all  your  bawdy- 
houses  are.  Pray,  who  are  your  upholsters  ?  Oh, 
the  spiders,  I  see ;  they  bestow  hangings  upon 
yoa..-'  '      ' 

Math,  Bawdy-house !  Zounds  !  sir— •        ^ 

BeL    Oh,  sweet  Matheo,  peace.    Upon  my 
knees        .  . .   <      • 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  not  to  arraign  me     '         ' 
For  sins,  which  heaven,  I  hope,  long  since  hath 

pardoned. 
Those  flames,  like'lighuimg  hashes,  are  so  spent. 
The  heat  nomorepemaias^  than  where  ships  went, 
Or  where  birds  cut  the  air,  the  print  remains. 

Math,  Pox  on  him,  kneel  to  a  dog ! 

BeL  She  that's  a  whore 
Lives  gallant,  fares  well,  is  not,  like  rae,  poof ; 
I  have  now  as  small  acquaintance  with  that  sin, 
As  if  I  had  never  known  it ;  that,  never  been. 

OrL  No  acquaintance  with' it !  what  maintains 
thee  then?  how  dost  live  then?  has  thy  husband 
any  lands?  any  rents  coming  in,  any  stock  going, 
any  ploughs  jogging,  any  ships  sailing?  hast  thou 
any  waresto  torn,  so  much  as  to  get  a  single  penny 
bfi  yeoi  chou  hast  ware  to  sell,  knaves  are  thy 
chapmen, and: thy  shop  b  hell. 

Matht  Do  you  hear,  sir^ 
.  OrL  So^  sir,  I  do  hear,  sir,  more  of  you  than 
you  dream  I  do.  • 

Math.  You  fly  a  litrie  too  high,  sir. 

OrL  Why,  sir,  too  high  f 
'    Math,  I' have  suffer^  your  tongne,  like  ^  a 
bard  cater  tra,  to  run  all  this  while,  and  have  not 
stopt  it. 


Ibid.  A.  4.  S.  1 :  ' 

'*  Tve  bnllt  no  palacirs  to  fkce  the  Court, 

**  Nor  do  my  follower's  bravery  shame  his  train.** 

**  A  wild  Catalan  of  forty  tuch :— 1.  e.  forty  snch  shallow  kpigbts,  &c.  would  go,  to  the  composition  of 
a  Mtrterovi  thief.    See  a  note  on  the  Merry  Wioes  of  Windsor,  last  edition,  p.  ^65. 

^^ji  bard  cater  tra— The  following  passage  from  The  Art  ofjugglingy  or  Legerdemaitu,  by  8.  R.  4to. 
16l«,  Sign.  C  4,  will  ouffieientiy  explain  the  terroi  afeoVe  nsW  |  "  Mrst  you  most  know  a  langret,  which 
is  a  die  that  simple  men  have  seldom  heard  of,  but  ttrten  seeMe  to  ttieif  cost ;  and  thi^  is  a  well-favoured 
ilie,  and  seemeth  good  and  square,  ^ct  It  Is  forged  lotiger  npon  the' cater  andtrea  than  any 'other  way  ;  and 
therefore  it  ii  called  a  langreL  tiuch  be  also  called  bai-d  cater  treai,  because  commonly  the  longer  end  will 
pf  bisowqcswa^drawedownewards,aad  turne  up  to  theeie  sice  sinckedeace  or  ac^  The  principal  use  of 
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OrL  Well,  ur,  jou  talk  like  a  gametler. 

Math.  If  you  'come  to  bark  at  her,  liecaase 
she's  a  poor  rogue;  look  you,  here's  a  Bute  peih, 
sir,  and  there,  there  the  door. 

BeL  Matheo? 

Math.  Yoar  blue  coats  stav  for  you,  sir. 
I  loTp  a  good  honest  roaring  boy,  and  so — 

OrL  1  hat's  the  devit. 

Math.  Sir,  sir,  1*11  have  no  Joves  in  my  house 
to  thunder  avnunt :  she  shall  live  and  be  main- 
tained ;  when  you,  like  a  keg  of  musty  sturgeon, 
shall  stink.  Where  ?  in  your  coffin.  How  ?  be 
a  musty  fellow,  and  lousy. 

OrL  I  know  she  shall  be  maintained,  but  how  ? 
she  like  a  quean,  thou  like  a  knave ;  she  like  a 
whore,  thou  like  a  thief. 

Math.  Thief!  zounds,  thief ! 

BeL  Good  dearest  Matheo.— Father ! 

Math.  Pox  on  you  both,  Til  not  be  braved : 
new  satdn  scorns  to  be  put  down  with  bare 
bawdy  veU-et.    Thief ! 

OrL  Aye,  thief;  thouVt  a  murtherer,  a  cheat- 
er, a  whore-monger,  a  pot-hunter,  a  borrower,  a 
beg^r — 

BeL  Dear  father — 

JB^atk.  An  old  ass,  a  dog,  a  churl,  a  chufl^  an 
usurer,  a  villain,  a  moth,  a  mangy  mule  with  an 
old  velvet  foot- cloth  on  his  back,  sir. 

BeL  Oh  me ! 

OrL  Varlct,  for  this  Fll  hang  thee. 

Math.  Ha,  ha,  alas. 

OrL  Thou  kecpest  a  man  of  mine  here,  under 
my  nose. 

Math.  Under  thy  beard. 

OrL  As  arrant  a  smell^modc,  for  an  old  mat- 
ton^nonger,  as  thyself. 

Math.  No  as  yourself. 

QrL  As  arrant  a  purse^taker  as  ever  cried, 
stand ;  yet  a  good  fellow,  I  confess,  and  valiant; 
but  he'll  bring  thee  to  the  gallows ;  you  both  have 
robbed  of  late  two  poor  country  pedlars. 

J^aM.  How's  this?  how's  this?  dost  thoa  fl 
high  ?  rob  pedlars?  bear  witness,  Front,  foI 
pedlars  ?  my  man  and  I  a  thief. 

BeL  Oh,  sir,  no  more. 

OrL  Aye,  knave,  two  pedlars,  hue  and  cry  is 
up,  warrants  are  out,  and  I  shall  see  thee  climb 
a  ladder. 

Math.  And  come  down  again  as  well  as  a 
bricklayer,  or  a  tyier.  How  the  vengeance  knows 
he  this  ?  if  I  be  hanged,  Til  tdl  the  people  I 
married  old  Friscobaldo's  daughter,  I7I  frisco 
Jou,  and  your  old  carcase. 

OrL  Tell  what  thou  canst;  if  I  stay  here  longer, 


I  shall  be  hanged  too,  for  being  in  thy  oorapany  ; 
therefore,  as  1  found  you,  I  leave  yoa. 

Math.  Kneel,  and  get  money  of  btm. 

OrL  A  knave  and  a  quean,  a  thief,  and  a 
strumpet,  a  couple  of  beggars,  a  brace  of  baggai^cju 

Math.  Hang  upon  him.  Aye,  aye,  sir,  fare  yoa 
well ;  we  are  so :  follow  close — we  are  be^^us — 
in  sattin — to  him. 

BeL  Is  this  your  comfort,  when  so  mmaj  years 
You  have  left  me  frozen  to  death  ? 

OrL  Freeze  sull,  starve  still. 

BeL  Yes,  so  I  shall ;  I  must,  I  moat  and  will 
If  as  you  say  I'm  poor,  relieve  me  tbeb. 
Let  me  not  sell  ray  body  to  base  men. 
You  call  me  strumpet,  heaven  knows  I  am  none : 
Your  cruelty  may  drive  me  to  be  one : 
Let  not  that  sin  be  yours;  let  not  the  shame 
Of  common  whore  five  long^  than  my  name. 
That  cunning  bawd.  Necessity,  n^t  aod  day 
Plots  to  undo  me ;  drive  that  bag  awaj. 
Lest  being  at  lowest  ebb,  as  now  I  am, 
I  sink  for  ever. 

OrL  Lowest  ebb,  what  ebb? 

BeL  So  poor,  tbu,  though  to#ell   it  be  my 
'shame, 
I  am  not  worth  h  dish  to  hold  my  meat ; 
I  am  yet  poorer,  I  want  bread  to  eat. 

OrL  It  s  not  seen  by  your  cheeks. 

Math.  1  think  she  has  road  an  homily  to  tkkia 
too  the  old  rogue. 

OrL  Want  bread?  there's  sattin  :  bake  that. 
.    Math.  S'blood,  make  pasties  of  my  docfacs? 

OrL  A  fair  new  cloke,  stew  that ;  an  ezcelleot 
gilt  rapier. 

Math.  Will  you  eat  that,  sir  ? 

OrL  I  could  feast  ten  good  fellows  w;ih  those 
hangers. 

Math.  The  pox  you  shall. 

OrL  I  shall  not,  till  thou  beggest,  diink  tboa 
art  poor; 
And  when  thou  becgest^  Fll  feed  tbee  at  my 

door, 
As  I  feed  dog%  with  bones ;  till  then  beg. 
Borrow,  pawn,  steal,  and  bang,  turn  bawd* 
When  thou*rt  no  whore  :*~m^  heart-strings  sore 
Would  crack,  were  they  strained  more.       [EnL 

Math.  This  is  your  father,  your  damned-^ 
confusion  light  upon  all  the  gcoeration  of  yoa ! 
he  can  come  bra^ng  hither  with  four  white 
herrings  at's  tail,  m  blue  coats  without  roes  ifl 
their  lollies,  but  I  may  starve  ere  he  give  me  so 
much  as  a  cob.  '° 

BeL  What  tell  you  me  of  this  ?  alas. 

I^ath.  Co  trot  i^fler  your  dad,  do  yoa  captu- 


them  is  at  Xovoro ;  for  so  longc  a  pn'^c  afford  cater  treas  be  walking  on  the  board,  so  long  can  ye  not  cast 
live  nor  nine,  unlcs  it  be  by  great  ch%ce,  that  the  roughnes  of  the  table,  or  some  other  nOppr,  force  iboa 
to  stay,  and  run  against  their  kirtde  :  for  without  cater  or  trea  ye  know  that  five  or  nine  can  never  cook/ 

Monsieur  D*01ivc,  1606,  the  stop  cater  ire  is  mentioned ;  and  again.  The  London  Prodigal. 
-M  *i.i  ^  ^^^^^  herring  is  called  a  coh.    See  Nash's  Lenten  Sti{ff*     This  is,  however,  a  qaibble  here,  fet 
I  thlaK  a  cob  in  IreUad  signifies  a  coin,  or  piece  of  money. 
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late,  111  pawn  not  for  700,]  111  not  tteal  to  be 
hanged  for  such  an  hypocritical  clone  common 
harlot;  awaj,  you  dog — Brave  yfaith  !  Udsfoot ! 


give  me  some  meat* 
BeL  Yes,  sir. 


[Exit. 


Math.  Goodman  slave,  my  man,  too,  is  ^lop- 
ed to  the  devil  a|the  t'odier  side.  Pacheco,  1 11 
checo  you :  Is  this  your  dad*s  day  ?  England, 
they  sav,  is  the  only  hell  for  horses,  and  only  Pa- 
radise for  women ;  pray,  get  you  to  that  Paradise, 
because  you're  called  an  Honest  Whore.  There 
they  live  none  but  honest  whores,  with  a  pox ! 
Marry,  here,  in  oar  city,  all  our  sex  are  but  foot- 
dorii  nags;  the  masTer  no  sooner  lights,  but  the 
man  leaps  into  the  saddle. 

Enter  Bellafront,  with  Meat. 

BeL  Will  you  sit  down,  I  pray,  sir? 

Math.  I  could  tear,  by  the  Lord !  his  flesh, 
and  eat  his  midriff  in  salt,  as  1  eat  this.-*-Must  I 
choke. — My  father  Friseobaldo !  I  shall  make  a 
pitiful  hog-louse  of  you,  Orlando,  if  you  fall  once 
into  my  fingers.—- Here's  the  savounest  meat ;  I 
have  got  a  stomach  with  chafing.  What  rogue 
should  tell  him  of  those  two  pedlers  f  A  plague 
choke  him,  and  gnaw  him  to  die  bare  bones ! — 
Come,  fill. 

BeL  Thou  sweatest  with  very  an^,  good 
aweet :  Vex  not ;  'las  'tis  no  fault  of  nuoe. 

Math.  Where  didst  buy  this  mutton  ?  I  never 
felt  better  ribs. 

BeL  A  neighbour  sent  it  me. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Math.  Hah,  neighbour?  fob,  my  mouth  stbks ! 
You  whore,  do  you  beg  victuals  for  me?  Is  this 
aattin  doublet  to  b^  bombasted^'  with  broken 
Moetat  ?  [Takes  up  the  Stool. 


OrL  What  wai  you  do,  sir? 

Math,  Beat  out  the  brains  of  a  beggarly— 
[Exit  Bellafront. 

OrL  Beat  out  an  ass's  head  of  your  own : — 
Away,  mistress! — Zounds!  do  but  touch  one 
hair  of  her,  and  1*11  so  quilt  your  cap  with  old 
iron,  that  your  coxcomb  shall  adie  the  worse 
these  seven  ^ears  for*!:  Does  she  look  like  m 
roasted  rabbit,  that  you  must  have  the  head  for 
the  brains  ? 

Math.  Ha,  ha  I  Go  out  of  roy  doors,  you  rogu^ 
away !  Four  marks,  trudge. 

OrL  Four  marks  ?  no,  sir,  my  twenty  pounds 
that  you  have  made  fly  high,  and  I  am  gone. 

Math.  Must  I  be  fed  with  chippings?  you're 
best  get  a  clap-dish,  '*  and  say  yoorre  proctor  to 
some  Spittal-house.  Where  hast  thou  been,  Pa- 
checo ?  Come  hither,  my  little  turkey-cock. 

OrL  I  cannot  abidci  sir,  to  see  a  woman  wrong- 
ed; not  I, 

Math*  Sirrah,  here  was  my  fatber4n-law  to-day. 

OrL  Pish,  then  you're  full  of  crowns. 

Math.  Hang  him,  be  would  have  thrust  crowns 
upon  me,  to  have  fallen  in  again,  but  I  scorn  cast 
clothes,  or  any  man's  gold. 

OrL  But  mine;  how  did  he  brook  that,  sir? 

Math.  Oh,  swore  like  a  dozen  of  drunken  tink- 
ers; at  last,  growing  foul  in  words,  he  and  four  of 
his  men  drew  upon  me,  sir. 

OrL  In  your  nouse  ?  would  I  had  been  by. 

Math.  I  made  no  more  ado,  but  fell  to  mv  old 
lock,  and  so  thrashed  my  blue  coats,  and  old 
crabtree-face  my  father-in-law,  and  then  walked 
like  a  lion  in  my  grate. 

OrL  Oh,  noble  master ! 

Math.  Sirrah,  he  could  tell  ine  of  the  robbing 
the  two  pedlers.  and  that  warrants  are  out  for  ua 
both. 


3»  J^0mkasted^l.  c.  staffed  out.    80,  In  Gascoigne**  Fable  ofjeronimij  p.  232  x 

**  Thy  bodies  bolstred  out 

With  bumbast  and  with  bagges. 
Thy  roales,  thy  ruffes,  thy  caules,  thy  doifes, 

Thy  jerkins,  and  thy  jagges.'* 

To  bpmhast  was,  in  genera],  to  stuff  with  cotton.  See  Mr  Steeveni*8  Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henr^  IK 

A^.  «.  9a  4r. 

^*  Clapdisk,—*^  The  beggars,  two  or  three  centuries  ago,  used  to  proclaim  their  want  by  a  wooden 
dish  with  a  moveable  cover,  which  they  clacked  to  show  that  the  vessel  was  empty.**  See  Mr  ^teeveos's 
^ote  on  Measure  for  Measure,  A.  3.  S.  2. 

Again,  in  Churchyard's  Challenge,  1593,  p.  143  : 

**  Where  I  was  wont,  the  golden  chaioes  to  wear, 
A  payre  of  beads  about  my  necke  was  wound, 
A  linoen  cloth  was  lapt  about  my  beare, 
A  ragged  gowne,  that  trailed  on  the  ground, 
^  dish  that  dlapt,  and  gave  a  heavy  sound, 
A  staying  staffe,  and  wallet  therewithal!, 
I  hear  about,  as  witnene  of  my  fsU.*' 

^vertf  Man  in  hit  Hitmour,  A.  2.  8. 1 :  «  An  he  thhik  to  be  relieved  by  me,  when  he  is  got  into  one  o* 
your  city  pounds^  the  counters,  he  has  got  the  wrong  sow  by  the  ear  Tfeith,  and  claps  hU  dish  at  the  wrvnr 
plan's  door.**  ^ 
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OrL  Good  sir,  IUk64lo4ilio«t€mkers..  i« 

Jl«fi|«'€qtdchalter»  wo't  set  thy  foot  to  miiie  ? 

^k  How,  air,  «|  drinking  ? 
^-JkUlh^fVi^  poll  itlMifc  oM.  aam^ftttf  fktber : 
«d^  4li]r.  masttr^  I  ikoow  tbe  bouM».  thoife  ibe 
NieirviinlB^  lli^t^itdbase.^'  isfidv^  plot  to  get 
it  «My  «  the,dogiwiU  n*t  part^frooi  a  boot.,!  u 
.1  'OmI  ^Juck'/t^ont  aC  bis  throat,  theo :  1*11  snarl 
lor  0De»  if  this  can  bite.  i   -  r  < 

Matk.  Say  no  more,  say  no  more^  old  colt ; 
»aat  me  anoa  at  the  sign  of  tbe  Shipwreck. 

Or/L  Yes, sir.         .*     ■  i.-  u     > -.  !•«:: 

3IiUk  And  dost  hear,  man?— tbe  Shipwreck, 
.*.     *  n>n  (  n-  t  .ti  'o  1  t  •*-  •  I  -J' .    *.t.  [Mtrit, 

Ori.  Xhmi/'rfeiat  the  Shipwreck  now,  and  like  a 
ii  T  .,  <«t«iwionMr  \  •  ■.'-'•  hko.  i  .  d  .   i  kf. 
Mdfinil  JUMapestt^nttb  4ho«a  vaneatdest  piay^ 
Wbose/Ulliance^  whore-lik^yis  to  cast  thee  away. 

Enter  Hipolito  and  Bellafrokt. 

And  bereTi^aaiifthsr  vessalf  hfitter>frani^  i ... 
Bat  as  iU*msanfd>  beMuduag^nriU  ba^rongbty 
Jf  lescaa  eoma  not}  Uke  amaaioftwar .  .«• 
Ill  therefore  bravely  out;:  soflfiewhat  111  do^ 
And  either  save  them  both,  or  periah  toa    \ 

Hip^M  is  my  fate  to  be  bewitched  by  those  ^ 
eyes. 

BeL  Fate?  yourfoUf.-^     .^4  t  ^ 
Why  ibo«kl  my  face  tbos  mad  yon?  Isa,  those 

'♦         '■  fCOlpOrS  1»  X      i  "t     1         *     •'     .         -:       .-i 

Are  iroupd  ap  kin§  agt^  whiah  Jbeaaty  apsead^ 
The  flowers  tnat  once  grev  heriyare  wisbtrsdi  > 
Yoa  tamed  my  black  soul  white,  made  it  look 

new,  !      ^(  u        *    '    ♦  ,  jv 

AndsbouUiI  sio^  iineW  should  i be  with  yea. 

Hip*  Yoor  baody  1*11  offtr  you  fair  play.  When 
first 
We  met  i*the  lists  together,  yoo  remember 
You  were  a  common  rebel ;  with  one  parley 
1  won  you  to  come  in. 

Bel  You  did. 

Hip.  Ill  try 
If  now  I  can  beat  dowp  this  chastity 


With  the  fame  Ordnance*    Will  yoa  yield  this 

..     fott,      .    .  „  ,. 

If  with  the  power  of  argument  now,  as  then, 
I  get  of  you  the  conquest :  as  before     .      . 
Xtdraed  you  honest,  now  to  turn  you  whor^ 
By  foroi  of  stieos  persuasion  ? 
:  iBek  If  you  can, 
I  yield.      \   ^  t*  »     i-    '.*.    .     .  * ' 

Hip,  The  alarm's  stmckopt  I'm  yoor  maa. 

BeL  A  woman  gives  defiance. 

Bip.»!L^    . 
;  J3e&ficfiiH>  '  '    * 
Tiflaibraiie  battlateenooaotervMn.   <  -. 

fiip.  Yoo  men  that  areiOf  fight  in  rim  same  war 
To  whidi  I'm  prest,  and  plead  at  the  same  bar. 
To  win  a  woman,  if  you  would  have  me  speedy 
Send  all  your  wishes. 

Be^  NodoiibbyoutreheanVff^soeed.   , 
•  Hip*  Totba.a  harlot,*— that  you  stand  upon, — 
The  tverymame^  a  ehann  ta  nsake  you  one. 
Hailot  was«.dameof<so  divine  i 
And  ffavisbiag  tondi,  that  she  was  ooBonbine  ^ 
ToanEnf^iii^kiag:  her  sweet  bewitching  eye» 
Did  the  kine's  bearMtrinp  ta  sucb  love^knotatie. 
That  eaen  die  coyest  was  proud  when  she  could 

hear 
Men  say,  Behold,  another  harlot  there. 
And,  after  her,:aM  women  that  were  fiur 
Were  h«lots>onU«d|  as  to  this  day  some  are: 
Besides,  her  dalliance  she  so  well  docs  mix, 
That  she's  in  Latin  called  the  Meretrix, 
Thus  for  the  name ;  for  the  profession,  this; 
Who  lives  in  bondage,  lives  laced ;  the  chief  blisa 
This  world  below  can  yield,  is  liberty; 
And  wboi  tbaowberesy-witli looser  wings  dare  fly? 
As  Jano^s  proud  ^linkspreads  tbe  iaisMt  tail, 
6o  ibesr  a  strumpet  hoist  the  loftiest  saiL 
She^s  no  man's  slave,  men  are  her  slaves;  her 

eye 
Moves  not  on  wheels  screwed  cp  with  jealou^. 
She,  horsed  or  coached,  does  inerry  joumies  make. 
Free  as  the  sun  in  his  ^It  zodiac ; 
As  bravely  does  she  shine,  as  fast  she's  driven^ 
But  stays  not  King  in  any  house  of  heaven  ; 


'^  7%e  pureka$9  it  rich,'^PMrekat$  was  aocieotly  a  cant  word  for  ttolen  goods.  As,  hi  0«rCiblMMw 
iWi>)-Ar2.  8. 4 :  ^  All  tbe  parses  and  pmrckau  I  give  you  to-day  by  conveyance,  bring  hither  to  Unla's 
Pfeseotly.** 


-I'the  mean  -time, » 


Do  you  two  pack  up  all  tbe'goods  and  jmrcAote, 
That  we  can  carry  i  tbe  twq  ti^uiks.*' 

See  also  Mr  WhaUey*s  Note  on  the  last  passage,  and  Mr  Ste^vem*s  Note  on  the  Fifst  Part  of  Heary  IT. 
A*  9.  8. 1. 
*♦  conevibine 

To  on  TnglUh  king, — Jrlotta  (from  whem'e  'the  word  harlot  is  fiincifally  derived)  was  not  tbe  < 


cabioa  of  an  Baglish  mooarcb,  but  mistress  to  Robert,  one  of  the  dukes  of  Normandy,  and  father  to  WUv 
liaiB  the  Conqueror.    8. 
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Bitf  fhifts  from  sign  to  dgn  ber  uaoroos  priies, 
Ifttra  neb  baiag  fiibeA  she's  d#w%llNMk«vn«itthe 

«t/*^  inseSi'Mii    .  ,-      ■     '.  - .(.  1' :    •  .-I «   no 
la  brieff  j^eBtlemen  haunt  them,  soldiers  fight  for 

Few  meo  but  know  them,  few  or  none  abhor 

them;  u    m.  f  .  •  1 1  %i    ^. 

ThnSy  for  sport  sake,  speak  I,  as  to  a  woman, 
Whom,  as  the  worst  groand,  I  wouMttnni  to 

common:  >    ia. 

Bat  jou  I  would  enclose  for  mine  own  bed* 
BcL  So  should  a  husband  be  dishonoured. 
J^  DisboaouFBd  L  «ot^  whit  :^  to  fall  to  one, 
Besictes  your  husband,  is  to  fall  xb  none. 
For  one  no  number  is.  <       1 1 

BeL  Faiths  sbaiM  you  take 
One  in  your  heA,  would  youihat  reckoning  make  ? 
^is  time  you<eoundir«ti«at.. .  lvmm  :  )fu  ti  m    f 

H(p.£aytthaMXiffeo|}i  . 
Is  the  day  ours  ? 

BeL  llie  battle's  but  half  done. 
None  but  Toontlf  hara^  3i»t  soeoded  alarms. 
Let  (OS  atfike  tmm,  else  youdishoiMHir  armsiv 
Hip.  If  yeo  ean  win^he  day,  nr  •     i  '  ) 
The  glorVs  youra     »    .    >    ^  i  * 

BeL  To  pieirem  woman  should  not  be  a  whor^, 
When  she  was  —rinj'shw  had'Onemaii,4MKl«oo 

I    t  more ;  .   <  v    -  a  ■  iu     »  -c    u .  ^ 
Yet  she  was  tied  to  laws  then ;  for,  even  then, 
ms  said,  she  was  not  made  for  men,  but  man^ 
Anon,  t!incraa8a  easth'sbeoad,  she  -law  wasnrasied. 
Men  shoald.take.'inany  wivea;  and  th«ighitbty 
marcied't  •     ».  •     • ;  »  •    .:  "     *•  •  "     vt  • 
According  ta  that  act,  yet  'tis  not  known, 
-   But  that  thosecarivesdirefe  dnlyptied  taxme. 
New  parliamenls  wes»  sinoe^'forin«Wioae  wo» 

man  /:,'.»;     -  ,   .  -s  . 

Is  shared  between  three  hundred,  nay  she's  com- 
mon; .1.1  I 
Common^as  spotted  leopards,  whom  for  sport 
Men  hunt,  to  get  the  flesh,  but  care  not  for^t. 
So  spread  thev  nets  of  gold,  and  tune  their  calls^ 
To  enchant  ailly  woman  ito  take  falls  t    ■  - 
Swearing,  they  are  aogel9,<  whioh  that  they  may 

'  win, )  /  .'        •       .      J     ', 

They'll  hire  the  devil  to  come  with  false  dice  in. 
Oh  sirens  subtle  tunes  !  yourselves  you  flattery 
And  our  weak  6e&  betray ;  s»  meir  love  water ; 
It  serves  to  wash  their  hands^  ibat,  >beiug  once 

foul,  ^  '  ».     n    -     I 

The  water  down  is  poured,  cast  out  of  doors. 
Ami  eves  of  such  base  usedo  roe»make  whores. 
A  harlot,  like  a  hen,  more  sweotatu  reaps,' 
To  pick  men  one  by  one  up,  tliaain  heaps; 
Yet  all  feeds  but  confounding.    Say -you  should 

taste  roe, 
J  serve  but  for  tlie  time,  and  when  the  day 
Of  war  is  done,  am  cashiered  out  uf  pay ; 
If  like  lame  soldiers  I  could  beg,  that's  all, 
And  there's  lust*s  rendezvous,  an  hospital 
Who  then  would  be  a  man's  slave,  a  roan's  woman  ? 
She's  half-starved  the  fir>t  day  that  feeds  in  com 
inon. 


H^.  You  should  not  feed  so,  but  with  me  alone. 

BeL  If  I  drink  poison  by  stealth,  i^Wdet  all  one? 
Is't  not  rank  poison  still  with  you  alone! 
Nay,  sav  joii  spied  a.oouitefean^'whose  soft  side 
Toioaoh,  yoa'4«fiU  your  birth-right  ^M'lQlie  hias» 
Be  radced ;  she's  won,  you're  sated  ;  ^»faat  follows 

this?  iU 

Oh,  then»  you  curse  that  bawd  that  told  you  in, 
(I1ie  night)  you  curse  your  lust,  you  loath  tke  lin. 
You  loiUh  her  very  si^t,  and  ore  the  day  A«  . 
Arise>'yo«  lise  gfad  mh6a  yaa'pfrMoIeatapray. 
Even  then,  when  you  are  drunk  with  all  her  sweetly 
Tbaae'e  no  true  pleasure  in  a  strumpet's  sheets. 
Women,  whom^tttal>40  prostttntesto sale,  >^  .  . 
Like  dancefs  upon  JopeS|»oooe.eeen«aBn<ttale. 

Sip^U^  thelhieadai>f  iharlQis^4i«MaieepoQ 
So  coarse  as  you  would  make  them,  tell  me  why 
You  so  long  loved  the  trade  I 

Be/.  If  all  the  threads 
Of  harlots^  lives  be  fine  as  you  would  make  thera, 
Whv  do  not  you  persuade  your  wife  tnrh  wttore. 
And  ail  dames  else  to  fall  before  that  sin  ? 
Like  aa  iU>husb«Bd,vtheugh'I  knew^she-saoie 
To  be  (my  undoMsg,  foUomwd  I  Ihafrgame.^  .^^ 
Oh,  iwhen  the;  work  of  lust  bad  earoedtmy  broad. 
To  tastat  tt^how  L  trembled,  les6'eaob<bit,<  ^^ 
Ere  it  went  down,  should  choke  me^*  dewing  it ! 
My  bed  seemed  like  a  cabin  hung  io  hell<;*^t'  i 
The  bawd,  hell's  porter;  and  the  liqnorish  wine 
The  pander  fetched,  was  like  an  eaay  fine, 
For  which,  melhought^  I  leMed«a«Miy  n^>soul ; 
And  oftentimea,  even  in<my(qua£lM^*bawl,«  •«. 
Thus  said  I  to  myself,  I  am  a  wboee^  **  - 
And  have  drunk  down  thus  mudt  confusion  more. 

•  Mip*  It  is  a  comnon  tde^and  'tiamotttsne, 
Two  of  one  trade mever  love;  mm  more  da  ymt^- 
Why  are  you  sharp/gainst  that  you«nce  profest? 

•  Bf /.  Why  doal  you  oa  that^  ^vhich  you  did  onoe 

detestf  .  '  t 

I  cannot,  seeing  she's  woven  of  such  bad  stufl^ 
Set  coloura'on  •  harlot  base  enough. 
Nothing  did  make  me,  when  I  loved  them  best. 
To  loath  them  more  than  this :  wbeo  ia  tbe  street 
A  fair  young  modest  damsel  I  did  meet,       i  ^ 
She  seeoMd  to  aU  a:  dove,  when:  I  passed  by. 
And  I  tO'all  a  nuren9«evcry  eye 
That  followed iier,i went whh  a  bashful  glance; 
At  me,  each  bold  and  jeering  countonance    .     . 
Darted  forth  scorn :  to  her,  as  if  she  bad  been 
Some>toiferer  unvanquished,  would  they  vail ;  ■  - 
'Gainst  me  swoln  rumour  hoisted  every  sail. 
She,  crowned  with  reverend  praises,  passed  bjr 

them ;  .  >    .    ■      ^ 

T,  though  wi  th  face  maskt,  could  not  scape  the  hem ; 
For,  as  if  heaven  had  Mt  Strang  marks  on  whoDes, 
Because  they  should  be  pointing  stocks  to  man, 
Drest  up  in  civilest  shape,  a  courtezan 
Let  her  walk  saint-like,  noteless,  and  unknown, 
Yet  she's  betray'd  by  suroe  trick  of  her  own. 
Were  harlots  therefore  wise,  tliey'd  be  sold  dear; 
For  men  account  ttiem  good  but  for  one  year; 
And  th^n'like  almanacks,  whose  dates  are  gone, 
They  are  thrown  by,  and  no  more  looki  upon, 
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Wboll  tbarefora  backward  faD,  wbo  will  launch 

forth 
Id  seas  so  foal,  for  ventures  no  more  worth  ? 
Lust's  voyage  hath,  if  not  this  course,  thb  cross. 
Buy  ne'er  so  cbeap^  your  ware  comes  home  with 

loss.. 
What,  shall  I  sound  retreat?  the  battle's  done : 
Let  the  world  judge  which  of  us  two  hare  won. 

Hip.  II 

BeL  You  ?  nay,  then,  as  cowards  do  in  iight. 
What  by  blows  cannot,  shall  be  saved  by  tMiU 

Mip.  Fly  to  earth's  fixed  centre:  to  the  caves 
Of  everlasting  horror,  I'll  pursue  thee. 
Though  loaden  with  sins,  eveu  to  hell's  brazen  doors. 
Thus  wisest  men  turn  fools^  doating  on  whores. 

[Exit. 

Enter  the  Du^,  Lodovico,  aiuf  Orlando  :  after 
them  In  FELICE,  Cabolo,  Astolfo,  Beraldo, 
'  Fontinell. 

Orl,  I  beseech  your  grace,  though  your  eye  be  so 
piercins,  as  under  a  poor  blue  coat  to  cull  out  an 
honest  father  from  an  old  serving-man;  yet,  good 
my  lord,  discover  not  the  plot  to  any,  but  only 
this  ^ntleman  that  is  now  to  be  an  actor  in  our 
ensuing  comedy. 

Duke.  Thou  hast  thy  wish,  Orlando,  pass  un- 
known, 
Sfursa  shall  only  go  along  with  thee. 
To  see  that  warrant  served  upon  thy  -son. 

Lod,  To  attach  liim  upon  felony,  for  two  ped- 
lars: is'tnotso? 

OrL  Right,  my  noble  knight;  those  pedlars 
were  two  knaves  of  mine ;  he  fleeced  the  men 
before,  and  now  he  purposes  to  ilea  the  master. 
He  will  rob  me,  his  teeth  water  to  be  nibbling  at 
my  golcl,  but  this  shall  hang  him  by  the  gills,  till 
I  poTl  him  on  shore. 

Duke,  Away;  ply  you  the  business. 

OrL  Thanks  to  your  grace ;  but,  my  good  lord, 
for  my  daughter. 

Duke,  You  know  what  I  Imve  said. 

OrL  And  remember  what  I  have  sworn ;  sheV 
mure  honest,  on  mv  soul,  than  one  of  the  Turk's 
wenches,  watched  by  a  hundred  eunuchs. 

Lad,  So  she  had  need,  for  the  Turks  make 
them  whores, 

OrL  He*s  a  Turk  that  makes  any  woman  a 
tvhore,  he's  no  true  Christian  I'm  sure.  I  commit 
your  grace. 

Duke,  Infelice. 

Inf,  Here,  sir. 

iJod,  Sipnior  Friscobaldo. 
,  OrL  Frisking  again  ?  Pacheco. 


L^d.  Udsto,  Paoheco?  well  havei 
with  this  warrant;' 'tis  to  apprehend  idl  suspeied 
persons  in  the  house;  besides,  there's  one  Bots 
a  pander,  and  one  Madam  Horseleach  a  bawd^ 
that  have  abused  my  friend,  those  two  conies  will 
we  ferret  into  the  purseoet.  ^ 

OrL  Let  me  alone  for  dabbing  them  o'tfae  neck : 
come,  come. 

Lod,  Do  ye  hear,  gallants?  meet  me  aaoa  at 
Matheo's. 

Omnei,  Enough. 

!  Exeunt  Looovico  and  Oklando. 
d  fellow  sings  that  note  thoa  didsl 
before, 
Only  his  tunes  are,  that  she  is  no  wbore^ 
But  that  she  sent  hb  letters  and  hu  gifts, 
Out  of  a  noble  triumph  o'er  his  lust. 
To  shew  she  trampled  his  assaulu  in  dost 

Inf.  lis  a  good  honest  servant,  that  old  man, 

Duke.  I  doubt  no  less. 

Inf.  And  it  may  be  my  husband ; 
Because  when  once  this  woman  was  unmaskt. 
He  level'd  all  her  thoughts,  and  made  them  fit; 
Now  he'd  mar  all  again,  to  try  his  wit. 

Duke*  It  may  be  so  too ;  for  to  turn  a  harlot 
Honest,  it  must  be  by  strong  antidotes; 
Tis  rare^  as  to  see  panthers  change  their  spota. 
And  when  she's  once  a  star  fixed,  and  shiaea 

bright. 
Though  'twere  impiety  then  to  dim  her  li^t^ 
Because  we  see  such  tapers  seldom  bum; 
Yet  'tis  the  pride  and  glory  of  some  men, 
To  change  her  to  a  blazing  star  again. 
And  it  may  be  Hipolito  does  no  more. 
It  cannot  be,  but  you're  acmiainted  all 
With  that  same  madness  ot  our  son*in*kiw. 
That  dotes  so  on  a  courtezan. 

OiRiiei.  Yes,  my  lord. 

CAir,  All  the  aty  thinks  he's  a  whoremonger. 

A»t,  Yet  I  warrant,  hell  swear,  no  man  ma^ 
him. 

Ber.  Tis  like  so ;  for  when  a  man  goes  a  wendi- 
ing,  it  is  as  if  he  had  a  strong  stioldng  breathy 
every  one  smells  him  out,  yet  he  feels  it  not, 
though  it  be  ranker  then. the  sweat. of  sixteen 
bearwarders. 

Duke.  I  doubt  then  you  have  all  those  stink- 
ing breaths. 
You  might  be  all  smelt  out. 

Car.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  think  we  are  all  as  joa 
have  been  in  your  youth  when  you  went  a  may 
ing,  we  all  love  to  hear  the  cuckoo  sii^  upon 
other  men's  trees. 

Duke.  It's  well  yet  you  confess )  but,  girl,  thy 
bed 


35  Fwrsenet^'^^  A  net  of  which  the  mouth  is  drawn  together  by  a  string." 

^  Coniti  are  taken  by  purseoeta  in  their  barrows."    Koriimer. 
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Shmll  not  be  jmrted  with  a  courtezan — 'tis  strange, 
No  frown  ot  mine,  no  frown  of  the  poor  lady, 
(My  abused  child,  his  wife)  no  care  of  fame. 
Of  honour,  heaven  or  hell,  no  not  that  name 
Of  common  strumpet,  can  affright,  or  woo 
Him  to  al^andon  her ;  the  harlot  does  undo  him, 
She  has  betwitched  him,  robb*d  him  of  Us  shape, 
Tum'd  him  into  a  beast,  his  reason's  lost; 
Yoa  see  he  looks  wild,  does  he  not  f 

Car,  I  have  noted  new  moons 
Ill's  face,  my  lord,  all  full  of  chanp. 

Duke.  lfe*a  no  more  like  unto  Hipolito, 
Than  dead  men  are  to  living— never  sleeps. 
Or  if  he  do,  its  dreams;  and  in  those  dreams 
His  arms  work,— and  then  cries — sweet— 
What's  her  name,  what's  the  drab's  name  ? 

Ast  In  troth,  mj  lord,  I  know  not ; 
I  know  no  drabs,  not  I. 

Duke,  Oh,  Bellafront ! 
And  catching  her  fast,  cries,  mj  Bellafront 

Car.  A  drench  that's  able  to  kill  a  horse  can- 
not kill  this  disease  of  smock-smelling,  mj  lord,  if 
it  have  once  eaten  deep. 

Duke.  I'll  try  all  physic,  and  this  med'cine  first ; 
I  have  directed  warrants  strong  and  peremptory. 
To  pui^  our  city  Millan,  and  to  cure  the  outwarid 
Parts,  the  suburbs,  for  the  attaching 
Of  all  those  women,  who,  like  gold,  want  weight. 
Cities,  like  ships,  should  have  no  idle  freight 

Car.  No,  my  lord,  and  light  wenches  are  no 
idle  freight ; 
But  what^s  your  grace's  reach  in  this  ? 

Duke,  This,  Uarolo.    If  she  whom  my  son 
doats  on. 
Be  in  that  master-book  enroll'd,  he'll  shame 
Ever  t'approach  one  of  such  noted  name. 

Car.  But  say  she  be  not  ? 

Duke.  Yet  on  harlots'  heads 
New  laws  shall  fall  so  heavy,  and  such  blows  shall 
Give  to  those  that  haunt  them,  that  Hipolito^ 
If  not  for  fear  of  law,  for  love  to  her. 
If  he  love  truly,  shall  her  bed  forbear. 

Car.  Attach  all  the  light  heels  i'the  city,  and 
dap  'em  up ! — Why,  my  lord,  you  dive  into  a 
well  unsearchable,  all  the  whores  within  the  walls, 
and  without  the  walls.  I  would  not  be  he  should 


meddle  with  them  for  ten  such  dukedoms;  the 
army  that  you  speak  on  is  able  to  fill  all  the  pri- 
sons within  this  city,  and  to  leave  not  a  drinking 
room  in  any  tavern  besides. 

Duke,  Those  only  shall  be  caught  that  are  of 
note, 
Harlots  in  each  street  flow ; 
The  fish  bebg  thus  i'the  net,  ourself  will  sit, 
And  with  eye  most  severe  dispose  of  it — Come, 
girl.         [Exeunt  Duke  and  Infelice; 

Car.  Arraign  the  poor  whores ! 

Ait.  I'll  not  miss  that  sessions. 

Font.  Nor  I. 

Ber.  Nor  I, 
Though  I  hold  up  my  hand  there  myself. 

[Exeunt^ 

Enter  Mateeo,  Orlando,  and  Lodovico. 

Math,  Let  who  will  come,  my  noble  chevalier, 
I  can  but  play  the  kind  host,  and  bid  'em  wel- 
come. 

Lod.  We'll  trouble  your  house,  Matheo,  but  as 
Dutchmen  do  in  taverns,  drink,  be  merry,  and  be 
gone. 

Orl.  Indeed,  if  you  be  right  Dutchmen,  if  you 
fall  to  drinking,  you  must  he  gone. 

Math.  The  worst  is,  my  wife  is  not  at  home;  but 
we'll  fly  high,  my  generous  kni^h^  for  all  that; 
there's  no  music  when  a  woman  is  in  the  concert. 

Orl.  No,  for  she's  ^^  like  a  pair  of  virginals^ 
Always  with  jacks  at  her  tail. 

Enter  Astolfo,  Carolo,  Bbraldo,  FoNTiHEtK. 

Lod.  See,  the  covey  is  sprung. 

Omnes.  Save  you,  gallants.. 

Math,  Happily  encountered,  sweet  bloods* 

Lod.  Gentlemen,  you  all  know  Signior  Candi* 
do,  the  linen*draper,  he  that's  more  patient  than 
a  brown  baker,  upon  the  day  when  he  heats  hit 
oven,  and  has  forty  spolds  about  him. 

Omnes.  Yes,  we  know  him  all,  what  of  him  ? 

Lod.  Would  it  not  be  a  good  fit  of  mirth,  to 
make  a  piece  of  English  cloth  of  him,  and  to 
stretch  him  on  the  tenters,'^  till  the  threads  of 
his  own  natural  humour  crack,  by  making  him 


^  Likeapairofvirginalif 

JLhea^  wUhjacki  Mt  her  tait— So,  fai  Ram  ^Uay,  or  Merry  Tricks,  161 1  : 

**  Where  be  these  rascab  that  skip  up  and  down 
like  virginal  jacks  r' 

Again,  Bacon:  *^Jn  a  virginalf  as  soon  as  ever  the  jack  folleth,  and  toacbeth  the  string,  the  sonad 
ceaseth.*'    S. 

See  note  74  to  the  First  Part  of  this  play,  p.  555. 

37  Stretch  him  on  the  tmOers^l  e.  the  tenter-hooks,  on  which  cloth  after  dyeiog  b  hong  to  dry.  The 
^fsarto  reads  taimtsrs*    8. 
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^*  drink  healths*  tobtcoo^  dance,  nng  bawdy  tongSy 
or  to  run  any  bias  according  as  we  think  good  to 
cast  him  ? 

Car,  Twere  a  morris-dance  worth  the 

Att.  But  the  old  fox  is  so  crafty,  we  shall 
ly  hunt  him  out  of  his  den. 

Math,  To  that  train  I  have  giren  fire  already ; 
and  the  hook  to  draw  him  hither,  is  to  see  certam 
pieces  of  lawn,  which  I  told  him  I  have  to  sell, 
and  indeed  hare  such :  Fetch  them  down,  Pa- 
checo. 

OrL  Yes,  sir,  Fm  your  water-spaniel,  and  will 
fetch  any  thing;  but  Fll  fetch  one  dish  of  meat 
anon,  shall  turn  your  stomach,  and  that's  a  cpn- 
stable.  [Exit. 

JSnj^er  Bots,  ushering  Miitreu  Horseleach. 

(hpnei.  How  now,  how  now  ? 

Car.  What  gally-foist^^  is  this? 

Lo<L  Peace ;  two  dishes  of  stfl[we4  pni.9eL^  a 
bawd  and  a  pander.  My  worthy  Lieutenant  Bo^ 
nvby,  now  I  see  thou'rt  a  man  of  thy  word,  wel- 
come; welcome,  Mistress  HorseleacljL  Pray^gen- 
tUroen,  salute  this  reverend  matron. 

Horse,  Thanks  to  all  your  worships. 

l/)d,  I  bade  a  drawer  send  in  wine  too :  Did 
none  come  along  with  thee,  gramuii%  but  the 
lieutenant? 


Horu,  None  came  alcmg  wiA  me  bat  Boca,  if 
it  like  your  worship. 

Bots.  Who  the  pox  should  con^  along  with  joo 
but  Bots? 

Enter  two  Vintner^  with  Wine. 

Omnes.  Oh,  brave !  march  (iur. 

hod.  Are  you  come  ?  that's  welL 

Math,  Here*s  ordnance  able  to  sadc  a  city.^ 

Lod.  Come,  repeat,  read  this  inventory.^ 

1  Vint.  ImprimiSf  a  pottle  of  Greek  wine ;  a 
pottle  of  Peter  sa  meene;  ^  a  pottle  of  Charm- 
co;  and  a  pottle  of  Ziattica. 

Lod.  You*re  paid? 

S  rwt.  Yes,  sir.  [Ereuni  VintnerL 

Math.  So  shall  sor^  of  us  be  aiioo,  I  fear. 

Bots.  Here's  a  hot  day  towards :  but,  zounds ! 
this  is  the  life  out  of  which  a  soldier  suc^s  sweet- 
ness; when  this  artillery  goes  off'roundly,  some 
must  drop  to  the  erouud,  cannon,  demi-canooB, 
saker,  and  basilisk  f 

Lod,  Give  fire,  lieutenant 

Bots.  So,  so;  must  I  venture  first  npoo  the 
breach? — ^To  yon  aU^  gallants;  Bots  sets  opoa 
you  ad. 

Omnes.  Its  hard,  Bots^  if  we  pepper  not  yoa, 
as  well  as  you  pepper  us. 


**  Drink  healths,  tobacco,  ftc— To  drink  tobacco  was  a  common  phrase  for  amokiiy  U* 
The  MUeries  of  enforced  Marriage^  A.  1.  **  I  tell  thee,  Weotfoe,  tboo  canst  not  live  on  thte  side  of  tbe 
World,  feed  well,  drink  tobacco"  &c«    • 
Again,  A*  3 : 

«  Do  I  and  we'll  stay  he^e  and  drink  tobacco.'* 

Again,  in  the  llnteriiide  of  fTine,  Beer,  Ale,  and  Tobacco,  contending  for  SupfriorUjh  l^obacco  ^pjs, 

**  What,  do  ye  stand  at  gaze? 

Tobacco  it  a  drink,  too. 

Beer.  A  drink  f 

Tobacco.  Wine,  you^.an^  I,  come  both  out  ol^a  p^.*' 

The  Cornitr^  Captaine,  by  tke  Doke  of  Newcastle,  1649,  p.  89, :  ^  I  doe  not  thioke  hot  tboa  wilt  leave 
thy  law,  and  exerciae  thy  taking  In  compaishig  some  treatises  against  longe  hayre,  and  drinkmgt  tluu  «OfC 
UDchriitian  weede  yclept  tobacco*** 

3«>  QaUjf-foUtSee  No^e  ^  to  The  Parson's  Wedding. 

♦^  Stewed  ^rviifs—See  Notes  of  Mr  Steevem  and  Dr  Farmer  to  the  First  Part  of  Hemy  IT.  A.  3.  S.  5. 

^'  Here's  ordnance  able  to  sack  a  cittf  —So  FalstalT,  on  tbe  same  occasion,  In  tbe  First  Part  of  Hair*  IT. 
says,  **  there^s  that  will  sack  a  ciiht."    S, 

^  Peter  sa  meene,  CAamtco— fhese  wines  are  mentioned  likewise  in  The  Fair  MM  ofiha  West,  1615. 
Aragoosa,  or  Feter  aee  me,  or  Chamico,    8. 

They  appear  to  have  been  Spanish  wines,  being  cMunerated  in  the  followii^  manner  in  PkiUcetkankta, 
16.85,  p.  48.:  '' From  the  8paniardalLkindsoC8acks,as  M»U%Q,  ClUmiio,  Sherry,Canai7,Lemtica,  l>a- 
leroo,  Frontiniack,  Peeter  see  mee,  V  loo  deriba  davia.  Vino  dita  Frontina,  Vino  blaaco,  MoocateU  pcsai^ 
sivloa  callis,  Callongallo,  Paracomer,'*  4c« 

The  Discovery  of  a  London  Monster,called  the  Black  Dog  o/^#w^ltf#,  1619,  Sign.  AS :  <<  I  fovad  Ei^nk, 
Scottbb,  Welch,  Irish,  Dutch,  and  French,  in  Beverall  roomes,  some  drinking  the  neate  wine  of  Orleaacc, 
some  the  Gascony,  some  the  Burdeaax,  there  wantft^ neither  Sherry  sack,  nOr  Charnaco,  MaUgo,  ttor  Te^ 
ter  Seemme,  Amber  coloared  Candy,  nor  liquorish  Ipocras,  brown  Bastard,  fat  Allgant,  nor  any  quck 
spirited  liqaor  that  might  draw  their  wiu  into  a  circle  to  see  the  devlll  by  immagiaatloB.'* 

Dr  Warburton  says,  as  chameca  is,  in  Spanish,  the  name  oC  turpenUne-tree,  be  imagines  the  growth  of 
CAorntfo  was  m  some  district  abounding  with  that  treej  or  that  it  had  Its  name  from  a  certaia  flavaar 
resenliliog  it* 

A.^STs!  sT*^  D' W»'hiirtpn,MrHawktos,Mr  Stee?eM,andDrPercy,onthe  Second  Part  of  flrwy  IT. 
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Enter  Candido. 

X<KI.  My  noble  finen-draper !  Some  wine;  Wei* 
come,  old  lad ! 
-  MtUh.  YoaVe  welcome,  Signior. 

Can,  These  lawns,  sir  ? 

MdtK  Presently ;  my  man  it  gone  for  them. 
We  have  rigged  a  fleet,  yon  see,  hcrey  to  sail  about 
the  world. 

Can,  A  daneerons  voyage,  sailing  in  such  ships. 

Bots.  Tbere^  no  casting  overboard  yet. 

Lod.  Because  vou're  an  old  lady,  l  will  have 
yon  be  ac<)uainted  with  this  gravb  citizen :  Pray 
bestow  your  lips  upon  him,  and  bid  him  wel- 
come. 

Horse,  Any  citizen  shall  be  most  welconie  to 
me. — I  have  used  to  buy  ware  at  your  shop. 

Can,  It  may  be  so^  good  madam. 

Harte,  Your  'prentices  know  my  dealings  well. 
I  trust  your  good  wiffe  be  in  good  case;  it  it 

5 lease  you,  bear  her  a  token  from  my  iifjs  by  wbrd 
r  mouth. 

Can.  I  pray  no  more,  forsooth ;  'tl^  vci7  well ; 
« indeed  I  love  no  sweetmeats. — She's  a  breath 
^tinks  worse  than  fifty  pole-cAti  !-^Sir^  a  word ; 
is  she  a  lady? 

Lod.  A  woman  of  a  good  hou^,  and  an  an- 
dent;  she's  a  bawd. 

Can.  A  bawd !  Sir,  III  steal  hence,  and  see 
your  lawns  some  other  tiihe. 

Math,  Steal  out  of  such  company  ?  Pacheco, 
soy  man,  is  but  goue  for  'em.  Heutenant  Bots, 
dnnk  to  this  worthy  old  fbllow,  and  teach  hini  to 
ftj  high. 

Omne$,  Swagger;  and  make  him  dot  on  his 
knees. 

Can.  How,  Bots?  now^  bless  me,  what  do  I 
with  Bots?— No  wine,  in  sooth,  no  wine,  good 
master  Bots.' 

Bots.  Grey-beard,  gottt'9-|)lz^e,  'ds  a  health ! 
Have  this  in  your  ^uts,  or  this ;  there.  I  will 
«ng  a  bawdv  song,  sir,  becduse  your  verjuice  fhce 
is  melancholy,  to  make  liquor  go  down  glib :  Will 
vou  fall  on  your  marrow-bones,  iind  pledge  this 
health ;  'tis  to  my  mistress,  a  Wbor^  ? 

Can.  Here's  ratsbane  upon  ratsbane ! — Master 
Bots,  I  pray,  sir,  imrdon  me :  yon  are  a  soldier, 
press  me  not  to  this  service,  I  am  old,  and  shoot 
not  in  such  pot'^ns. 

Bots.  Cap,  ni  teach  you. 

Can.  To  drink  healths,  is  to  drink  sickness :~ 
Gentlemen,  pray  rescue  me. 

Bots,  Zounds !  who  dare  ? 

Omnes.  We  shall  have  stabbing,  then. 


j     dm,  i  have  feckonmgs  to  cast  up,  good  ibastefr 
Bots. 

Bots.  This  will  make  vdu  cast  'em  up  better, 

Lod,  Why  does  your  hand  shake  so? 

Can.  The  palsy,  Signiors,  dahceth  in  my  blood. 

Bots.  Pipe,  with  a  pox,  sir,  then ;  or  Til  Jh&ke 
your  blood  dance ! 

Can.  Hold,  hold,  good  master  Bots;  1  drink 

Omnes,  To  whom  ? 

Can.  To  the  old  countess  there. 

Horse,  To  me,  old  boy  ?  this  is  he  that  never 
drank  wine ;  once  again  to't 

Can.  With  much  ado  the  poison  is  got  dbwh. 
Though  I  can  scarce  get  up;  never  before 
Drank  I  a  whore's  health,  nor  will  nevet  more. 

Enter  Orlando,  mih  Latons, 

Math.  Hast  been  at  gallows  ? 

Orl  Yes,  sir,  for  I  make  account  to  suffer  to- 
day. 

Math,  Look,  Signior,  here's  the  commodity. 

Can.  Your  price  ? 

Math.  Thus. 

Can.  No,  too  deitr;  thus. 

Math,  No:  d  fie!  you  must  &y  higher:  Yet 
take  them  home,  trifles  shall  not  make  us  quarrel ; 
we'll  agree,  you  shall  have  them,  and  a  penny- 
worth ;  III  fetch  mou^  at  your  shop. 

Call.  Be  it  so,  good  Senior,  send  me  going. 

Math.  Going?  a  deep  bowl  of  wine  for  Signior 
Candido. 

Orl.  H^  would  be  going. 

Cun.  I'll  rather  sttty,  than  go  so;  stop  your  bowL 

Enter  Constable  and  Bilhnen. 

Lod.  Ho^  now  ? 

Bots.  *^  Is't  Shrove-Toesday,  that  these  ghosts 
walk? 

Math,  What's  your  business,  sir  ? 

Con,  From  the  Duke :  You  are  the  man  we 
look  for,  Signior;  I  have  warrant  here  from  the 
Duke  to  apprehend  you  upon  felony,  for  robbing 
two  pedlars :  I  charge  you,  i'the  Duke's  name,  go 
quickly. 

Math.  Is  the  wind  turned?  well;  this  is  that 
old  wolf,  my  father-in-law.    Seek  out  your  mis- ' 
tress,  sirrah. 

Orl  Yes,  sir:  as  shafts  by  piecing  are  made 
strong. 
So  shall  thy  Tifk  be  straightened  by  this  wrong. 

Omnes.  In  troth  we  are  sorry. 
Math.  Brave  men  must  be  crost ;  pish,  it's  but 
fortune's  dice  roving  against  me«  Come,  sir,  pray 


^  /•*<  Sbrove-Tucsday,  that  these  ghosts  walk  f^From  this  passage,  I  apprehend,  it  was  formerly  a 
ciTBtom  for  the  peace-oflcers  to  make  search  after  women  of  ill  fame  on  that  day,  and  to  confine  them 
during  tiie  season  of  Lent.  So  SensuaUty  says,  in  Microcesmus^  A.  5 :  **  Bat  now  welcome  a  cart,  or  a 
Shrcv^TuiStdaifs  tragedy." 
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use  me  like  a  gjentlemao,  let  me  not  be  carried 
through  the  streets  like  a  pageant. 

Can.  If  these  gentlemen  please,  you  shall  go 
along  with  them. 

Omnet.  Be't  so ;  coipe* 

Con.  What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Boti,  1,  sir  ?  sometimes  a  figure,  sometimes  a 
cypher,  as  the  state  has  occasion  to  cast  up  her 
accounts :  Fm  a  soldier. 

Con.  Your  name  is  Bots,  is't  not  ? 

JBo^f.  Bots  is  my  name :  Bots  is  known  to  this 
company. 

Can,  I  know  you  are,  sir :  what's  she  ? 

Boti,  A  gentlewoman,  my  mother. 

Con*  Take  them  both  along* 

Bait,  Me,  sir? 

Billmen.  And,  sir. 

Con,  If  he  swafi^ger,  raise  the  street. 

JBo^f.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  whither  will  you 
drag  us? 

Lod,  To  the  garden-house.  Bots^  are  we  even 
with  you  ? 

Con,  To  Bridewell  with  them. 

Boti,  You  will  answer  this.  [Exeunt. 

Con,  Better  than  a  challenge ;  I  have  warrant 
for  my  work,  sir. 

Lod.  We'll  go  before.  [Exeunt. 

Con,  Pray  do. 
Who,  Signior  Candido  ?  a  citizen  of  your  degree 
Consorted  thus,  and  revelling  in  such  a  house? 

Can,  Why,  sir  ?  what  house,  I  pray  ? 

Con,  Lewd,  and  defamed. 

Can,  Is't  so  ?  thanks,  sir ;  I'm  gone. 

Con.  What  have  you  there  ? 

Can,  Lawns  which  I  bought,  sir,  of  the  gentle- 
man that  keeps  the  house. 

Con,  And  I  have  warrant  here,  to  search  for 
such  stolen  ware.    These  lawns  are  stolen. 

Can,  Indeed! 

Con.  So  he's  the  thief,  you  the  receiver:  I'm 
sorry  for  this  chance,  I  piust  commit  you. 

Can,  Me,  sir,  for  what  ? 

Con,  These  goods  are  found  upon  you,  and 
you  must  answer't. 

Can,  Must  I  so? 

Con,  Most  certain. 

Can.  I'll  send  for  bail. 

Con,  I  dare  not;  yet  because  yon  are  a  citizen 
of  worth,  you  shall  not  be  madfe  a  pointing  stock, 
but  without  guard  pass  only  with  myself. 


Can.  To  Bridewell  too? 
Con,  No  remedy. 

Can,  Yes,  patience ;  being  not  mad,  they  bad 
me  once  to  Bedlam. 
Now  Fm  drawn  to  Bridewell,  loving  no  whores: 
Con.  You  will  buy  lawn  ?— 

[Exewa. 

Enter  at  one  door  Hipolito  ;  at  another^  Lo- 
Dovico,  AsTOLFo,  Cabolo,  Bebaldo^  Fosti- 

NELL. 


Lod.  Yonder's  the  lord  Hipolito,  by  aoy  i 
leave  him  and  me  together ;  now  will  I  turn  him 
(O  a  madman. 

Omnei,  Save  you,  my  lord.  [Exemmtn 

Lod.  I  have  strange  news  to  tell  you. 

Hip.  What  are  they? 

Lod.  Your  mare's  in  the  pound* 

Hip.  How's  this  ? 

LhL  Your  nighting^e  is  in  a  lime  bush. 

Hip.  Ha ! 

Lod.  Your  puritanical  Honest  Wkore  ^  sits  in 
a  blue  gown. 

Hip.  Blue  gown ! 

Xoa.  She'll  chalk  out  your  way  to  her  ^om :  the 
beats  chalk. 

Hip,  Where,  who  dares? 

Lod.  Do  you  know  the  brick  house  of  casti- 
gatioo,  by  the  nver  side  that  runs  by  Millan;  the 
school  where  they^^  pronoimce  no  letter  well 
butO? 

Hip.  1  know  it  not 

Lod.  Any  man  that  has  bom  office  of  coosta* 
ble,  or  any  woman  that  has  fallen  fnnn  a  hone 
load  to  a  cart-load,  or  like  an  old  ben  that  has  had 
none  but  rotten  eggs  in  her  nest,  can  direct  you 
to  her;  there  vou  shall  see  your  punk  amongst 
her  back  friends,  there  you  may  have  her  at  your 
will,  for  there  she  beats  chalk,  or  grinds  in  the 
mill,  ^  with  a  whip  deedle,  deedle,deedle,  deedl^ 
ah,  little  monkey. 

Hif.  What  ro€ue  durst  serve  that  warrant, 
knowing  I  loved  her  ? 

Lod.  Some  worshipful  rascal,  I  lay  my  life. 

Hip.  I'll  beat  the  lod^ngs  down  about  their 
ears 
That  are  her  keepers. 

X(yi.  So  you  may  bring  ^  old  boose  over  bei 
head. 

H^.  Ill  to  her-— T 


^  Siii  in  a  blue  gown.— It  appears  from  a  passage  in  Promot  and  C^aatf^a^  that  a  hlue  govm  was  the 
habit  in  which  a  strumpet  diA  penance.  So  too,  in  the  Northern  LasSf  10SS :  **  •^All  the  good  yoe  in- 
tended  me  was  a  loctram  coif,  a  hhte  g<nm,  a  wheel,  &c.*'  The  wheel,  as  well  as  the  bluegmmy  are  ncn* 
tioned  in  subsequent  scenes  of  this  cvu^y.    S. 

♦5  Pronounce  no  Utter  well  but  O  /—  See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  Twelfth  Night,  A.  2.  8.  5. 

^6  Beats  chalk,  or  grinds  in  the  mill, — To  beat  chalk,  grind  in  mills,  raise  sand  and  gravel,  and  Bake 
lime,  were  among  the  emplojments  assigned  for  vagrants  who  were  committed  to  BridewelL  See 
Orders  appointed  to  be  executed  in  the  Cittie  of  London,  for  setting  rogua  and  idttpencmto  warkCf  of^/^ 
reieefe  of  the  poore*    I'linted  by  Hugh  birgleton* 
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FU  to  her,  stood  anned  friends  to  guard  the  doors. 

[Exit. 

lad.  Oh  me !  what  monsters  are  men  made  hj 

whores ! 

If  this  false  fire  do  kindle  him,  there's  one  faggot 

More  to  the  honfire ;  now  to  my  Bridewell-birds, 

What  song  will  they  sing  ?  [Exit. 

Enter  Duke,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Beraldo,  Fon- 
TiNELL,  three  or  four  Masters  tf  Bridewell ; 
Ikfelicb. 

Duke,  ^7  Your  Bridewell?  that  the  name?  for 
beauty,  strength, 
Ga|>acity,  and  form  of  ancient  building, 
Besides  the  river's  neighbourhood,  few  houses 
Wherein  we  keep  our  court  can  better  it. 
1  Mast,  Hither  from  foreign  courts  have  prin- 
ces come, 
And  with  our  Duke  did  acts  of  state  commence, 
Here  that  great  cardinal  had  first  audience, 
The  grave  Campayne ;  that  Duke  dead,  his  son, 
That  famous  pnnce,  gave  free  possession 
Of  this  his  palace,  to  the  citizens^ 
To  be  the  poor  man's  ware-house;  and  eddow- 

edit 
With  lands  to  the  value  of  seven  hundred  marks, 
With  all  the  bedding  and  the  furniture,  once 

proper. 
As  the  lands  then  were,  to  an  hospital 
Belonging  to  a  duke  of  Savoy.    Thus 
Fortune  can  toss  the  world ;  a  prince's  court 
Is  thus  a  prison  now. 

Duke.  Tls  fortune's  sport; 
These  changes  common  are  ;  the  wheel  of  fate 
Turns  kingdoms  up,  till  they  fall  desolate. 
But  how  are  these  seven  hundred  marks  by  the 

▼ear 
Employed  in  this  your  work-house  ? 

1  Mast,  War  and  peace 
Feed  both  upon  those  Innds :  when  the  iron  doors 
Of  wars  burst  open,  from  this  house  are  sent 
Men  furnish'd  in  all  martial  complement. 
The  moon  hath  through  her  bow  scarce  drawn  to 

the  head, 
IJke  to  twelve  silver  arrows,  all  the  months. 
Since  sixteen  hundred  soldiers  went  abroad : 


Here  providence  and  charity  play  snob  parts, 
The  hoase  is  like  a  very  school  of  arts ; 
For  when  our  soldiers,  like  ships  driven  from  se% 
With  ribs  all  broken,  and  with  tatter'd  sides, 
Cast  anchor  here  again,  their  ragged  backs 
How  often  do  we  cover?  that,  like  men, 
Thev  may  be  sent  to  their  own  homes  again. 
All  here  are  but  one  swarm  of  bees,  and  strive 
To  bring  with  wearied  thighs  honey  to  the  hive. 
The  sturdy  b^gar,  and  the  lazy  lown. 
Gets  here  hard  bands^  or  laced  correction. 
The  vagabond  grows  sta/d,  and  learns  t^obey, 
The  drone  is  beaten  well,  and  sent  away ; 
As  other  prisons  are,  some  for  the  thief. 
Some,  hj  which  undone  credit  gets  relief 
From  bridled  debtors,  others  for  the  poor. 
So  this  is  for  the  bawd,  the  rogue,  and  whore. 

Car,  An  excellent  team  of  horse. 

1  Mast,  Nor  is  it  seen. 
That  the  whip  draws  blood  here,  to  cool  the  spleem 
Of  any  rugged  bencber ;  nor  does  ofienoe 
Feel  sniart,  or  spiteful,  or  rasl^  evidence ; 
But  pregnant  testimony  forth  must  stan^ 
Ere  justice  leave  them  in  the  beadle's  hand; 
As  iron,  on  the  anvil  are  they  laid. 
Not  to  take  blows  alone,  but  to  be  made 
And  fashioned  to  some  charitable  use. 

Duke,  Thus  wholsomest  laws  spring  from  the 
worst  abuse. 

Enter  Orlando  brfore  Bellafront. 

BeL  Let  mercy  touch  your  heart-strings,  gra- 
cious lord. 
That  it  may  sound  Uke  music  in  the  ear 
Of  a  man  desperate,  being  in  the  hands  of  law. 
Duke,  His  name  ? 
BeL  Matheo. 

Duke,  For  a  robbery  ?  where  is  he  ? 
Bel,  In  this  house. 

[Exeunt  Bellafront,  and  one  of  the 
Masters  of  BridewelL 

Duke,  Fetch  you  him  hither 

Is  this  the  party  ? 

OrL  This  is  the  hen,  my  lord,  that  the  cock, 
with  the  lordly  comb,  your  son-in-law  would 
crow  oyer,  ^d  tread. 


^your  Bridewell^  &c.— Wc  have  berea  curious  specimen  of  the  licence  which  ancient  writers  used  to  al- 
low themselves  of  introducing  facts  and  circumstances  peculiar  to  one  country  into  another.  Every  thine 
here  said  of  Bridewell  Is  applicable  to  the  house  of  correction  which  goes  by  that  name  In  London.— 
Changing  the  names  of  the  duke  and  bis  son  to  those  of  H^nry  the  Eighth  and  Edward  the  Sixth,  aU  the 
events  mentioned  will  be  found  to  have  happened  in  the  English  Bridewell.    The  situation  of  the  place 

rJT®. i25T"'^*u'°  ^^  ^*"*  ®'.*'?'y  ^*  ^'F<*"'  P'^^"^  ^^""^  ^^S^^  <•»««  5  P'^^  of »«  helng  built  in  the 
year  1628,  for  the  reception  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  whose  nobles  resided  in  It.  In  1588,  Cardinal  Cam- 
piens  had  his  first  audience  there  I  and  after  Henry's  death,  Edward  the  Siith,  In  th^  seventh  year  of 
Ills  rei^,  1558,  gave  to  the  Citizens  of  London  thU  his  palace  for  the  purposes  abbvementloned.  To 
complete  the  parallel,  it  was  endowed  with  land,  late  belonging  to  the  Savoy,  to  the  amount  of  7C)0  marks 
?  ^J^lkT  rru  •  ^^f*^'!*  "1<*  furniture  of  that  hospital.  See  Stowe's  Survey,  htrype's  edit.  1181 ,  voL 
I.  p.  864.  There  is  also  the  like  anachronism  In  the  First  Part  of  this  Play  concerning  Bethlcm  Hosdl- 
t^faL?b'^Uiat'*^^^r  *  '*  any  plape  for  the  reception  of  lunatics,  in  the  ?i|y  of  Milan,  d|H 
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Duke.  Af^  ynttt  bfro  sen aflts  r#ady  f 
Orl.  My  two  p^dlHti  «re  packM  tog^tH^,  my 
good  lord. 
Duke.  Tis  trell ;  this  ddy  in  jadgetnent  sfball  be 
spetity 
Vice,  like  a  wound  Itoced,  tnendtf  itif  pfublsfa- 
raent. 
Inf.  Let  me  be  gone,  my  loH,  o^  starid  utiseeh ; 
^Tis  rare  when  a  judge  striked,  and  that  hone  die. 
And  'tis  unfit  then  women  should  bfe  by. 
1  Mart.  We'll  place  you,  lady,  in  some  ^iate 

room. 
Inf,  Pray  do  so.  [Exit 

OrL  Thus  nice  dames  sWear,  it  i^  uiifit  their 
tyes 
SboQid  tt^if  men  carved  ufj  for  linatomied ; 
Yet  they'll  see  lill,  so  thtj  may  stand  uhseen, 
Idany  women  sure  will  at  behind  H  Akreed. 

Enter  LoDofVico. 

lod,  Yoot  son,  the  lord  Hipolito,  is  dnt^ted 
Duke.  Tell  hiiti  we  wish  his  t>reseuce.     A 
word,  Slbi-sa ; 
On  what  wings  fiew  he  hither^ 

Lod.  These— I  told  him  his  latk  v^hoto/i  he  loved 
was  a  Bridewell-bird;  he's  taad  that  thiscage  should 
hold  her,  and  h  come  to  let  her  out. 

Duke.  Tis  excellent :  away  go  call  him  hither. 
[tljtU  Looovico. 

Enter  one  of  the  Governors  of  the  House,  Bel- 
LAFR019T  after  him  with  Matbeo,  after  him 
the  Constable.  Enter  at  another  door  Lodo- 
vico  afirfHiPoLiTo :  Oklakdo  Uepsjhrth^and 
brings  in  two  Pediars. 

Duke.  You  are  to  us  a  stranger,  ifirorthy  lord, 
^Tis  strange  to  see  you  here. 

Hip  It  is  most  fit. 
That  where  the  sun  goes,  Attomyes  follow  it. 

Duke.  Attomyes  neither  shape  nor  honour 
hear; 
Be  you  yourself  a  sunbeam  to  shine  clear. 
Is  this  the  gentleman  ?  stand  forth  and  bear  yonr 
accusation. 

Math.  111  hear  none :  t  fly  high  in  that :  rather 
than  kites  should  seize  upon  me,  and  pick  out 
mine  eyes  to  my  face,  I'll  strike  my  talons  through 
mine  own  heart  first,  and  spit  my  blood  in  theirs ; 
I  am  here  for  shriving  those  two  fools  of  their 
sinful  pack ;  when  those  jack  daws  have  caw'd 
over  me,  then  must  I  cry  |tiilty,  or  not  gollty; 
the  law  has  work  enough  already,  and  tb^refo^e 
HI  put  no  work  of  mine  into hishands,  the  hang- 
man shall  ha^t  first,  t  did  pluck  those  ganders^ 
did  rob  them. 

Duke.  Tis  well  done  to  confess. 

Math.  Confess  and  be  hanged,  and  then  I  fly 
high  ;is't  not  so?  that  for  that;  a  gallows  is  the 
worst  rub  that  a  good  bowler  can  meet  with ;  I 
Mumbled  against  such  a  post,  else  this  night  I  had 
played  the  part  of  a  true  son  in  these  days,  un- 
done my  father-in-law,  with  him  would  i  have 
run  at  leap-frog^  and  come  over  his  gold,  though 


I  had  brol^a  his  neck  for^t:  bat  l3ie  poor  ftalmott- 
trout  is  now  in  tht  net* 

Hip.  And  ntiw  the  lil#  must  teach  yoo  tb  fly 
high, 

Maih.  Right,  my  lord,  and  then  may  jon  fly 
low ;  no  inOt^  words;  a  moose,  mum,  ycm  art 
^ped. 

BeL  Be  good  to  my  poor  fad  Asrid^  dett-  tty 
lords. 

Math,  Ass,  why  shooldst  thou  pray  them  to  be 
good  to  me,  when  no  man  here  is  good  to  one 
aiiother? 

Duke.  Did  any  hand  work  in  this  tbeft  bat 
yours? 

Math.  O  yes,  my  lord,  yes:— the  hangman 
has  never  one  son  at  a  hirib,  his  children  aiwavs 
come  by  couples ;  &ough  1  cannot  give  the  cm 
dog,  my  father,  a  bone  to  f^naw,  the  dnocbter 
shall  be  sure  of  a  choak-pear.— Yes,  mj  lord, 
there  was  one  more  that  fiddled  my  fine  pedlary 
and  that  was  my  wife. 

BeL  Alas,!? 

OkL  O  everlasting,  supernatural  superlative 
villain ! 

Snnei.  Your  wife,  Madieo? 
ip.  Sure  it  cannot  be. 

Math.  Oh,  nr,  you  love  no  quarters  of  mottoQ 
that  hang  up,  yon  love  none  but  whole  mattoa ; 
•he  set  the  robbery,  I  performed  it ;  she  spurred 
me  on,  I  gallop'd  away. 

OrL  My  lords 

BeL  My  lords,  (fellow  give  me  sptedi)  if  my 
poor  life  . 
May  ransom  thine,  I  yield  it  to  the  law. 
Thou  hur^st  thy  soul,  yet  wipest  off  no  ofifenoe^ 
By  casting  blots  upon  mv  innocence; 
Let  not  these  spare  me,  but  tell  truth ;  no^  see 
Who  slips  his  neck  out  of  the  misery. 
Though  not  out  of  the  mischief ;  let  thy  seiTnut, 
That  shared  in  this  base  act,  accuse  me  berc^ — 
Why  should  my  husband  perish,  he  got  clear? 

OrL  A  good  child,  hang  thine  own  father. 

Duke.  Old  fellow,  was  thy  hand  in  too? 

OrL  My  hand  was  in  the  pjre,  my  lord,  I  con- 
fess it ;  my  mistress,  I  see,  will  bnng  me  to  the 
gallows,  and  so  leave  roe ;  but  I'll  not  leave  her 
so :  I  had  rather  hang  in  a  woman^  company, 
than  in  a  man's ;  because  if  we  should  go  to  bdl 
together,  I  should  scarce  be  let  in,  for  all  the  de* 
vils  are  afraid  to  have  any  women  come  aoHMipt 
them ;  as  I  am  true  thief,  she  neither  cousented 
to  this  felony,  nor  knew  of  it 

Duke.  What  fury  prompts  thee  on  to  kill  tfa j 
wife? 

MatK  Its  my  hnmoor,  sir;  'tis  a  foolish  bnc* 

fipe  that  I  make  myself  merty  with  ;^  why  ihouki 
eat  hemp»seed  at  the  hangman's  thirteen-peoce 
half-peimy  ordinary,  and  Imve  this  whore  Imogh 
at  me  as  1  swing,  as  I  totter? 
Duke,  Is  she  a  whore  ? 

Math,  A  six-penny  mutton  pas^,  for  anj  to 
cot  up.  , 

OrL  Ah.  toad,  toad,  toad. 
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Math,  ^  A  barber^s  cittera  for  every  serving 
QiaD  to  play  upoo ;  that  lord,  vbur  sou,  knows  it. 

Mip.  I,  sir ;  am  I  her  bawd  tbeu } 

Jdath,  No,  ^r,  but  sbe^  your  whore  then. 

OrL  Yea  spider,  dost  catch  at  great  iies? 

Hip.  My  whore  ? 

Math.  I  cannot  talk,  sir,  and  tell  pf  your  rqns, 
ai)d  your  rees,  and  your  wl^rUgi|PH  an?  dwces; 
but,  my  lord,  1  found  tliem  like  sparrows  in  one 
nest,  billing  together,  apd  billing  of  n^  I  KK>k 
them  in  bed,  was  rea^y  to  juU  tljep^  w^s  <y>  tq 
stab  her— 
"  Hip.  Close  thy  rank  jaws :  pi^dop  me»  I  ao^ 

vexed. 
Thou  art  a  villain,  a  malicious  devil, 
Deep  as  the  place  where  thou  art  lost,  tl^qu  lye«t ; 
Since  I  am  thus  far  got  into  thjs  stotn^ 
pi  through,  and  thou  s^alt  see  f  U  through  un- 
touched, 
When  thou  shalt  perish  iq  it 

Emier  Iiiszlic*. 

Inf.  Tb  my  cue 
To  enter  now ;  room  I  let  m  priae  be  play*dt 
I  have  lurk'd  in  clouds,  yet  h^anl  what  aU  have 

said ; 
What  jury  more  can  prove  she  has  wroQgVl  my  be^ 
iThao  her  own  husband,  she  must  be  punishe4; 
]J  challenge  law,  my  lord,  letters,  ai^  goW,  and 

jewels 
From  my  lord  that  woman  taolfu 

Hipf  Affainst  that  black-mouthed  df  yil,  aga^t 
letters,  and  gold, 
And  acainst  a  jealous  wife  I  do  uphold^ 
"thus  mr  her  reputation  ;  I  could  sooner 
Shake  the  Appenine,  and  crumble  rocks  to  dMSt, 
Than,  though  Jove*s  shower  rained^WJ)|  tempt 
her  to  lust. 
Bel.  What  shall  I  sajr? 
Orl.  [He  discovert  hmsein  Say  thou  act  not 
a  whore,  and  that's  mure  than  fifteen  won^e^ 
amongst  five  hundred  dare  swear  without  ^ing : 
this  sbak  thou  say,  no  let  me  say't  for  thee;  thy 
husbaud's  a  knave,  this  lord's  an  honest  man ; 
thou  art  no  punk,  th^i  lady's  a  right  My.    Pa- 
^eco  h  a  thief  as  his  master  19,  but  old  Orlando 
is  as  true  a  nian  as  thy  father  is :  I  bave  seen  you 
.  fly  high,  sir,  and  1  have  seen  you  fly  low,  si;* ;  and 
to  keep  you  from  the  gallows,  sir,  a  blue  coa^  have 
I  worn,  and  a  thief  did  I  turn ;  min^  own  men  are 
the  pedlars,  my  twenty  pound  did  fly  high,  sir,  your 
wife's  goi^  did  ^  loi^,  sir :  ^hii^er  fly  you  npw, 


ur  ?ypuhav0  scaped  the  gjillows,  tp  ttie  <^vilyoi| 
fly  next,  wr.    Am  I  right,  my  lie^  ? 

Duke,  yo^r  father  has  the  trpe  phyaqan  pUjed. 
Math.  And  1  am  now  bis  pauen^ 
Hip.  4^4  bft  sp  still, 
rpis  a  good  si^  whei^  our  cheeks  blush  a^  ilL 

Con.  Thp  hi^en-draper,  Signipr  CandidOi 
He  whom  ihp  city  term*  ijie  paii«i>t  man. 
Is  likewise  her^i  for  buyiog  of  thos^  lawi^ 
The  pe4lA^  ^ost. 

Inf.  41a9,goodCiMi((ido.        [Bnt  dmstabh^ 
Duke.  Fetcl^  him ;  find  when  tbe9e  pityineutf 
up  are  ca^t, 
W^  out  yqur  ^ght  g0|]d,bu(  lef  s  have  them  last. 
Enter  Candido,  and  Contfabk^ 
Ihike.  In  Bridewell,  Candido  ? 
Can,  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Duke,  What  imike  you  here  ? 
Can.  Mv  lord,  what  make  jrou  here  ? 
Duke.  I'm  here  to  save  right,  and  to  drive 

wrong  hence. 
Can.  And  I  to  bear  wrong  here  with  patience. 
Dti^e.  You  have  boug^ht  stolep  goods. 
Can,  So  they  do  say,  my  lord, 
Yet  bought  I  them  upon  a  gentleman's  word; 
And  I  imagine  now,  as  I  thoyght  then. 
That  there  be  thieves,  but  no  thieves  gentlemen. 
Hip,  Your  credit's  crack'd  being  here. 
Can.  No  more  than  guld 
Being  crack'd,  which  does  his  estimation  hold. 
I  was  in  Bedlam  once,  but  was  I  mad  ? 
They  made  roe  pledge  whores'  healths,  but  am  I 

bad, 
Because  I'm  with  bad  people  ? 

Dtt^c.  Well,  stand  by. 
If  you  take  wrong,  we'll  cure  the  ii\iury. 
Enter  ComtabUy  after  them  Bois,  after  him  ^wo 
Beadles,  owe  with  ketpp,  the  other  with  a  be^^ 
tle.'^ 

Duke.  Stay,  stay,  what's  he?  a  prisoner  i 
Con.  Yes,  my  lord. 
Hip.  He  seems  a  soldier? 
Bots,  I  am  what  I  seenpi»  sir,  ope  of  fbrlnae's 
bastardy  a  soldier,  and  a  Ken(lem«ii,  and  am 
brought  in  here  with  master  ConstaMe's  band  of 
Billmen,  becai^  they  iace  me  down  that  I  live, 
like  those  that  keep  bowUng-aUeyA»  by  the  sins 
of  the  people,  in  being  '^  a  squire  o{  the  body. 
Hip.  Ob,  an  apple-siquire. 
Sfits,  Yes,  sir,  that  degree  of  scnrvy.  aquires^ 
and  that  I  am  nuuntained  by  the  best  part  that 


♦»  A  hqrker\  eitt  rn.—^eiP  Nod?  1 3  tp  The  M0p(V  of  QfUn'KTUgh,  A.  8.  &  9. 
Agafo,  in  More  Foola  yet,  by  Roger  Sharp«*,  iifi^  IQIO  s 

*<  Here  comes  eld  Spange  the  hauler  with  kit  lu*e:* 

^  A  heetle. — A  mallet.  MaUeut  ligneus.    Barretts  JtvearU, 

s^  ji  squire  of  the  body.^A,  squire  of  the  body,  says  Mr  hteeven^  (Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  ll\ 
▼oL  V.  p.  ^60.  edit.  1778,)  signified  originally  the  attendant  on  a  knight;  the  person  who  bore  his  head- 
piece, spear,  aod  shield.    It  afterwards  became  a  cant  term  for  a  ptsij?,  aod  Is  so  wed  here. 

Afaio,ln2%e  fVittyftdr  ^ne,  by  Hhirl^y^  1083  i  FoKapcocarcisilierecdBies  the  fjulreofber  mistress  body. 
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is  commonly  in  a  woman,  by  the  worst  players  of 
those  parts,  but  I  am  known  to  all  this  company. 
Loo.  My  lord,  'tis  true,  we  all  know  him,  'tis 
lieutenant  Bots. 
Duke.  BotB,  and  where  have  you  served,  Bots  ? 
Bots.  In  most  of  yoor  hottest  services  in  the 
Low  Countries ;  at  the  Groyne  I  was  wounded  in 
this  thigh,  and  halted  upon  t,  but  ^is  now  sound. 
In  Cleveland  I  mist  but  little,  having  the  bridge 
of  my  nose  broken  down  with  two  great  stoties, 
as  I  was  scaling  a  fort :  I  have  been  tried,  sir, 
too,  in  Gelderland,  and  scaped  hardly  there  from 
being  blown  up  at  a  breach :  I  was  fired,  and 
lay  i'the  sui^geon's  hands  for'c  till  the  fall  of  the 
1^  following. 

Hip,  All  this  may  be,  and  yet  you  no  soldier. 
Bots,  No  soldier,  sir?  I  hope  these  are  services 
that  your  proudest  commanders  do  venture  npoA, 
and  never  come  off  sometimes. 
Duke,  Well,  sir,  because  you  say  yon  are  a 
soldier, 
111  use  you  like  a  gentleman ;  make  room  there, 
Plant  him  amongst  you,  we  shall  have  anon 
Strange  hawks  fly  here  before  us ;  if  none  light 

on  you. 
You  shall  with  freedom  take  your  flight; 
But  if  you  prove  a  bird  of  baser  wiog, 
We'll  use  you  like  such  birds,  here  you  shall  sing. 
Boti.  1  wish  to  be  tried  at  no  other  weapon. 
Duke.  Why,  is  he  fumish'd  with  those  imple- 
ments? 
1  MasL  The  pandar  is  more  dangerous  to  a 
state^ 
Than  is  the  common  thief;  and  though  our  laws 
lie  heavier  on  the  thief,  yet  that  the  pandar 
May  know  the  hangman's  ruff  should  nt  him  too, 
Therefore  he's  set  to  beat  hemp. 

Duke,  This  does  savour 
Of  justice ;  basest  slaves  to  basest  labour. 
Now  pray,  set  open  hell,  and  let  us  see 
The  she-devils  that  are  here. 

Inf,  Methinks  this  place 
Should  make  even  Lais  honest. 
1  Matt,  Some  it  turns  good ; 
But,  as  some  men  whose  hands  are  once  in  blood. 
Do  in  a  pride  spill  more,  so  some  going  hence, 
Are,  by  being  here,  lost  in  more  impudence; 
Let  it  not  to  them,  when  they  come,  appear, 
That  any  one  does  as  their  judge  sit  here; 
But  that  as  gentlemen  you  come  to  see. 
And  then  perhaps  their  tongues  will  walk  more 
free. 
Duke,  Let  them  be  marshal'd  in ;  be  covered 
all. 
Fellows,  now  to  make  the  scene  more  comical 
Car,  Will  not  you  be  smelt  out  Bots  ? 
Bots,  No,  your  bravest  whores  have  the  worst 


Enter  two  of  the  Moiters;  a  Conttable^ier  them^ 
then  Dorothea  Target,  brave ;  tfier  her  two 
Beadles^  the  one  with  a  wheel,  ^'  tlU  other  with 
a  blue  gown. 

Lod,  Are  not  you  a  bride,  forsooth  ? 

Dor.  Say  ye? 

Car,  Hewo'dknowifthesebenotyoorBride* 

men. 
Dor,  Vuh,  yes,  sir ;  and  look  ye,  do  yon  see 
the  bridelaoes  that  I  give  at  my  weddu^  will 
serve  to  tie  rosemary  to  both  tout  coffins  when 
yon  come  from  banging— Scab  I 
OrL  Fie,  Punk,  fie,  fie,  fie. 
Dor.  Oot,  you  stale  stinking  bead  of  garli^ 
fob,  at  my  heels. 
OrL  My  head's  cloven. 
Hip,  O,  let  the  gentlewoman  alone^  she's  go- 
ing to  shrift. 
Ast,  Nay,  to  do  penance. 
Car.  Ay,  ay,  go.  Punk,  go  to  the  croQS  and  be 
whipt. 

thr.  Marry  mew,  many  muff,  marry  hang 
YOU  goodman  dog :  ^hipt  ?  do  ye  take  me  for  a 
base  spittle  whore  ?  in  troth,  gentlemen,  yon  wear 
the  clothes  of  gentlemen,  but  you  carry  not  the 
minds  of  gentlemen,  to  abose  a  gentlewoman  of 
my  fashion. 

Lod.  Fashion !  pox  a  yoor  fashions^  art  not  a 
whore? 
Dor,  Goodman  slave. 

Duke.  O  fie,  abuse  her  not,  let  os  two  talk; 
What  mought  I  call  your  name,  pray  ? 

Dor.  I'm  not  ashamed  of  my  name,  sir,  my 
name  is  Mistress  Doll  Target,  a  western  gentle- 
woman. 
Lodi  Her  target  against  any  pike  in  Millan. 
Duke.  Why  is  this  wheel  borne  after  her? 
1  Matt,  She  must  spin. 
Dor,  A  course  thread  it  shall  be,  as  all  threads 
are. 
Ast,  If  you  spin  then  you'll  earn  money  here  too? 
Dor,  I  had  rather  get  half-a-crowa  abroad, 
then  ten  crowns  here. 
OrL  Abroad  ?  I  think  so. 
Inf.  Doest  thou  not  weep  now  thou  art  here? 
Ihr,  Say  ye  ?  weep  ?  yes  forsooth,  as  yon  did 
when  you  lost  your  maidenhead;  do  yon  not  hear 
how  I  weep  ?  [^"0*^ 

Lod.  Farewell,  DolL 

Dor.  Farewell,  dog.  [Biit, 

Duke.  Past  shame ;  past  penitence,  why  18  that 

blue  gown  ? 
1  Matt.  Being  stript  out  of  her  wanton  loosfr 
attire. 
That  garment  she  puts  on,  base  to  the  eye^ 
Only  to  clothe  her  in  humility. 
Duke.  Are  all  the  rest  like  thisf 


ji  wAm{.— See  Note  44,  p.  588. 
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1  Ua$t.  No,  my  good  lord. 
Yoa  see,  this  drab  swells  with  a  wanton  rein, 
The  neit  that  enters  has  a  different  strain. 

Duke,  Variety  is  good,  let's  see  the  resL 

IExU  Matter. 
yet,  and  no 
ballets  hit  me.^ 
Duke,  Come  off  so,  and  'tis  well 
Ornneu  Here's  the  second  mess. 

Enter  the  two  Matters,  after  them  the  Conttable, 
t^er  him  Pev  elope  Whorehound,  Uke  a  Ci- 
tizetCt  wife  ;  after  her  two  BeadUt,  one  with  a 
blue  gowitf  another  with  chalk  and  a  mallet. 

Feu.  I  have  worn  many  a  costly  gown,  but  I 
was  never  thus  guarded  with  blue  coats,  and  bea- 
dles, and  constables,  and 

Car,  Alas,  fair  mistress,  spoil  not  thus  your 
eyes. 

Pen,  Oh,  sweet  sir,  I  fear  the  spoiling  of  other 
places  about  me  that  are  dearer  than  liiy  eyes ; 
if  you  be  gentlemen,  if  you  be  men,  or  ever  came 
of  a  woman,  pity  my  case,  stand  to  me,  stick  to 
me, — good  sir,  you  are  an  old  man. 

OrL  Han^  nut  on  me  I  pr'ythee,  old  trees  bear 
no  such  fruit. 

Fen,  Will  you  bail  me,  gentlemen  ? 

Lod,  Bail  thee,  art  in  for  debt? 

Fen,  No ;  God  is  my  judge,  sir,  I  am  in  for 
no  debts :  I  paid  my  tailor  for  this  gown,  the  last 
five  shillings  a  week  that  was  behind,  yesterday. 

Duke.  What  is  your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Fen.  Penelope  Whorehound,  I  come  of  the 
Whorehounds. 
How  does  lieutenant  Buts  ? 

Omnet.  A  ha,  Sots ! 

Bott.  A  very  honest  woman,  as  I'm  a  soldier, 
a  pox  Hots  ye. 

Fen.  I  was  never  in  this  pickle  before ;  and 
jret,  if  I  go  among  citizens'  wives  they  jeer  at  me ; 
if  I  go  among  the  **  loose>bodied  gowns,  they 
cry  a  pox  on  me,  because  I  go  civilly  attired,  and 
swear  their  trade  was  a  good  trade,  till  such  as 
I  am  took  it  out  of  their  hands :  good  lieutenant 
Bots,  sneak  to  these  captains  to  bail  me. 

1  Matt,  Begging  for  bail  still  ?  you  are  a  trim 


gossip,  go  give  her  the  blue  gown,  ''  set  her  to 
her  chare  ;  work  huswife  for  your  bread,  away. 

Fen.  Out  you  dog,  a  pox  on  you  all,  women 
are  born  to  curse  thee,  but  I  shall  live  to  see 
twenty  such  flat-caps  shaking  dice  for  a  penny- 
worth of  pippins :  out,  you  blue-eyed  rogue. 

[Exit. 

Omnet.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Duke.  Even  now  she  wept,  and  prayed,  now 
does  she  curse  ? 

1  Matt.  Seeing  me :  if  still  she  had  staid,  this 
had  been  worse. 

Hip,  Was  she  ever  here  before  ? 

1  Matt,  Five  times  at  least ; 
And  thus  if  men  come  to  her,  have  her  eyea 
Wrung,  and  wept  out  her  bail. 

Omnet.  Bots,  you  know  her  ? 

Bott.  Is  there  any  gentleman  here,  that  knows 
not  a  whore,  and  is  he  a  hair  the  worse  for  that  ? 

Duke.  Is  she  a  city-dame,  she's  so  attired  ? 

1  Matt.^o,  my  good  lord,  that's  only  but  the  vail 
To  her  loose  body ;  1  have  seen  her  here 
In  gayer  masking  suits :  as  several  sauces 
Give  one  dish  several  tastes,  so  change  of  habits 
In  whores  is  a  bewitching  art ;  to-day  she's  all  in 
Colours  to  besot  gallants,  then  in  modest  black. 
To  catch  the  citizen,  and  this  from  their  exami- 
nations 
Drawn;  now  shall  you  see  a  monster  both  in 

shape 
And  nature  quite  from  these,  that  sheds  no  tear, 
Nor  yet  is  nice,  'tis  a  plain  ramping  hear. 
Many  such  whales  are  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Omnet.  Let's  see  her. 

1  Matt.  Then  behold  a  swaggering  whore. 

[Exit, 

OrL  Keep  your  ground,  Bots. 

Bott.  I  do  but  traverse  to  spy  advantage  how 
to  arm  myself* 

Enter  two  Mattertfirtt,  after  them  the  Conttable, 
after  them  a  Beadle  beating  a  Baton,  ^*  then 
Catherina  Bountinall,  with  Mrs  Horse«> 
LEACH,  after  them  another  Beadle  with  a  blua 
Head,  guarded  with  yellow, 

Cath.  Sirrah,  wlien  I  cry  hold  your  hands,  holdi 


5*  Lotm^odied  gownt. — From  several  passages  in  contemporary  writers,  a  loote-bodUd gomn  appean  la 
liave  been  tbe  habit  of  a  courtezan.    So  in  More  Fooles  yet,  by  Roger  Sharpe^  4to,  1610  : 

**  Briscns  will  tame  good  husband,  marry  fye, 
What  wench  u*t  tusb  looid' bodied  Margery, 
Good  husband  now,  tbat  nere  was  good  lo'i  lil^, 
Tbe  better  husband,  sir,  tbe  worser  wife." 

<3  Set  her  tit  her  charts— i.  e.  Her  task-work*    So  In  8bakespeare*s  Antonp  and  CUepaira  t 

■    commanded 
By  such  poor  passions  as  tbe  maid  tbat  milks, 
Afid  does  tbe  meanest  chares.    S, 

*♦  ji  beadle  beaUng  a  Aofon.— In  Ben  Jonson*s  New  Inn,  A.  4.  S.3.,  Latimer  says,—"  And  let  her  foot« 
-  beat  the  bason  afore  her.*'    Qn  which  Mr  Whaliey  observes,  tbat  it  alludes  «*  to  the  custom  of  »ld 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dekkas. 


jTOu  rp^e*catcber,  bold :  Bawd,  are  the  French 
chilblaius  in  your  heels,  that  you  can  come  no 
faster  ?  are  not  you,  bawd,  a  whore*8  ancient,  ^^ 
and  must  not  I  follow  my  colours  ? 

Horse,  O,  mistress  Catiierine,  you  do  me  wrong 
to  accuse  me  here  as  you  do,  before  the  right 
worshipful:  lamknovin  for  a  motherly  honest 
woman,  and  no  bawd. 

Cath.  Marry  fob,  honest !  burnt  at  fourteen, 
8e%eii  times  wnipt,  six  times  carted,  nuie  times 
ducked,  searched  by  some  hundred  and  fifty  con- 
stables, and  yet  you  are  honest  ?  Honest  mistress 
Ilorseleach !  is  this  world  a  world  to  keep  bawds 
and  whores  honest  ?  How  many  times  hast  thou 
given  gentlemen  a  quart  of  wine  in  a  gallon  pot  f 
how  many  twelve-penny  fees,  nay,  two  shilling 
fees,  nay,  when  any  ambassadors  have  been  here, 
how  many  half-crown  fees,  hast  thou  taken? 
how  many  carriers  hast  thou  bribed  for  country 
wenches  ?  how  often  have  I  rinced  your  lungs  in 
aqua  viia,  ^^  and  yet  you  are  honest  ? 

Duke.  And  whiat  were  you  the  whilest  ? 

Cath»  Marry  hang  you,  master  slave,  who  made 
you  an  examiner  ? 

Lod.  Well  said,  belike  this  devil  spares  no  man. 

Cath.  What  art  thou,  pr'ythee? 

Bots,  Nay,  what  arc  thou,  pr'ythee. 

Cath.  A  whore;  art  thou  a  thief? 

Bott,  A  thief,  no ;  I  defy  the  calling,  I  am  a 
soldier,  have  borne  arms  in  the  field,  been  in  ma- 
ny a  hot  skirmish,  yet  come  off  sound. 

Cath,  Sound  with  a  pox  to  ye,  ^e  abominable 
rogue !  you  a  soldier !  you  in  skirmishes !  where  ? 
amongst  pottle-pots  in  a  bawdy-house?  Look, 
look  here,  you  madam  wormeaten,  do  not  you 
know  him  ? 

Horie,  Lieutenant  Bots,  where  have  ye  been 
this  many  a  day  ? 

Bots,  Old  bawd,  do  not  discredit  me,  teem  not 
to  know  me. 

Hone,  Not  to  know  ye,  master  Bots?  as  long 
as  I  have  breath,  I  cannot  forget  thy  sweet  face. 

Duke,  Why,  do  you  know  him  ?  he  says  he  is 
a  soldier. 

Cath.  He  a  soldier  ?  a  pander,  a  dog  that  will 
lick  up  sixpence:  /lo  ^e  hear,  you  master  Swine's 
snout,  how  long  is't  since  you  held  the  door  for 
me,  and  cried  Xo\  again,  nobody  comes,  ye  rogue 
you? 

Omnet,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you're  smelt  out  again,  Bots. 

Bots.  Pox  ruin  her  nose  for't;  and  I  be  not  re- 
venged for  this — urn  ye  bitch. 


Lod,  D*ye  bear  y^  madam?  w1^  does  your  la- 
dyship swagger  thus  ?  you're  very  bnive,  methiidLB. 

Cath,  Not  at  your  cost,  master  Cod's-bend; 
Is  any  man  here  bleai>eyed  to  see  me. brave? 

Ast,  Yes,  I  am. 
Because  ^ood  clothes  upon  a  whore's  back 
Is  like  fair  painting  upon  a  rotten  walL 

Cath,  Marry  mu£^  master  Whoremaitery  you 
come  upon  me  with  sentences. 

Ber.  By  this  light,  h'as  small  sense  for't 

Lod,  O  fie,  fie,  do  not  vex  her. 
And  yet  methinks  a  creature  of  more  scurvy  con- 
ditions 
Should  not  know  what  a  good  petticoat  were. 

Cath,  Marry  come  out. 
You're  so  busy  about  my  petticoat,  yonll  creep 
up  to  my  placket,  and  ye  could  but  attain  the  ho- 
nour; but  and  the  outsides  ofiend  your  rogueships^ 
look  o'the  lining,  'tis  silk. 

Duke,  Is't  silk  'tis  lined  with  then  ? 

Cath.  Silk  ?  aye  silk,  master  Slave,  yoo  would 
be  glad  to  wipe  your  nose  witli  the  skirt  octl  i 
this  'tis  to  come  among  a  company  of  oodsrhvadi 
that  know  not  how  to  use  a  ^ntlewoman. 

Duke,  Tell  her  the  duke  is  here. 

1  Mast.  Be  modest,  Kate,  the  duke  is  here. 

Cath,  If  the  devil  were  here,  I  care  not :  set 
forward,  ye  rogues,  and  give  attendance  acoocdr 
ing  to  your  places ;  let  bawds  and  whores  be  aad^ 
for  I'll  sing  and  the  devil  were  a-dying.  \ExemmU 

Duke.  Why  before  her  does  the  bason  nng? 

1  Mast.  It  is  an  emblem  of  thdr  revelling 
The  whips  we  use  lets  forth  their  wanton  blood. 
Making  them  calm,  and  more  to  calm  their  pride^ 
Instead  of  coaches  they  in  carts  do  ride. 
Will  your  grace  see  more  of  this  bad  ware? 

Duke,  No,  shut  up  shop,  well  now  break  op 
the  fair, 
Yet  ere  we  part — yoo,  sir,  that  take  upon  ye 
The  name  of  soldier,  that  true  name  of  wortli^ 
Which  action,  not  vain  boasting,  best  sets  forth, 
To  let  you  know  how  far  a  soldier's  name 
Stands  from  your  title,  and  to  let  you  see. 
Soldiers  must  not  be  wronged  where  princes  be : 
This  be  your  sentence. 

Omnes.  Defend  yourself,  Bots. 

Duke.  First,  all  the  private  su£Eerance  that  the 
house 
Inflicts  upon  offenders,  you,  as  the  bases^ 
Shall  undergo  it  double,  after  which 
You  shall  be  whipt,  sir,  round  about  the  city^ 
Then  banished  from  the  land. 


when  bawds  and  other  iofaraoos  persons  were  carted.  A  mob  of  people  osed  to  precede  tlwB  ktdii^ 
hatomSf  and  other  utensils  of  the  same  kind,  to  make  the  noise  and  tumult  the  bigger.  Thus  Stowe  de- 
scribes the  punishment  of  a  priest  who.  was  taken  in  criminal  conversation  with  another  man^s  wHb  : 

*  The  first  day  he  rode  In  a  carry ;  the  second  on  a  horse,  his  face  to  the  horfie-tail ;  the  third,  led  be- 

*  twixt  twalne,  and  every  day  nmg  with  basons.*  Thu  expUins  a  pastiage  in  Tho  SUemt  fFoNMa,  wkcre 
Morose,  amongst  other  execrations  on  the  barber  Cut-beard,  says,— ^  Let  there  be  no  bawd  carted  Aat 

*  year  to  employ  a  bason  of  his."— A*  3.  8.  6. 

ii  Anciau.^Aja  emign.  ^6  J^pta  v»^«.— Formerly  the  general  oame  for  spfarits^ 
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Botu  Beseecb  :|rour  f^race. 

Duke,  Away  with  him,  see  it  done :  panders 
and  whores 
Are  city-plagues,  which  being  kept  alive, 
Nothing  that  loo^s  like  goodness  ere  can  thrive. 
Now,  good  Orlando,  what  say  you  to  your  bad 
son-in-law  ? 

OrL  Marry  this,  my  lord,  he  is  my  son-in-law, 
and  in  law  will  I  be  his  father :  for  if  law  can 
pepper  him,  he  shall  be  so  parboiled,  that  he 
shall  stink  no  more  i'the  nose  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Bel  Be  yet  more  kind  and  merdful,  good  fa- 
ther. 

Orl,  Dost  thou  beg  for  him,  thou  precious  man's 
meat,  thou  ?  has  he  not  beaten  thee,  kickt  tliee, 
trod  on  thee,  and  dost  thou  fawn  on  him  like  his 
spaniel  ?  has  he  not  pawned  thee  to  thy  petticoat, 
sold  thee  to  thy  smock,  made  ye  leap  at  a  crus^ 
yet  woald*st  have  me  save  him  ? 

BeL  Oh  yes,  good  sir,  women  shall  learn  of  me. 
To  love  their  husbands  in  greatest  misery; 
Then  shew  him  pity,  or  you  wreck  myself. 

Orl,  Have  ye  eaten  pigeons  that  you're  so  kind- 
hearted  to  your  mate  ?  Nay,  you're  a  couple  of 
wild  bean ;  111  have  ye  both  baited  at  one  stake 


but  as  for  tUs  knave^  the  gallows  is  thy  due,  and 
the  gallows  thou  shalt  have;  I'll  have  justice 
of  the  duke,  the  law  shall  have  thy  life.  What, 
dost  thou  hold  him  ?  let  go  his  hand ;  if  thou  dost 
not  forsake  hii^  a  father's  everlasting  blessing 
fall  upon  both  your  heads : — away,  go  uss  out  of 
my  sight ;  play  thou  the  whore  no  more,  nor  thou 
the  thief  again ; — my  house  shall  be  thine,  my 
meat  shall  be  thine,  and  so  shall  my  wine,  but 
my  money  shall  be  mine  ;  and  yet  when  I  die, 
so  thou  dost  not  fly  high,  take  all ;  yet,  good  Ma- 
theo,  mend. 

Thus  for  joy  weeps  Orlando,  and  doth  end. 
Duke,  Then  hear,  Matheo :  all  your  woes  are 
stayed 
By  your  good  ftither-in-law ;  all  your  ills 
Are  clear  purged  from  you  by  his  working  pills. 
Come,  Signior  Candido,  these  green  young  wits, 
We.  see  by  cireumstance,  this  plot  hath  laid. 
Still  to  provoke  thy,  patience,  which  they  find 
A  wall  of  brass,  no  armour's  like  the  mmd ; 
Thou  hast  taught  the  city  patience,  now  our  court 
Shall  be  thv  sphere,  where  from  thy  good  report^ 
Rumours  this  truth  unto  the  world  shall  sing, 
A  patient  man's  a  pattern  for  a  king. 

[Exeunt. 
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